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TRIGGER WARNING

This book contains detailed accounts of childhood sexual abuse, trauma, and the emotional aftermath, including descriptions of depression, anxiety, and suicidal thoughts. These pages are written with the intention of offering hope and healing, but the content may be distressing for some readers. If you’re a survivor or sensitive to these topics, please proceed with care and consider having support nearby. Your well-being matters, and resources are provided at the end of this book to guide you toward help if needed.






“The Breaker is a courageous account of facing trauma, pursuing faith, and building a dream. Micah’s willingness to speak openly about his journey offers encouragement to those who have lived with silence and shame. Above all, this book serves as a powerful reminder that healing is possible, freedom is real, and there is always hope.”

Jeremy Vallerand, CEO and president of Atlas Free








The breaker [the Messiah, who opens the way] shall go up before them [liberating them]. They will break out, pass through the gate and go out; so their King goes on before them, the LORD at their head.1

Micah 2:13








A LETTER TO THE BREAKERS

To the men wrestling with shame: You are why I fought to heal. I know that weight. Shame eats you alive. It locks you in silence. It fuels anxiety and depression until you can’t see a way out. I carried that load. It crushed me for decades.

Maybe you’ve known that darkness too, whether your shame came from a wound similar to mine—childhood sexual abuse that almost broke me—or from something else that burns just as deep.

A man I loved and trusted shattered me. He manipulated a boy, desperate for a father figure, and used a twisted version of faith to justify his sickness, leaving me with crippling shame, confusion, and anger at God for allowing this to happen to me. The mental, emotional, and spiritual impact of the abuse damaged every facet of my life.

I stayed silent for years. I buried my pain with work, pushed my body to the limits, and tried desperately to drown the guilt and worthlessness. Maybe you do the same? Maybe you numb your pain with alcohol, drugs, food, sex, or porn. Maybe, like me, you chased achievements or put on a mask that’s so opaque no one sees through, not even those who are closest to you—the ones you love the most. Maybe your fix comes in the form of busyness. Stay moving and you can outrun the pain, you can drown the voices in your head, you can avoid the grief chasing you down.

But deep down, you know what I knew: Those fixes don’t work. You can’t outrun the pain. It will wait until you run out of breath and then it will pounce and sink its teeth into you like a ravenous lion. The bite marks look like addiction, depression, anxiety, broken relationships, job losses, anger, and emptiness.

I was stuck, drowning in shame, anxiety, and depression. Terrified that someone would find out what happened to me. Would they call me weak? Blame me? I thought sharing would strip away my masculinity.

I vowed that I would never tell. Most men keep that vow until the day they die and suffer their entire lives because of it. I thought silence made me tough. But I was wrong. Silence was destroying me, eating me alive one bite at a time. It robbed me of joy, stole my peace, and kept me shackled in chains of shame. It nearly killed me. I came close to ending my life to escape the pain that wouldn’t relent.

It took massive strength, and tapping into the deepest levels of my God-given masculinity, to build the courage to speak up. When I did, the opposite of what I feared happened. I discovered I wasn’t alone in this fight, and that millions of men and women have gone through some level of sexual abuse. Men often suffer in silence, which destroys them, and many end the pain by taking their lives. When I found my voice, I discovered that rather than making me less of a man, bringing the truth to light made me even stronger.

Vulnerability was my weapon. Speaking up meant facing the enemy army of my shame and charging onto that battlefield like a warrior akin to William Wallace in the movie Braveheart. I fought with all my heart and soul, and I not only built strength and resilience, but came out the other end a victor. When those chains of shame were shattered, I took back the joy, peace, and freedom that had been stolen from me.

This book is my story. I’ll take you into the depths of my darkness, the most painful moments that I swore I would never reveal to anyone. It may be uncomfortable, and there may be times when you have to step away if something stirs up in you. Take the breaks when you need them, but come back. Because I’m not going to leave you stuck in that pain. What’s more, I’m not just going to bring you to a place of pain tolerance or pain management and tell you that this is as good as it gets for you, the furthest you can go. I’ve got something more for you. This book will shift after I share my story. I’ll take you through the steps of healing (with help from some of my expert friends) and the path of hope that God led me on to the life of freedom that I lead today.

