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Introduction

On the first International Asexuality Day (IAD), in 2021, the Netherlands Organisation
for Asexuality (NOA) launched the Ace Stories Project in collaboration with ace advocacy
organisations worldwide. In preparation we set up a Google Form, asking asexual people
from various countries for their stories. We and other ace activists worldwide would then
translate these stories in our own languages, read them out and create videos that we
then published on the IAD YouTube channel.

The idea was to give a voice to people within our community who weren't heard, who
remained invisible. We wanted to collect stories from people who didn't feel safe to come
out, and have these stories read out by people who are safe to come out. That way, those
of us who don't face the challenges or repercussions others in the community do, can
literally lend their voices and faces to those who are less privileged. It was also important
for us that the stories were translated. That way they were accessible to more people,
including people who don't speak English.

Although we counted on maybe 10 to 20 stories, the response was overwhelming, and
we soon had to close the Google Form, as so many people were willing to participate by
telling their story. We eventually ended up with around 50 stories in multiple languages
from sixteen different countries. It is great that so many people wanted to partake, and
we want to thank everyone who sent in their story. Next, we had to figure out a workflow
to translate stories into various languages and have them read out. Various translators
and readers (often the same person) saw the importance of the project and were willing
to invest their time in it. Of course, we want to thank these people too. Although the idea
was that the stories were read out by people who were safe enough to do so, as it turned
out, for some languages we only received audio because some readers did not feel safe
or comfortable enough to show themselves on video on the internet.

For a while, someone from NOA, the initiator of the project, would choose a story every
two weeks, send it to the various translators and upload the video and audio files we re-
ceived to YouTube. On the IAD YouTube channel you can still find videos from this project
in Dutch, English, Greek, Nepali, Russian, Polish and Spanish. Unfortunately we had so
many stories, this became a bit overwhelming and the project came to a halt. We still had
a lot of stories left and we wanted to do justice to everyone who had sent something in.
That's why we decided to assemble all of the stories in one publication, along with all the
translations we managed to get.

This brings us to an important disclaimer: not all the stories are translated, which is why
there are, for instance, fewer stories in French than in English. Still, we wanted to include
the translations, because they're such an important part of the project and its goal. This
publication isn't perfect, but it's been a labour of love by people who invested their free
time to bring all of these stories from our community to the public.

So why is this project so valuable? Reading through the different stories you'll see that
many respondents mention not being taken seriously, or people around them not belie-
ving asexual people are oppressed or discriminated against. At the same time, they write
about being treated horribly, or having experienced sexual assault, because their asexu-
ality clashes with the normative system of their culture. Some of them try sex because



they think they have to. Many of the respondents write about coming out as asexual and
being medicalised, being sent to a doctor or therapist and receiving treatment (which
obviously doesn't make them any less asexual). As such, they are testimonies of violence
against asexual people around the world.

This collection of testimonies is proof for doctors, lawmakers and other figures of au-
thority, for anyone who doesn'’t believe us or thinks asexuality is fake. Proof that we are
here, we exist everywhere in the world, and things need to change to stop this violence
against us.

As many of the stories contain sensitive and traumatic topics, such as sexual violence,
substance abuse, conversion therapy and aphobia, we have included trigger warnings
before each story. It is possible we missed some trigger warnings, so please be cautious
if you have any triggers.

Peter Berkemeijer (NOA secretary)
Amber Witsenburg (NOA chairperson)
April 6t 2024



YouTube playlist

The recordings for the Ace Stories Project were uploaded and can still be found on the Inter-
national Asexuality Day YouTube channel (www.youtube.com/@InternationalAsexualityDay).
They can also be found as part of playlists on the IAD YouTube Channel for different langua-
ges.

Dutch
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M6e6D QkO3ZX yMecaPISs

English
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M61guCIM039bvnmZGgTQSM9

Greek
https://www.youtube.com/plavlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M4srR9fvkyaE7nG-93MbGy8

Nepali
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M6UKVVFikjYf3yCG]Nhwc|x

Russian
https://www.youtube.com/plavlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M41wDQSZcWLRmMTm8c09d39a

Spanish
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M7kKpyexo CL6nLrO4R73Gf



mailto:www.youtube.com/@InternationalAsexualityDay
https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M6e6D_QkO3ZX_yMecaPlSs_
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https://www.youtube.com/playlist?list=PLGDR528ez1M7kKpyexo_CL6nLrO4R73Gf
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Coletivo Abrace




Luna do Brasil

Eu descobri bastante tarde que era ace. A primeira vez que eu notei que algo parecia estran-
ho foi quando eu beijei um garoto pela primeira vez. Todo mundo descrevia um sentimento
eufdrico etc., mas eu nao senti praticamente nada.

Nos meus relacionamentos seguintes foi 0 mesmo e, sempre que eu sentia que nos po-
deriamos ir um passo adiante, eu me sentia desconfortavel e doente, entdo eu parava e
nos terminavamos. Eu odiava que eu acabava machucando, nao apenas a mim, como tam-
bém esses caras quem eu realmente gostava. Eu senti que algo estava errado comigo por
muito tempo, e eu apenas odiava isso.

Entdo, depois de finalmente pesquisar sobre o que eu estava sentindo, tentando achar um
sentido em tudo, eu encontrei a palavra assexualidade. Foi um alivio tdo grande descobrir
que eu ndo estava sozinha em me sentir assim, que eu ndo estava quebrada por isso.

Agora eu tenho uma comunidade na qual posso falar com pessoas como eu e, agradecida-
mente, tenho amigos que me entendem. Porém até agora eu nao consegui falar uma pala-
vra sequer sobre isso para a minha familia, com medo do que eles possam dizer ou fazer.
Ndo tenho certeza se algum dia eu terei como sair do armario, mas eu espero conseguir
encontrar a coragem de ser eu mesma e ndo mentir mais sobre essas coisas para eles. Eu
apenas posso ter esperanca de que esse dia vai chegar, de que eles vao estar OK com isso
e me amar apesar de tudo.

