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| know my s*ory isn't Jus* about survival [t's about resilience,
s*rengﬂy, and the power of slpea/eing up. I+'s a reminder that no
one is alone in their Ipain, that hea/ing IS /oossib/e, and that

everyone's s%ory a’eserves 7L0 be 7L0/GI

['m 36 years old and | dream of geHing married, of being a
husband and a father. But there's a par* of my Pas* that casts a
shadow over my future, a par* of my life that ['ve slpemt years

frying fo understand accelmt, and heal from,” |'m a survivor of

childhood sexual abuse.”

Growing up, | had dreams, "Vinny continued, his voice barely a
whislper. ‘Dreams of love, fami/y, and a sate, warm home. But my
innocence was stolen from me, and with it, my trust in the world
The exlperience has left me with a/eelp scars, scars that sometimes
make it hard for me o imagine myse/f n a hea/ﬂ)y, /oving

re/a*ionshilv. | fear that my Inasf will somehow make me less of a
husband and a father.
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But | am more than my past. My healing journey has been long
with 7%empy, suppor* groups, and, most impor*anﬁy, sharing
with communities like ours here at Des*iny's Love Chest Salon.
I've learned to gradually forgive myself, o understand that |
was a victim, that the blame for what happenea’ lies not with
me, but with the person who hurt me.”

| want o share my s*ory, fears, and holoes with you all foa'ay,
not Jus* fo unburden myse/f but fo let others who migH be
going *hrough the same Ipain know fhey're not alone. I+'s a
cha//enging journey, but it's not one you have to walk alone.

He g/amcea’ around the room, his gaze mee*ing the
una/ers*ana/ing eyes of his commun/ﬁty. "Toa’ag, | stand before
you, still scarred but s*ronger, afraid but holpefu/. | believe in my
capach[y fo love, /urmtec*, and lorovia/e. | may still have a /ong way
fo ge. but | am reaa/y fo face my fear, clm//enge it. and build

+h€ 7[(47[(4"'2 /'VQ a/ways a/reamea’ 0{ / am V)07L a/efinea’ by my IDOIS7L
bbﬁt b‘(j WL)O / ChOOS@ 7L0 be."