Men, I’m speaking to you. I know that silence may feel like the only way. But I’m here to tell you that there is a different path. Vulnerability turns your pain into power. It takes tremendous strength to tackle your brokenness and wrestle it to the ground. It will fight back. It will growl, it will bare its teeth and try to frighten you away, it will lash out with claws that will likely land some blows and leave you with gashes and scars that will forever serve as reminders of the battle that you fought, and won. You are as strong as steel for stepping up and speaking up.

You are not a victim, and you’re not just a survivor. You are a Breaker.

Trudge through the darkness with me, because in the end, we are breaking into the light together. I was an ordinary kid from Kansas. I went through something horrific that far too many kids have experienced. If I can break through, heal, and live a healthy, purposeful, and faith-filled life after the trauma of sexual abuse, I know that you can too.

Let’s smash through the lies, demolish the chains of shame, heal together, and stand proud and victorious over the enemy we have mercilessly defeated. Join me. This is The Breaker Mission.

Micah LaCerte






A WIFE’S PERSPECTIVE BY DIANA CHALOUX-LACERTE


When my husband, Micah, walks into a room, everyone turns to look. And yes, that is partly due to his physical appearance and big muscles. He is, after all, a world champion fitness athlete and multiple fitness magazine cover model. If I do say so myself, he’s an eye-catching, good-looking guy!

But it’s more than that. He exudes positivity and energy that draws you in. It’s disarming. Any intimidation people may have is defused when his smile lights up the room.

When they look at Micah, they may see a highly fit, faith-filled, successful entrepreneur who adores his wife and is passionately dedicated to helping others.

What do they miss? Deep scars from ten years of childhood sexual abuse.

They don’t see the hurt and pain he had to overcome to become the man he is today or the chains of shame, guilt, anger, fear, and anxiety that shackled him for years.

They don’t see them because those chains have been broken.

I’ve had a front-row seat next to him as he’s navigated this healing journey. We’ve climbed out of dark valleys to breathtaking peaks together to get here. It’s been worth every step.

Micah is one of the strongest men you will ever meet, and I don’t mean that because of how much weight he can lift in the gym. Building muscle takes time and doesn’t happen overnight. You must lift heavy weights; when the weight is no longer challenging, you’re ready to lift something heavier. This is what Micah has done in body, mind, and spirit.

To say I’m proud of my husband is an understatement. Words can’t express how grateful, blessed, and honored I am to be his partner in this pursuit of positively impacting millions of lives.

Male survivors of sexual abuse often choke on silence their entire lives, fear and shame holding them back from shining a light on that darkness.

Micah’s story is a loud and bright beacon of hope. His voice through The Breaker will help end this epidemic of silence; shatter the chains of bondage to shame, fear, and guilt; and set men and women free not only to survive but to overcome and thrive.






PART 1 MY STORY








1 INTO THE NIGHTMARE


I’m bigger now. I’m stronger now. Surely, it won’t happen again.

I gritted my teeth and tried to shove the gruesome memories out of my consciousness as I sat gazing out the window of the train, speeding along from Kansas City to Washington state. I pressed my cheek against the large, cold window pane in the observation car and shifted my focus by straining to see if I could glimpse the front of the train.

The wheels let out a screech as we slowed and stopped somewhere in Colorado. New passengers boarded, including a group with kids about my age, in their early teens. A girl with sandy brown hair and a skinny, dark-haired boy came and sat at my table. I was grateful for the diversion from my thoughts. We struck up a conversation. They were on their way to camp and asked me where I was headed.

I lied, telling them I was going to stay with my uncle for the summer. It felt good to let them think that I was just a kid going to spend time with family. For a fleeting moment, I felt safe, unashamed… normal. There was comfort in knowing that they didn’t know my story, what had been done to me, or the things I had been forced to do.

Their stop for camp came too quickly, and we said our goodbyes.

I leaned back on the seat of the train and stretched. The sun was starting to set, and I couldn’t see much of the scenery flying by. I closed my eyes and tried to get some sleep… but my mind couldn’t rest, drifting back to the last fight with my mother.