A.M. do Canada

Aviso, essa histéria contém: coercdo, agressdo sexual, estupro corretivo, terapia de con-
versdo, acefobia.

Eu comecei a questionar minha identidade sexual quando tinha 14 anos. Eu tinha acabado
de terminar com meu primeiro namorado e estava refletindo sobre o fato de que eu nao
tinha sentido muita atracao fisica por ele, apesar de me sentir muito atraida romantica-
mente.

Por um tempo eu usei a possibilidade de ter um desenvolvimento tardio como desculpa,
mas esses sentimentos apenas nunca comecaram para mim. Quando eu sai do armario
para a minha made, ela me colocou na terapia. Meus médicos diziam que eu nao estava
“engrenando com minha feminilidade” e minha mae especificamente falava “ela acha que
é ace” quando conversava com eles.

Isso me causou um monte de auto-questionamentos e eu me perguntava se realmente
tinha alguma condicdo médica. Foi quando eu terminei com meu segundo namorado que
eu percebi que isso ndo ia acontecer para mim. Ele tentava me fazer gostar de certas coisas
através de... érr... toques e métodos nao muito consensuais. Ele se orgulhava de tentar me
“transformar em alguém sexual”, mas eu apenas ndao me sentia fisicamente atraida por
ele. Eu nunca me senti fisicamente atraida por ninguém, e precisei de muita auto-reflexao
e aceitacdo para me direcionar a esse ponto.

E infeliz que minha histéria ndo seja incomum, entdo, meu Unico desejo para aces jovens é



que elus entendam seus limites e entendam que elus nao precisam, por NENHUMA razao,
mudar. Eu espero que vocés digam nao quando precisarem e descubram que vocés nao
deveriam estar desconfortaveis, ou deixar pessoas fazerem o que quiserem com VOCcés,
para estar em um relacionamento amoroso.

Esta tudo bem ser ace e esta tudo bem ter seus limites, mesmo que outras pessoas pen-
sem que esses limites sdo um pouquinho estranhos. Continue forte e magica, minha pe-
quena familia ace!! <3

Tali do Brasil

Aviso, essa historia contém: afobia, acefobia, sentimento de abandono ou vulnerabilidade.

Oi, eu sou a Tali. Moro em uma pequena cidade do sertdo nordestino. Me descobri assexual
aos 18 anos, quando vi uma entrevista na tv, de uma sexdloga, falando sobre a assexua-
lidade. Nunca tinha ouvido falar do assunto, e foi como se a luz entrasse em minha vida.
Sempre senti que era diferente das outras meninas, elas falavam em ficar com meninos,
em namorar, e eu nao queria aquilo e ndo entendia toda aquela empolgacdo, me sentia
perdida.

Os anos foram passando e cada vez mais eu era cobrada pela familia e pelos amigos, por
nao me relacionar com ninguém. Cheguei a mudar de escola, por me sentir desconfortavel
com os olhares e cochichos, acho que eles pensavam que eu poderia ser |ésbica. Eu erauma
adolescente de 14 anos que estava totalmente perdida, em um mundo sem informacao.

Cheguei a ficar com dois garotos, nas duas ocasides, por pressao das minhas amigas. Ao fi-
car com eles ndo senti nada, e isso me confundiu, cheguei a questionar minha sexualidade.
Quando vocé vive em um lugar onde a religido predomina, o que esta fora do padrao é
visto como errado, entdo vocé se esconde nas sombras ou se camufla. E é isto que faco
até hoje. Nem meus pais ou qualquer outro parente e amigo sabe sobre o que realmente
sou. Deixo pensarem o que quiserem, pois ndo acho que sejam capazes de entenderem ou
respeitar o que sou, também tenho medo de ser discriminada. As pessoas costumam odiar
e desprezar o que ndo entendem. Me sinto muito solitaria, perdi amigos por nao consegui
me encaixar socialmente.

Descobrir o que sou, tirou um peso dos meus ombros, me fez aceitar como sou. Saber
que existem pessoas como eu, me da a sensa¢ao de que nao estou sé nesse mundo. Hoje
tenho 30 anos, ainda virgem, nunca namorei, nem me apaixonei. Estou bem com isso, mas
gostaria que a sociedade nao fosse tao cruel com o que consideram diferente do “normal”.
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Luna Silva do Brasil

Aviso, essa histéria contém: afobia, acefobia, linguagem acefébica.

Me descobrir como assexual foi um processo dificil e demorado. Ninguém falava sobre
isso, e durante minha adolescéncia achei que tivesse algo errado comigo; nao era possivel
que todo mundo tivesse tanto interesse assim em outras pessoas, enquanto eu sé achava
a visdo de uma ou outra um tanto agradavel. Sou uma pessoa que ndo gosta muito de
contato fisico e tem outras formas de demonstrar afeto, o que acaba fazendo com que os
outros tentem me enquadrar naquele esteredtipo de ace “frio e calculista”.

Durante a adolescéncia muitos apenas me diziam que eu era lésbica ja que ndo tinha inte-
resse em relacionamento com garotos, s6 que eu também nao tinha interesse em relacio-
namento com garotas. Quero dizer, sempre amei livros de romance e tudo, mas pra mim
as coisas nao funcionavam assim. Eu ndo me sentia assim. Entao, quando me perguntavam
se eu tinha interesse em ficar com alguém em uma festa eu sé dizia que nao, era tida como
puritana, mas, em qualquer outra ocasidao que eu fizesse alguma piada pesada ou de duplo
sentido, todos ficavam chocados. Ninguém conseguia entender que ser assexual ndo é
uma escolha ou algo que possa ser controlado.

Em casa tem sido outro desafio, minha mae sempre andava com cobrancas do tipo “quan-
do vocé vai arrumar um namorado?” ou “vai me dizer que ndo sente vontade de ficar com
ninguém?” e eu venho fugindo das respostas, ja que sei que se falar “oi mae, eu sou assexu-
al” ela vai entender que tenho alguma doenca e tentar me tratar como tantos ja fizeram.

