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Inner narrative: 
 
"Please, for the love of god, let this help. I can’t go to hell. I won’t go to hell. I’ve tried everything. This 
has to work. I don’t want to be this way anymore. Mom says it. Dad says it. My friends are saying it. 
There’s no place in heaven for a faggot. There’s no place under my roof for a no good faggot. Is it 
something I’ve done? I deserve this, for what I am. No, for what I’m thinking. Nasty thoughts. Immoral 
thoughts. Worthless thoughts. But I can’t help it. Why? No good faggots are dirty. They’re perverts and 
pedophiles. Am I a pervert? Am I a pedophile? Give me strength. I’ll overcome. The doctor says this will 
help, but the pastor says it’s too late. Am I too late? Someone help me. I like women. I like women. I like 
women. I love men. No! Stop you dirty worthless faggot. You’re nothing. You’re straight. Date her. Fuck 
her. You don’t hate it. You hate faggots. Everyone hates faggots. They deserve it. So do you. I can’t feel 
my dick. Is it working? Are the pills working? Why won’t my dick work? Am I a man? Am I anything? 
No, and you never will be. This is hell. This is the seventh circle. I’d rather hellfire rain down on me for an 
eternity, then to live this torment for another second. You’re unnatural. You’re unclean. You’re the demon. 
You’re the filthy one. You don’t deserve love. You definitely don’t deserve glory. Why am I fighting this? 
The pills aren’t working. Now I'm just a limp dicked faggot. Less of a man than I was before. I can’t fuck 
her. I can’t even try. I don’t even want to. I can’t tell if the pills are working. I can’t sleep. I don’t want to 
sleep. I don’t want to dream. I don’t need the false hope. “There wasn’t hope to begin with”, dad spits. “No 
shit”, cries mom. Doctor’s given up. The pastor is long gone. Only one place meant for faggots. No place 
for faggots at home. No place for faggots in paradise. Plenty of room in hell, you dirty rotten faggot."	  