“I don’t want to live here anymore!” I was livid. She was fresh off her second divorce, from a bully I despised, and the anger and disrespect I felt toward her were unbearable. Nearly every conversation flared into a relentless screaming match. I felt like she didn’t care, she didn’t listen, she didn’t protect me. I felt like she only cared about herself, so I yelled and rebelled against any hint of authority she tried to assert over me. The fighting was nonstop.

“I don’t want you living here either, you selfish, good-for-nothing brat,” she had lashed back. She was at her wits’ end. The frustration and inability to communicate with each other was exhausting for both of us.

I was a good kid for the most part. In any situation outside of home life I was obedient, respectful, and a non-troublemaker. But with my mother, I came unhinged. I couldn’t stand it any longer. Or maybe she couldn’t. Most likely, it was a little bit of both. I wanted out. She wanted me out.

That’s how I found myself, at fifteen years old, alone on a train, heading to a home that would become the source of my darkest nightmares.

Kenny was waiting for me there.

Sleep evaded me as my mind roamed. Kenny had been in and out of my life as far back as I could remember. I recalled sitting with him on the swing set, playing ball, and the times that he made me feel special and loved, something I craved so desperately as a young boy with no father figure.

My body shuddered with disgust as a new wave of memories flooded over me.

“Come over here, son; I need you to do something for me.”

I felt nauseous as I heard his voice in my mind, my eyes shot wide open, and I sat up straight in the seat, my heart beating fast at the memory of the last time I had seen Kenny, nearly four years ago now. A familiar panic mixed with shame and confusion shot through me like an electric shock as the train just kept rolling into the night, taking me closer and closer to him. My stomach churned, and I scanned the dim aisle for a bathroom sign, praying I wouldn’t puke but wanting to know where to head if I needed to. It would be just a few more hours now.

As the night wore on, I found myself sitting in the dimly lit train car, anxiously chewing my fingernails as signs of sunrise started to streak across the sky.

Things would be different this time. They had to be. Right? This was the only way to get out of the living hell I was in with my mother. Wasn’t it? It had to be.

I desperately tried to convince myself.

Don’t let it in, Micah. Don’t think about it.

I fought back the fear, desperately trying to shift focus to the excitement of meeting new people, being in a new environment, and, most importantly, the relief of getting away from my mother.

But the thoughts were flying faster and faster through my mind.

I was just a kid then. I’m much stronger than I was. He has four kids now, so I won’t be alone. He’s not going to mess with me. There’s no way he would. His wife will be there, watching out for me. Mom wouldn’t let me come if it wasn’t safe.

As the train came to its final stop in Seattle, this is what I hoped.

I was wrong.







2 A ROCKY START


Alice Cooper is my dad.

Okay, that’s not the whole truth. But if you saw a picture of me and my father, when he is dressed for his role as “Alice” in his cover band, you would believe that he is Alice Cooper. The resemblance is remarkable. My dad is a real-life rock star with a true passion for music. He is a kindhearted and loving man.

My mother and father met in the 1970s through a mutual friend. My dad was fresh out of high school, and my mom was a few years older. She had been on her own since she was seventeen and worked for a housecleaning business.

There was an instant attraction. They started dating, fell in love, and tried to navigate life together as best they could.

After dating for over a year, my mom got pregnant. Whoops! It was an “accident,” but my dad later told me with a little smile and a laugh, “Kids happen.” Though I was loved, having me was a challenge in many ways. It brought massive strain to an already unstable relationship.

Saddled with immaturity on both of their parts, lack of trust, poor communication skills, unresolved trauma, and both of them doing things that hurt the other, their relationship was like mixing oil and water. It wasn’t going to work.

After three or four years together, when I was just a couple of years old, things reached an unbearable point between them. They both gave up.

There’s so much more to that piece of the puzzle, but, as it relates to sharing my story, this was the beginning of life without my father and the onset of a deep void that I desperately hoped to fill.



I was playing one-man baseball in my front yard one day when I was five years old. As an only child, I was always finding ways to entertain myself. With my T-shirt hiked up over my shoulders (I mean, I was showing off my abs even then!), I would throw the ball up as high as possible, keep my eye on that prize, and whack it with the bat as hard as I could across the lawn. I was focused.