Mesmo dentro da prépria comunidade LGBTQIA+ existem aquelas pessoas que s6 me
enxergam como alguém que quer aten¢do, por isso evito falar sobre minha assexualidade.
J& me forcei a certas coisas tentando ser “normal” antes de me entender por completo e
isso me machucou bastante. Seria étimo que todos pudéssemos ter acesso a informacdes
basicas sobre as atra¢des existentes.

Hoje em dia, enfrentar a assexualidade na vida adulta em um mundo onde as pessoas
enxergam sexo como parte fundamental da existéncia tem sido outro obstaculo, assim
como me abrir pra qualquer relacionamento e explicar para as pessoas que as coisas fun-
cionam de forma diferente para mim, mas que ainda tenho sentimentos e nao estou que-
brada. Na verdade, o pior é ser vista como doente e receber comentarios do tipo “vocé
diz essas coisas porque nunca ficou comigo, eu posso te curar” entao apenas me escondo
atras dessa fachada de garota timida e reservada para fugir de coisas assim.

Ironicamente, acabei por me descobrir Iésbica ha pouco tempo, o que dificultou mais ain-
da as coisas. Tenho muito orgulho de quem sou, mas sinto como se houvesse um alvo em
mim. Mesmo outras lésbicas com quem convivo ja disseram que minha assexualidade nao
passa de um trauma ou um resultado da nossa sociedade, como se o fato de eu ser ace
fosse apenas uma ultima resisténcia em aceitar minha sexualidade. Aos poucos tenho tido
cada vez mais coragem de falar e dividir experiéncias, mas ainda morro de medo das pes-
soas erradas descobrirem.
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Luna fra Brasilien

Jeg indsd meget sent, at jeg var aseksuel. Fgrste gang jeg bemaerkede, at noget foltes
underligt, var da jeg kyssede en dreng for fgrste gang. Alle beskrev fglelsen af eufori osv.,
men jeg folte slet ikke noget. For mine naeste forhold var det det samme, og hver gang det
feltes som om vi ville ga et skridt videre, fglte jeg mig ubehagelig til mode og syg, sa jeg
stoppede, og vi slog op. Jeg hadede, at jeg endte med at g@re nogen ondt, ikke kun mig
selv, men ogsa disse fyre, som jeg faktisk virkelig godt kunne lide. Jeg folte i lang tid, at
der var noget galt med mig, og jeg hadede det bare. Derefter, efter endelig at have kigget
naermere pa, hvad jeg folte, og forsege at finde mening i alt, fandt jeg ordet aseksualitet.
Det var sadan en lettelse at finde ud af, at jeg ikke var alene om at fele mig sadan, og jeg var
ikke @delagt pa grund af det. Nu har jeg et community, hvor jeg kan tale med folk som mig,
og heldigvis har jeg venner, der forstar mig. Men hidtil har jeg ikke vaeret i stand til at sige
bare et ord om det til min familie, bange for hvad de maske siger eller ger. Jeg er ikke sikker
pa, at jeg vil kunne springe ud en dag, men jeg haber, jeg kan finde modet til at vaere mig
selv og ikke lyve mere over for dem om disse ting. Jeg kan kun habe, at den dag kommer,
og at de vil veere OK med det og elske mig alligevel.

A.M. fra Canada

Advarsel, denne historie indeholder: tvang, seksuelt overgreb, korrigerende voldteegt,
omvendelsesterapi og acefobi.

Jeg begyndte at saette spargsmalstegn ved min seksuelle identitet, da jeg var 14. Jeg havde
lige sldet op med min ferste kaereste, og jeg havde reflekteret over det faktum, at jeg ikke
folte meget fysisk tiltraekning til ham pa trods af at jeg var meget romantisk tiltrukket. I et
stykke tid slog jeg det hen da jeg teenkte, det sikkert ville komme senere, men disse fglel-
ser startede bare aldrig for mig. Da jeg sprang ud for min mor, fik hun mig sat i terapi. Jeg
fik at vide af mine laeger, at jeg ikke “passede godt ind i det med min feminine sider”, og
min mor sagde specifikt “hun tror, hun er aseksuel”, da hun talte til dem. Dette forarsage-
de, at jeg tvivlede meget pa mig selv, og jeg spekulerede pa, om jeg havde en medicinsk
tilstand. Ferst da jeg slog op med min anden kareste, indsa jeg, at det aldrig ville ske for
mig. Han forsegte at fa mig til at kunne lide bestemte ting gennem ... shm... bereringer
og der var ikke noget element af samtykke i hans metoder. Han var stolt af hans forseg pa
at “gere mig seksuel”, men jeg var bare ikke fysisk tiltrukket af ham. Jeg har aldrig veeret
fysisk tiltrukket af nogen, og det kraevede meget selvrefleksion og accept for at fa mig til
dette punkt. Det er beklageligt, at min historie ikke er ualmindelig, og mit eneste gnske
for andre unge aseksuelle er, at de forstar deres graenser og forstar, at der ingen grunde
er for at eendre dem. Jeg haber, du siger nej, nar du har brug for det, og indser, at du ikke
behgver at vaere ubehagelig til mode eller lade folk ggre hvad de vil for at du skal veere i
et kaerligt forhold. Det er okay at veaere aseksuel, og det er okay at have graenser, selvom
andre mennesker synes, at disse graenser er lidt underlige. Forbliv steerk og magisk, min
lille aseksuelle familie !l <3
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S. uit Griekenland

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: vermelding van seks en afobisch taalgebruik.

Ik wist al heel jong dat ik niet voldeed aan de heteronormatieve standaard van de maat-
schappij. Zes jaar lang was ik op zoek naar het label dat het beste bij me past, maar ik
voelde me nooit 100% mezelf. Ik voelde me vaak onder druk gezet om seks met iemand te
hebben om erachter te komen hoe dat is. Ik heb veel relaties gehad waar ik me ongemak-
kelijk bij voelde omdat mijn partner fysiek contact wilde, terwijl ik alleen wilde knuffelen of
zoenen. Die relaties voelden vaak eerder aan als een vriendschap dan als een relatie, terwijl
ik diep vanbinnen wist dat mijn partner dat niet wilde. Na mijn laatste relatie, een jaar gele-
den, begon ik na te denken over wat er mis was. Toen ik klein was zei ik al dat ik aseksueel
was, maar ik werd er zelfs door mijn vriendenkring van overtuigd dat je seks moet hebben
om erachter te komen hoe dat is. Nou, nee... Ik hoefde het niet te doen om te weten dat ik
aseksueel ben.