I was so focused that a reporter from the local newspaper driving by saw me and pulled up. He asked my mom if he could take my picture. My mom complied, and I landed my very first cover photo, as they featured me on the front page of the next day’s edition.

A happy kid, that’s what they saw, and that’s what I was for the most part. My mom and I had moved around a lot, finances weren’t stable, and I was starting to question frequently, “Where is my dad?” But in general, I remember this as a happy time. That newspaper feature captured one of my last moments of pure innocence.



Seeing Kenny, you wouldn’t have thought he was a pedophile.

He portrayed himself as a man of God. He was a leader in the church and had a loving wife. He was disciplined and kind and seemed to live a life of high morals and Christian values. Though he didn’t have kids yet, he worked extensively with children at church and preschools.

My mom met Kenny and his wife through a mutual friend. In her mind, this was the perfect person to spend time with her young, fatherless boy and give him direction and guidance for life. Truly, this was an answer to prayer for a single mom and an only child.

Kenny seemed like a godsend. He took me fishing, we played in the park, we flew kites; all the things that an active, healthy little boy wanted to do with a dad, he did with me. He even taught me about Jesus, brought me to church, showed me how to pray, and taught me what was right and what was wrong.

I trusted this man. I loved him.

For the next three years, Kenny was a consistent part of my life, mentoring me, educating me… and grooming me.







3 EASY PREY


We’re dirty, Micah; we need to take a shower.”

We were back at his house after a couple hours of playing ball at the park. I was exhausted and happy for the attention. I took my clothes off and got in the shower. He was naked and exposed in front of me. I felt strange, but I didn’t know what was normal in a family. This must be what dads and sons do, I thought. The soap smelled manly, not like the flowery scented soap that my mom had. Kenny took the bar and a washcloth and vigorously spent time cleaning me, his hands groping all over my seven-year-old body.

For several years, sprinkled between taking me to church and playing ball, there were showers and times where Kenny would take me out in his old pickup truck. He always asked me if I wanted to drive as he placed me square on his lap. At the park, he insisted I sit on him rather than let me swing on my own. I was too young to understand what his physical arousal was. I didn’t realize something terribly wrong was happening to me.



Kenny was looking for me. I checked every box that his predator instincts were searching for. He was on the prowl and I was easy prey. A young boy with a single mom, desperately looking for someone to come in and help make her life easier. I was a kid with no protector, vulnerable and naive from an unstable home with no father in the picture. I was perfect.



Things were changing in my mother’s life. While Kenny worked his master-manipulation tactics on me, my mother was on the dating scene and had developed a serious relationship with a man named Robert.

After a year, they were ready to take the next step and get married. For the first time in her life, my mom would have a husband, and I was going to have a “dad” living in the house with me full-time.

Finally, my dream was coming true.

I remember seeing families with a mom, a dad, and a kid or more, all living in the same home, spending time together, doing life together, and I always wondered why I didn’t have that. It was really all that I wanted: a dad, a mom, a family, a home.

I was happy to have Robert as a father. He would say yes when I asked him to play soccer or other sports with me. When I thanked him for playing with me, he would say, “Anytime, Micah.” He was kind to me, and I felt like he loved me.

Along with this new relationship came a new home. In my mind, this was a dream home. It was a white house, the biggest one I had ever lived in because it had two stories! I had my very own bedroom, closet, and even a balcony just for me. My front yard faced the public park, with a merry-go-round, swing sets, and slides galore. Just beyond that was a creek, fully stocked with crawdads and frogs for catching and the perfect spot for wading, rock-throwing, and letting my imagination go wild, creating scenes straight out of a treasure-hunting movie.

Add to that the public pool diagonal to the park and the fact that I quickly made new friends in the neighborhood, and I was having the time of my life.

Having attended two prior elementary schools, one each for kindergarten and first grade, the thought of staying in one school for a few years and having the same friends for a year made me feel like the luckiest kid alive.

Kenny faded out of my life for the most part for a couple of years. He had moved to California, so he would make a random phone call checking up on me here and there, and that was about it. In hindsight, I believe this was his way of feeling out the situation and keeping a relationship intact in case more opportunities came for him in the future. I now understand that having stability, a family, a home, and a man who was looking out for me were all major deterrents for this type of sexual predator. With this newfound balance in my home life, I was a far less enticing target for him.