Luna uit Brazilie

Ik realiseerde me pas laat dat ik aseksueel ben. De eerste keer dat ik merkte dat er iets aan
de hand was, was toen ik voor het eerst met een jongen zoende. ledereen beschreef de
euforie enzo, maar ik voelde helemaal niets. Het was hetzelfde bij mijn volgende relaties
en telkens wanneer het voelde alsof we een stapje verder zouden gaan, voelde ik me onge-
makkelijk en misselijk, dus kapte ik het af en maakten we het uit. Ik vond het vreselijk dat ik
niet alleen mezelf pijn deed, maar ook deze jongens die ik daadwerkelijk leuk vond. Ik had
heel lang het gevoel dat er iets mis met me was en dat vond ik verschrikkelijk. Uiteindelijk,
nadat ik had opgezocht wat ik nou precies voelde om te proberen het allemaal te begrijpen,
ontdekte ik het woord aseksualiteit. Het was zo’n opluchting om erachter te komen dat ik
niet de enige was die zich zo voelt, en dat er daardoor niet iets mis met meis. Nu heb ik een
community waarin ik met mensen kan praten die zijn zoals ik. En gelukkig heb ik vrienden
die me begrijpen. Maar tot nu toe heb ik er nog niets over kunnen zeggen tegen mijn fami-
lie. Ik ben bang voor wat ze zullen zeggen of doen. Ik weet niet zeker of ik ooit uit de kast
kan komen, maar hopelijk kan ik de moed vinden om mezelf te zijn en niet meer tegen ze te
liegen over deze dingen. Ik kan alleen maar hopen dat die dag ooit komt, dat ze het prima
vinden en toch van me houden.

A.M. uit Canada

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: emotionele manipulatie, seksueel geweld, correctieve verkrach-
ting, conversietherapie en acefobie.

Ik begon te twijfelen aan mijn seksuele identiteit toen ik 14 was. Ik had het net uitgemaakt
met mijn eerste vriendje en ik had nagedacht over het feit dat ik niet veel fysieke aan-
trekking voor hem voelde, hoewel ik wel veel romantische aantrekking voelde. Een tijdje
schoof ik het opzij met het idee dat ik een laatbloeier was, maar die gevoelens kwamen
gewoon nooit voor mij. Toen ik uit de kast kwam bij mijn moeder, stuurde ze me naar een
psycholoog. De dokters zeiden dat ‘mijn vrouwelijkheid zich niet goed ontwikkelde’ en mijn
moeder vertelde ze specifiek: ‘ze denkt dat ze aseksueel is'. Dit zorgde voor veel twijfel bij



mezelf en ik vroeg me af of ik een medische aandoening had. Pas nadat ik het met mijn
tweede vriendje uitmaakte, besefte ik dat het gewoon niet ging gebeuren voor mij. Hij pro-
beerde me bepaalde dingen leuk te laten vinden door... ehm... aanrakingen, en door din-
gen te doen die ik eigenlijk niet wilde. Hij was er trots op dat hij probeerde me ‘seksueel te
maken’, maar ik was gewoon niet fysiek tot hem aangetrokken. Ik heb me nog nooit fysiek
tot iemand aangetrokken gevoeld en ik had een lange tijd van zelfreflectie en acceptatie
nodig om dat te kunnen uitspreken. Het is jammer dat mijn verhaal niet ongewoon is. Mijn
wens voor jongere aseksuelen is dat ze hun grenzen kennen en begrijpen dat ze om GEEN
ENKELE reden hoeven te veranderen. Ik hoop dat je nee zegt wanneer dat nodig is en je re-
aliseert dat je je niet ongemakkelijk hoeft te voelen of mensen maar van alles met je hoeft
te laten doen zodat je een liefdevolle relatie kunt krijgen. Het is oké om aseksueel te zijn
en het is oké om grenzen te hebben, zelfs als andere mensen vinden dat die grenzen een
beetje raar zijn. Blijf sterk en magisch, kleine ace familie! <3

Carol uit Brazilie

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: afobie, verplichte seksualiteit, verplichte heteroseksualiteit, ama-
tonormativiteit, psychische mishandeling door zorgverlener en conversietherapie.

Mijn verhaal begon toen ik 15 jaar was en aseksualiteit ontdekte via het internet. Ik begon
me direct te identificeren als aromantisch aseksueel en ik dacht niet dat mensen daar pro-
blemen mee zouden hebben. Ik vertelde het aan een paar mensen met wie ik op school
omging en zij vonden het prima. Ik dacht dat anderen het ook prima zouden vinden, maar
het jaar daarna hoorde ik iemand zeggen dat het een ziekte is. Toen besloot ik om het voor
me te houden en alleen uit de kast te komen bij mensen waarmee ik close was en bij wie ik
me op m'n gemak voelde.

Mijn nachtmerrie begon een paar jaar later toen ik last had van een depressie en naar een
psycholoog ging. Relaties waren nooit een probleem voor me, maar zij bleef volhouden
dat ik iemand (een man) moest vinden, moest trouwen en kinderen moest krijgen. Op een
dag kwam ze erachter dat ik aseksueel ben en zei ze dat zoiets niet bestaat en dat ze me
zou genezen. Ik ben er gewoon mee gestopt. Niemand weet waarom en de paar mensen
die ik erover heb verteld zagen het probleem niet met een psycholoog die je probeert te
dwingen je (a)seksualiteit te veranderen.

Mariam uit India

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: afobische taal, dwanghuwelijk, huiselijk geweld, geestelijke mis-
handeling, seksueel grensoverschrijdend gedrag, seksueel geweld en verkrachting binnen
het huwelijk.