For some time, life felt normal. My biological father also came back into the picture, and though we weren’t close, it was nice to spend time with him on occasion and know that he cared. I felt that my life was going great.

And then it wasn’t.



I trembled with fear as I hid under the dining room table. I hugged my knees to my chest, covered my ears, and closed my eyes, trying to drown out my mother’s screams. The tablecloth draped down just far enough to shield me from sight but not long enough to block the view of my mother being abused by Robert. The tears rolled down my face as I choked back cries of my own so I wouldn’t be discovered. I felt helpless.

As a sober man, Robert was genuinely kind and loving, but it was like watching a transformation of Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde on the nights when he couldn’t elude the temptation of alcohol. His inner demons emerged, and he became a different person.

I didn’t understand post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD). All that Robert had seen and experienced as a Vietnam veteran plagued him on the inside, even when he tried to put on a happy front. When the painful memories and stress became too much, alcohol was his chosen medication, and his inner monster surfaced. I couldn’t comprehend his pain, but what I could see was what happened when he drank.

The abuse grew consistently worse. I started to hate alcohol. In my mind, the negatives in my home were a result of that poison. It turned this man I loved into someone I didn’t recognize. It destroyed my happy home, and it caused my mother heartbreak. I decided then and there that alcohol wasn’t for me.

The divorce, though inevitable, devastated me. I lost a father figure whom I had grown to love. We lost our home and financial stability. My mother lost the love of her life. What hurt the most was losing the family structure that I had always dreamed of.



In the blink of an eye, I went from my private bedroom in the picture-perfect white house with the park in my front yard, to a small room in a battered women’s shelter. I’m eternally grateful for these shelters. This space provided safety and comfort for my mother and me through this transitional time, but the feelings of sadness and loss were overwhelming during those first couple of weeks.

There was one silver lining for me at that first shelter. My eyes lit up when I walked into the playroom loaded with toys. There were trains, building blocks, action figures, Hot Wheels, and more. Aside from Toys-R-Us, I’d never seen so many toys in one place in my life. There was another young boy there; we became friends instantly. The play time with him was a welcome distraction, giving a sense of normalcy to a situation I knew wasn’t normal.

We had to move on to a new shelter, and I was underwhelmed—not even a toy in sight. Thankfully, we didn’t have to stay long, as one of my mother’s friends offered us a temporary place to stay until my mom was able to get back on her feet and rent a small apartment.



The one thing that was consistent in my life was change: new homes, new schools, new friends. In my first eighteen years, I moved thirty times, went to three elementary schools, one junior high, two high schools, and lived in two states. It got to a point where I knew I wouldn’t be in one place for very long, so I never got attached. I was excellent at making friends, but since I expected they wouldn’t be in my life for long, it was easy for me to let them go. I didn’t fear losing friends; I just knew it would happen, so I made the most of the time I had with them and replaced them with new friends as soon as we moved. Maybe it’s not the healthiest way of viewing relationships, but it’s how I coped.

I liked school because I always had a lot of friends, but academics were another matter. Reading comprehension was a struggle. Learning didn’t come easily; I had to work at it, including taking special classes for extra help. Concentrating and paying attention for a long time was a challenge unless I was playing sports or working with math; numbers came more easily. I now know that my classroom challenges were linked to the trauma responses I was experiencing in my body, making focus and comprehension extremely difficult. I was a good student for the most part; I was trying to give it my best shot. I wanted to do well; even at that young age, I wanted to be something more than what I had seen in my life. I thought trying my hardest at school would help me get to a better place someday.



Kenny magically reappeared after my mother and Robert divorced. I don’t know if he contacted my mom or if she reached out to him. He still lived in California, but the phone calls started happening frequently again, as he was looking to fill that father’s void in my life.

My mother invited the renewed contact, thinking that this positively influenced me. I was eight or nine years old and starting to act out at home, and the friction between us was growing. The fights were getting worse. Kenny started calling frequently to “be there” for me, to listen, to give me advice and guidance, and to let me know he was always available.

Looking back now, I know he had plans for me—sick plans. This opportunity to develop more trust and intimacy with me was exactly what he was hoping for. He just had to figure out how to spend time with me in person.







4 RED FLAGS


I gazed out in awe at the vast ocean before me. It was so big, so blue, it sprawled on as far as I could see. I curled my toes in the sand, sucked in a big breath of salty sea air, and gave a laugh as a cold wave crashed up and hit my feet and ankles.

Outside of a TV show or movie, I had never seen the ocean before. I always wanted to go there, especially after watching The Karate Kid and seeing Daniel LaRusso train on the beach to become the “All-Valley Karate Champion.” And now I was here, standing on the edge of the Pacific, soaking it all in.

It was not only my first time to the ocean but was also my first time on an airplane and my first trip to California. It was December, just before Christmas. I was ten years old. I was so excited for the adventure that lay ahead on this trip.

Kenny had reached out to my mom with a generous invitation to have us fly out to California and stay with him, his wife, and their four children. I have no idea how this trip was paid for; all I know is that my mother said yes, and here we were in the land of sunshine and movie stars.

The trip started amazingly. I played with his kids, we made multiple trips to the beach, we went to their church, and I got to eat fresh oranges straight off the tree in their backyard. They were the most delicious oranges I had ever tasted.

I loved the church, mainly because they had a kids’ choir, and the lead singer was the most beautiful little girl I’d ever seen. I had an instant crush. I just sat there and watched her. I thought she had the most amazing voice I had ever heard. She reminded me of the childlike princess from the movie The NeverEnding Story. The song she sang stuck in my head, and I would sing it repeatedly.

Things were going so well. I was having so much fun. I didn’t want to go back home.



Our trip was coming to an end, and Kenny had called me into his room and told me to sit on the bed. As usual, I obeyed, but I immediately felt nervous as he closed the door behind him. A knot started to form in my stomach. I didn’t understand what was going on. Had I done something wrong? Was I in trouble?

My mother burst through the door before Kenny could begin what he had planned. “Why did you bring my son in here and close the door?” Her voice demanded an answer.

I didn’t know why, but a wave of relief rushed over me. Mom protected me, even though I didn’t understand what she was protecting me from. It was a moment when I felt like my mother and I were on the same team.

I followed her out of the room, confused about what had just happened but relieved that whatever it was had been avoided.







5 INNOCENCE LOST


I hope she sits next to me.

Her dark hair and beautiful smile caught my eye when she stepped on the Greyhound bus.

At eleven years old, I noticed when a pretty girl was around, and although this one was at least twice my age, I hoped she would notice me too.

When she stopped at my row and asked if she could sit beside me, I said yes and gave myself a little celebratory fist pump on the inside. I motioned for her to have a seat.

“Where are you headed?” she asked.

“I’m going to see my uncle in California,” I explained to her. Kenny wasn’t my uncle, but it was how I referred to him, and it just made things easier.

I had been on this bus for over twenty-four hours, halfway through my cross-country journey. She was the first to sit next to me and the first to strike up a conversation. I was hoping she would think I was grown up, traveling by myself. That should impress her.

“Are you alone?”

I could tell she wasn’t trying to pry but couldn’t help her curiosity as to why a boy so young was on a bus all by himself.

“Yes,” I replied.

We chatted a bit more, swapping names and making small talk about where we were headed and what we would be doing there. I was grateful she sat next to me, not only because I thought she was pretty but also because her presence gave me a sense of safety.

As grown-up as I was trying to be, there was a part of me that was scared. I was all by myself, hopping off the bus at various stops to grab some junk food from vending machines or the gas station whenever I got hungry and navigating the transfer from one bus to another. Yet there was another part of me that felt proud and brave. I was doing this alone; only grown-up boys could do that without a mom or dad.



Whatever suspicions my mother had about Kenny seemed to have diminished after that December break. Once we settled back into our routine, all concerns were forgotten.

Kenny reached out to see if I wanted to join his family as they moved from California to Washington state that summer, and I said yes. I was extremely excited about this adventure to see California, drive up the entire coastline, and stop at exciting places along the way.

That’s why I found myself alone on a Greyhound bus for forty-eight hours, headed to Kenny, never expecting what he had in store for me.