Hoe kom je erachter dat je aseksueel bent totdat je seksualiteit kent? Ik ben 34 jaar en ik
realiseerde me dit recentelijk.

Ik had besloten niet te gaan trouwen. Zoals je weet hebben wij, vooral meisjes, in de India-
se cultuur niet het recht om zelf te beslissen met wie je gaat trouwen en wanneer. Ik werd
gedwongen en toen ik me verzette werd de situatie steeds erger. Mijn ouders mishandel-
den me fysiek en mentaal, ik werd thuis opgesloten en ervan beschuldigd dat ik arrogant
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was en aanzoeken afwees. In werkelijkheid had ik geen aanzoeken afgewezen, omdat ik
zo werd gemarteld en gedwongen terwijl ik niet eens nee zei. Ik was klaar om te trouwen,
omdat ik het gevoel had dat ik een last voor mijn ouders was. Dit gebeurde toen ik tussen
de 21 en 25 jaar oud was als een reeks incidenten.

Meisjes kunnen hier worden gepest en mishandeld door iedereen en mensen verheer-
lijken dat vanwege de cultuur. Ik werd zelfs geplaagd door vrienden op school omdat ik
niets snapte van de dingen waar mijn leeftijdsgenoten het over hadden: liefde, roman-
tiek, seks, enzovoorts. Toen ik 26 was, trouwde ik na allemaal dramatische incidenten. Mijn
echtgenoot trouwde laat volgens het Indiase systeem. Hij was die dag zo opgewonden
en hij speelde met mijn lichaam alsof hij een speeltje had. Ontsnappen aan martelingen
was de enige reden dat ik mijn huwelijksovereenkomst tekende, maar dit was een ander
soort marteling. Mijn hart was gebroken. Hij verkrachtte me in dat huis. Dit gebeurde de
volgende dag opnieuw in een huisje dat we hadden gehuurd en ik schreeuwde in de hoop
dat mensen me van hem konden redden, maar het hielp niets. Dagenlang lag ik als een lijk
met het idee dat het mijn plicht was om seks te hebben, en werd ik verkracht. Als hij eens
naar mijn gezicht en in mijn ogen had gekeken, had hij het zich kunnen realiseren, maar
dat deed hij niet.

Ik werd depressief en ik was boos op mijn ouders, onze cultuur, familieleden en vrienden,
en ik begon afstand van ze te nemen. Later begon ik zijn fysieke aanrakingen weerzinwek-
kend te vinden, omdat ik me zo ongemakkelijk voelde. Jaren verstreken... Om me financieel
te ondersteunen, gaven mijn ouders me een gebouw om een bedrijf te beginnen. Hoewel
ik een fitness-studio of een dansstudio wilde beginnen, werd mijn keuze niet gerespec-
teerd en ik werd gedwongen om een coachingsinstituut te beginnen. Daarvoor moest ik al
het werk alleen doen, van assistent tot docent tot manager, dag en nacht. Daarnaast ging
ik aan de slag met nog twee projecten voor het extra inkomen. Mijn zogenaamd perfecte
echtgenoot, die egoistisch, chauvinistisch, hypocriet en pervers was en die me nooit heeft
geprobeerd te verleiden, maar mijn lichaam wilde gebruiken voor zijn eigen genot, veroor-
deelde me alsof ik een affaire had. Zonder enige discussie dumpte hij me in het huis van
mijn ouders.

Toen ik mijn onschuld probeerde te bewijzen, werd ik genegeerd en ik raakte getraumati-
seerd, wat mijn werk beinvloedde. Later begon ik me af te vragen waarom er zoveel sek-
sueel misbruik was geweest, terwijl ik niet geinteresseerd was in seks. Waarom werd ik
gemarteld en verkracht? Toen leerde ik over aseksualiteit. Ik deed onderzoek op Google,
YouTube en Facebook en ik kon mezelf vinden in de ervaringen die werden gedeeld in de
aseksuele gemeenschap op sociale media. Nu ben ik van hem gescheiden na meer dan
acht jaar huwelijk. Ik wil nu werken voor degenen die worden onderdrukt in deze gemeen-
schap en voor kinderen.

Dank je wel.



Bree uit de Verenigde Staten

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: acefobisch taalgebruik.

Ik zat op de universiteit toen ik erachter kwam dat ik aseksueel ben. Daten was altijd lastig
voor me. Vooral omdat ik moest proberen dezelfde hoeveelheid aantrekking en intimiteit
te voelen voor mijn partners als zij voor mij voelden. Mijn vrienden hadden het altijd ove-
zien. Dat ze die meer begonnen te accepteren. Dus heb ik mijn moeder een link naar AVEN
gestuurd en ik heb haar verteld dat ik aseksueel ben, dat ik dit al jaren weet en er nu 100%
zeker over ben. En... ze heeft er helemaal niets meer over gezegd. Geen reactie. Ik weet
niet zeker wat dat betekent, maar hetis in ieder geval beter dan de afwijzing die ik van mijn
tweelingzus heb gekregen. Dus voor nu beschouw ik het maar als een win.

Ik ben nu bij verschillende vrienden uit de kast gekomen, maar ik moet nog steeds voor-
zichtig zijn op sociale media en in mijn gesprekken met collega’s. Ik werk voor de overheid
en mijn werkgever is niet erg LHBTQIA+-vriendelijk. Ik praat ook niet over aseksualiteit met
mijn familieleden buiten mijn ouders en zussen, want zij zijn nog conservatiever dan mijn
ouders en zouden het niet begrijpen. Ik vind het niet erg om dit deel van mezelf het groot-
ste deel van de tijd te moeten verbergen. Het is slechts een klein deel van wie ik ben. Maar
ik zou wel willen dat er meer acceptatie en begrip was voor aseksualiteit in het algemeen.
Dan zouden mensen zoals ik niet het gevoel hebben dat we niet kunnen uitspreken hoe
we ons (niet) voelen wanneer we vrienden maken. Dan zouden we niet hoeven kiezen bij
wie we wel of niet uit de kast kunnen komen. En dan zou het makkelijker voor ons zijn om
een label te plakken op hoe we ons voelen, voordat we boven de 20 zijn of pas heel laat in
ons leven, wanneer we al veel moeilijke ervaringen hebben gehad doordat we ons niet zo
voelen als anderen.