This was already one of the best trips of my life. Before the trek to Washington, Kenny took his family and me to SeaWorld. I had never been to a major theme park before. I was captivated by the whales, dolphins, and games. I desperately wanted to win a two-foot Bart Simpson figurine, but after multiple attempts, it just wasn’t my day.

With the boxes packed up, I piled into the van with Kenny’s wife and their four kids, and we started the trip up the Pacific Coast Highway. Two days later, we arrived in Washington. The new home wasn’t ready yet, so we stayed with some of Kenny’s wife’s family who lived nearby.



It was nearly sunset as Kenny and I drove to the new house. It had been a beautiful day, and he asked if I wanted to tour the home the family would be moving into. Of course, I wanted to check it out.

The house was dark. There were no lights, or Kenny just chose not to turn them on. He took me from room to room, explaining what each would be. There was no furniture, and I couldn’t see much as the sun was setting and the home, filled with shadows, was getting darker by the minute.

The final room on the tour was a small bedroom. Kenny walked in and sat on the floor, inviting me to sit beside him. Something felt strange; a wave of anxiety passed over me. Thoughts of that moment last December in California popped into my mind. But this time, my mom wasn’t here to protect me.

I had no reason to believe that Kenny would hurt me. I could trust him. This was no big deal; he just wanted to talk. My mind struggled to justify and rationalize what was happening.

I sat down next to Kenny, and he started talking. First, it was about the house and the plans for it. Then, the conversation took a hard pivot as he asked me about girls. Were there any that I liked? Was I starting to have feelings for girls? What did I think about when I thought of girls?

The happiness I’d had just a short time before dissipated quickly as I scrambled for answers. I felt awkward sharing with him, but I did because, after all, he was like a father to me.

I shared about a crush on a girl I’d met at the local skating rink. I had asked her to be my girlfriend, and I’d even given her a bottle of perfume.

Kenny listened and then shifted the conversation. He told me I would feel things that were much more than a crush very soon. My body was going to start changing. I was going to have sexual thoughts and urges. He also told me that God did not want me to have sex before marriage, so these feelings, these urges, were going to be a problem.

I listened, honestly not sure what to say. My discomfort was growing. These were things I didn’t want to talk about. Why was he saying these things to me? Yes, I remembered hearing something about no sex before marriage at the church, but I didn’t know why it was so important to have this conversation right now.

My heart started to beat faster. My stomach was turning in knots. I was confused. I wanted to jump up and run away, but I felt paralyzed, like I was in restraints, and he had complete control over me.

I tried to reassure myself that Kenny wouldn’t hurt me.

I was wrong.

“God gave us a tool to battle those urges so that we don’t sin and have sex before marriage,” he said.

He leaned toward me and said, “Let me show you how it’s done.”

As the darkness consumed the room, this man whom I trusted and loved sexually molested me.

He violated me and defiled my innocence. His inclination for evil stole something precious and sacred from me. Something I could never get back. I walked into that house as one version of Micah; I walked out a completely different version.

My mind blocked out most of the details of that night; I don’t recall the circumstances around leaving that room. I don’t remember the conversations or what happened when we returned to the family. All I remember is the overwhelming feelings of disgust, shame, and guilt that engulfed me. I felt gross. If this was supposed to be a “gift from God,” like Kenny said, why did it feel so utterly, horribly wrong?

Any reflection of what had happened brought on a wave of nausea and the urge to vomit. Sadness and confusion piled on. What would people think if they found out? What would happen to me? What would happen to Kenny? What would happen to his family? Maybe if I just pretended like it hadn’t happened, I could forget about it, and it would all just go away.

I thought I would never tell anyone what happened. Ever.







6 SPIRALING


I kept my mouth shut.

The summer came to an end. We had fully moved into Kenny’s new home, and every time I walked by “that room,” I shuddered with disgust.

I flew back to Kansas City, still feeling confused and doubtful. I tried to rationalize his behavior. He was a godly man. All the people at church respected him. Maybe he knows more about these things than I do. Maybe every dad did this with their son. Even though I tried to rationalize, I still felt disgust and shame. I was relieved to get out of there.

On the outside, I looked the same. But on the inside, I felt like I was slowly dying.

I was back with my mom.
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