Ziba uit de Verenigde Staten

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: seksueel geweld, seksueel grensoverschrijdend gedrag en acefo-
bisch taalgebruik.

Toen ik jong was, dacht ik altijd dat ik een heteroseksueel meisje was. Maar als ik zei dat ik
hetero was, voelde dat altijd een beetje verkeerd. Als tiener wist ik dat ik niet op meisjes
viel, maar ik viel ook niet helemaal op jongens. Ik heb in mijn hele leven maar drie keer een
crush gehad op een man, en elke keer kon ik minstens een jaar lang alleen maar aan deze
persoon denken.

Ik ben een meer pessimistische versie van een hopeloze romanticus. In de onderbouw van
de middelbare school begon iedereen seksuele aantrekking te ervaren en wist iedereen
heel veel over seks, maar mij werd niets verteld. Als een vrouw van kleur op een witte
school werd ik door elke jongen op school gepest. Ik had geen besef van ware romantische
of seksuele aantrekking. Aangezien geen van mijn vrienden het had over seks, wist ik niet
eens dat andere mensen seksuele aantrekking voelden of wisten wat seks was. Ik kwam er
pas achter wat seks inhoudt toen ik op mijn veertiende fanfiction begon te lezen.

Toen ik in de vierde zat, ontwikkelde ik eindelijk mijn eerste crush op een jongen. Volgens
mij vond hij mij ook leuk. Ik had nog nooit een jongen ontmoet die daadwerkelijk aardig
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was en vrienden wilde zijn. Mijn gevoelens voor hem waren nooit van seksuele aard en ik
had geen libido, ook al was ik een tiener. Toen er na een tijdje nog niks was gebeurd en
we niet zoveel meer tegen elkaar te zeggen hadden, ontmoette ik iemand anders. Laten
we hem Mason noemen. Mason gaf meer om me dan wie dan ook. We begonnen te daten
en ik realiseerde me dat deze man een hoog libido had. Dit werd al snel een probleem. Hij
vertelde me dat het normaal is dat meisjes masturberen, porno kijken, enzovoorts, maar
ik begreep nooit waarom iemand dat zou doen. Ik geloofde heel lang in de mythe dat jon-
gens meer behoefte hebben aan seks dan meisjes. Na een tijdje werd hij boos en begon
hij seksueel en emotioneel misbruik van me te maken. Na acht lange maanden met hem
gedatet te hebben, verliet ik hem en het grootste trauma in mijn leven eindelijk. Hoewel hij
me tot seksuele handelingen dwong, hebben we nooit geslachtsgemeenschap gehad en
daar was ik blij om.

Ik begon me op dat moment af te vragen of ik aseksueel was of niet. Ik dacht dat ik het niet
was, omdat een vriendin zei dat ze zich ook zo voelde na een moeilijke relatie en zij was niet
aseksueel. Nu ben ik achttien jaar en zit ik op de universiteit. Doordat ik in mijn eentje in
quarantaine zat, was ik vaak alleen en had ik veel tijd om na te denken over mijn leven. Ik
begon me schuldig te voelen over het feit dat ik achttien ben en nog steeds maagd ben.
Ik walgde van mezelf omdat ik nog nooit seks heb gehad, maar diep vanbinnen wilde ik
geen seks hebben. Het was maandenlang een constant gevecht in mijn hoofd. Tijdens dit
gevecht had ik geen libido en geen behoefte aan seks. Ik wilde alleen van het label ‘maagd’
af. Ik haat dat label. Het wordt gebruikt als een manier om andere mensen belachelijk te
maken en te kleineren, terwijl het biologisch gezien niet van belang is. Wat mensen ook
zeggen, maagden en niet-maagden gedragen zich op dezelfde manier.

Een paar weken geleden heb ik eindelijk geaccepteerd dat ik aseksueel ben. Eerst had ik
mezelf ervan overtuigd dat ik alleen demiseksueel was, maar ik realiseerde me al snel dat
dat label niet bij me paste. Ik ben heteroromantisch aseksueel. Ik heb het alleen nog maar
aan een paar vrienden en mensen op het internet verteld. Het maakt me niet zoveel uit
als mensen erachter komen, maar ik wacht nog even voordat ik bij mijn ouders uit de kast
kom. Ik heb een crush op een nieuwe jongen. We hebben elkaar nog niet ontmoet en ik
ben bang voor wat hij zal zeggen zodra hij erachter komt dat ik aseksueel ben. Als hij er een
probleem mee heeft, weet ik dat hij niet de juiste persoon voor mij is. Tot die tijd blijf ik elke
dag mijn zwarte ring om mijn rechter middelvinger dragen, voor het geval dat iemand het
herkent en hallo zegt.

T. uit Singapore
Let op, dit verhaal bevat: afobie, singlism en roken & alcoholmisbruik.

Ik heb bij mijn geboorte het label ‘meisje’ toegewezen gekregen en ben een seks-onver-
schillige tot seks-afwijzende panromantische aseksueel. Tijdens mijn jeugd heb ik ontkend
dat ik aseksueel ben en pas recentelijk, op mijn 25e, heb ik geaccepteerd dat ik aseksueel
ben. Er bestaat een stereotype dat mensen die het label ‘meisje’ toegewezen hebben ge-
kregen niet seksueel zijn totdat ze seks hebben gehad en ik dacht dat als ik iemand ont-
moette die ik aantrekkelijk vond, ik me zou realiseren dat ik niet aseksueel ben.

Als tiener heb ik veel tijd besteed aan roekeloos flirten met mensen die ik nauwelijks kende
maar aantrekkelijk vond. Ik wilde me gewoon normaal voelen. Na twee relaties die uitgin-
gen omdat ik werd gezien als koud en onverschillig, wilde ik gewoon het gevoel hebben dat



het niet aan mij lag en dat ik fysiek intiem kan zijn. Ik dacht altijd dat mijn exen misschien
hyperseksueel waren en dat ik hun gretigheid niet prettig vond. Maar ik leerde al snel dat,
ongeacht het gender, iedereen geniet van intimiteit.

Toen ik 21 was, leerde ik iemand kennen die ik erg aantrekkelijk vond. Ik had op dat mo-
ment al 7 jaar met niemand gezoend en op dat moment dacht ik dat mijn moment eindelijk
daar was. Maar ik voelde een sterke, weerzinwekkende brok in mijn keel en ik wist dat het
niet aan die persoon lag. Opeens moest ik denken aan de onzekerheden van mijn exen en
op dat moment wist ik dat ik niet wilde dat zo’n prachtige jongen zich zo zou voelen. Ik slikte
die brok in en heb die jongen nooit meer gezien. Diezelfde avond stopte ik met iedereen te
flirten, maar begon ik te drinken en te roken om mijn zorgen en ontkenning te vergeten.

Nu ik ouder word, wordt mijn oma’s wens voor een achterkleinkind steeds groter. Ik ben
niet uit de kast gekomen bij de ouderen in mijn familie en ik weet niet of ze me ooit zullen
geloven. Ik kom ook uit een islamitische familie, dus veel van mijn familieleden zouden
geschokt zijn als ik ze vertel dat ik behoorlijk veel intimiteit heb gehad met zowel mannen
als vrouwen. Soms kijk ik naar mijn demiseksuele en grijs-aseksuele vrienden en voel ik
me gewoon een beetje jaloers. Ik wou dat ik 6f kon genieten van zoenen en knuffelen, en
misschien zo af en toe van seks, 6f dat ik helemaal geen romantische aantrekking ervaarde,
maar het is nu eenmaal zo.

Ik ben van plan om ook alleen te leven, maar de huizenprijzen in Singapore zijn belachelijk
hoog en je moet minstens 35 zijn om een huis te kunnen betalen als je single bent. Ik hoop
dat ik ooit in een mooi huis kan wonen met een leguaan als huisdier.

Ik denk er nooit aan om uit de kast te komen als aseksueel bij mijn oudere familieleden,
maar het zou fijn zijn als ze wisten dat ik niet frivool ben en dat het aan mijn seksuele ori-
entatie ligt dat ik moeite heb om een vaste relatie te vinden.

Ashe uit Mexico

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: acefobie, medisch machtsmisbruik en vermelding van corrigerende
verkrachting.

In mijn land is het niet veilig om aseksueel, queer of LHBTQ+ in het algemeen te zijn. Ik wil
Mexico niet naar beneden halen. Het is een prachtig land. Maar de verkrachtingscultuur en
seksuele objectificatie zijn overal, zelfs in grapjes. Het probleem voor mij als aseksueel is
dat mensen soms niet snappen dat ik een grap maak, maar niet meedoe. Ik kijk wel, maar
ik ‘'voel” het niet. En soms zien mensen het verschil niet. ‘Maar je ziet er niet uit als een ce-
libataire heilige.” Nou, dat ben ik ook niet. Ik ben aseksueel, niet celibatair, en zeker geen
heilige.

Er is intimidatie op straat, mensen kunnen zeggen dat je ‘erom vroeg’ vanwege je kleding-
keuze of omdat je aardig tegen ze was. Ik ben gelukkig niet erg sociaal, maar de manier
waarop ik me kleed of gedraag betekent niet dat ik dat soort aandacht wil. Ik heb geluk dat
ik niet seksueel ben misbruikt omdat ik aseksueel ben, maar dat komt ook omdat ik ex-
treem voorzichtig ben, en dat zou geen vereiste moeten zijn. In combinatie met het maat-
schappelijke klimaat ben ik hier erg boos over, maar ik voel me er ook hulpeloos over.

Een paar mensen waar ik close mee ben en waar ik bij heb geprobeerd uit de kast te komen
hebben me verteld dat ze me niet geloven, dat het wel door een trauma zal komen, dat ik
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de ware nog zal vinden of dat ze me wel van mening zullen helpen veranderen (iew, sme-
rig!) - uitspraken die de meeste aseksuelen hebben gehoord. Het ergste was toen leraren
over seks spraken alsof het een biologische noodzaak is en deden alsof andere geaardhe-
den en genderidentiteiten niet bestaan (ik ben pan, aseksueel en agender). Ik kon toen niks
zeggen, want dan zou ik gepest en mogelijk in gevaar gebracht worden. Ik heb het geluk
dat ik tenminste een partner heb bij wie ik compleet uit de kast ben en specifieke aseksuele
of queer vrienden heb waarmee ik hierover kan praten. Zij begrijpen het, en vergeten het
soms zelfs, maar dat is niet zo erg.

Artsen, vooral gynaecologen en dermatologen, geloofden me niet toen ik ze vertelde dat ik
maagd ben. Ze hielden vol dat het niet waar was en dat ze me geen medicijnen voor acne
konden geven als ik loog. Maar ik loog niet en dit was alleen maar génant. Ik ben hierdoor
ook bang om een afspraak te maken met een gynaecoloog, ook al heb ik de leeftijd bereikt
voor een controle. Ik heb geen seks gehad en ik ben bang dat ze ongevoelig en te ruw zul-
len zijn, of me schuldig laten voelen, ook al heb ik niks fout gedaan.

Mijn ex-vriend was celibatair en religieus. Ik lijk wel een magneet voor religieuze mensen.
Ik heb hem duidelijk verteld dat ik geen kinderen of seksueel contact wilde. Hij zei dat hij
dat prima vond, maar probeerde me vervolgens zover te krijgen om met hem te trouwen,
zodat we kinderen konden krijgen. Later ‘accepteerde’ hij dat we kinderen konden adopte-
ren, maar ik wilde helemaal geen kinderen en dat heb ik vanaf het begin duidelijk gemaakt.
Ik denk dat hij aannam dat hij me zou veranderen en evangeliseren, omdat ik in zijn ogen
‘zuiver’ was. En eerlijk gezegd voelde dat als verraad.

Ik heb het gevoel dat veel mensen me zien als een kind, vanwege mijn gebrek aan interes-
se in seks, gebrek aan aantrekking en vaste overtuiging over wat ik wil. Hoewel dit laatste
niet direct gerelateerd is aan mijn aseksualiteit, helpt het niet. Maar ik wil dat mensen het
volgende weten: Ik ben geen kind, ik ben geen heilige, ik ben niet celibatair, of zuiver, of een
leugenaar. Ik voel me gewoon niet seksueel aangetrokken tot anderen, en als ik het er met
mensen over heb, vertel ik ze de waarheid. Maar het is slechts een klein deel van wie ik ben.

Ruben uit Nederland

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: afobie, vermelding van seks en grof taalgebruik.

Ik was gelukkig nog redelijk jong toen ik me realiseerde dat ik aseksueel ben. Als het later
was geweest had ik wat stoms kunnen doen, omdat ik dacht dat ik van seks moest genie-
ten. De discussies over wat je in een vrouw zou willen zien waren erg ongemakkelijk voor
mij en het spel ‘fuck, marry or kill' had twee opties die ik slecht vond. Maar ik wist niet dat
je aseksueel kon zijn. Het was duidelijk voor me dat ik seks niks vond. Maar ik dacht dat ik
het leuk moest vinden. Het leek alsof elke jongen het erg leuk vond en ik wilde niet de enige
zijn die anders was.

Maar toen kwam een van mijn familieleden uit de kast als aseksueel. Niet naar mij persoon-
lijk, maar iedereen had het erover en er werd gezegd dat het gewoon niet mogelijk was
vanwege de evolutie en zo. Op dat moment leerde ik eindelijk wat het was. Ik wist er eerst
niets van, dus ik deed wat onderzoek. En ik vroeg me af waarom niemand me hier ooit iets
over heeft verteld. Het is iets heel belangrijks, want ik stond op het punt om dingen te doen
waar ik heel veel spijt van zou hebben, alleen maar om als ‘normaal’ te worden gezien.



Maanden later, toen ik een paar van mijn beste vrienden erover vertelde, maakten ze er
grappen over. Ik maak vaak seksuele grapjes, omdat het hele idee ervan grappig voor me
is. Ze zeiden dat ik ‘een seksueel persoon’ was of ze stelden me rare persoonlijke vragen,
zoals ‘maar masturbeer je dan?’ en ‘hoe weet je dat je aseksueel bent als je nog nooit seks
hebt gehad?’ Daarop antwoordde ik met ‘heb je ooit een cactus in je reet gestopt? Hoe kun
je dan weten dat je dat niet lekker zou vinden?’ Later, toen ik ze vertelde dat ik biromantisch
was, omdat ik wel met mensen wil knuffelen, antwoordden ze ‘maar je bent toch aseksu-
eel?’ En toen ik probeerde ze het verschil uit te leggen, begonnen ze over mijn identiteit te
discussiéren alsof zij het allemaal beter wisten.

Ik heb het nog niet verteld aan mijn familie, behalve aan dat ene aseksuele familielid, om-
dat ik heb gehoord wat ze over haar zeiden. Dat ze bijvoorbeeld nog niet de juiste piemel
heeft gehad (EN DAT ZEG JE OVER JE ZUS???). Ik voelde me er heel ongemakkelijk bij en ik
denk niet dat ik uit de kast kan komen bij zo'n familie.

Pepper uit de Verenigde Staten

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: acefobie, verplichte seksualiteit en conversietherapie.

Tijdens mijn jeugd werd mij verteld: ‘je begrijpt het wel als je ouder bent’ en ‘word eens
volwassen'. Mijn moeder ging met me naar de dokter, omdat ze ervan overtuigd was dat
er iets mis met me was toen ik geen verlangen uitte naar een relatie of seks met iemand.
Ze overtuigde me ervan dat er iets mis was met wie ik was. Ik haatte mezelf omdat ik niet
‘normaal’ was, maar tegelijkertijd walgde ik ervan om mezelf in situaties te plaatsen om
‘normaal’ te lijken. Uiteindelijk gaf ik het op om ooit normaal te zijn en ging ik mensen uit
de weg. Ik werd onzichtbaar en daar was ik blij mee. Ik nam afstand van mijn moeder en
andere mensen die me verachtten omdat ik geen interesse toonde. Ik ontsnapte en ont-
dekte iets waardoor ik wist dat het oké was om niet normaal te zijn. Eerst was ik er bang
voor, maar het overweldigende gevoel van mezelf begrijpen was te sterk en ik leerde over
aseksualiteit.

Ik heb een thuis gevonden, een familie en een veilige plek om mezelf te zijn. De ace-ge-
meenschap heeft me geleerd dat het misschien niet normaal is voor sommige mensen,
maar dat ik normaal ben voor mezelf. En dat is oké.
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Kemmie uit het Verenigd Koninkrijk

Let op, dit verhaal bevat: acefobie, queerfobie en medisch trauma.

Ik kwam er rond m’n dertiende achter dat ik aseksueel ben. Voor die tijd had ik nog geen
woorden om te uitten hoe ik me voelde, maar toen ik de term ‘aseksueel’ tegenkwam, paste
dat goed bij me. Ik wist niet dat romantische en seksuele aantrekkingskracht verschillende
dingen waren, dus ik was bang dat ik geen liefde zou kennen. Vijf jaar later vertelde ik drie
vrienden dat ik aseksueel ben. Een van hen steunde me. Een ander werd boos en zei dat
niemand me zou willen en dat het toch niet bestond. En de derde verdween helemaal uit
mijn leven. Ik zal nooit uit de kast komen bij mijn familie, want zij haten openlijk iedereen
die LHBT+ is, inclusief aseksuele mensen. Ik kan het risico niet nemen. Ik lees bijna dagelijks
vreselijke dingen op sociale media en als aseksueel en non-binair persoon vind ik het al eng
om online uit de kast te zijn. Ik kan mijn familie niet om hulp vragen, want ze zouden me
verstoten. Het pakte zelfs verkeerd uit toen ik het mijn dokter vertelde. Ik nam het snel te-
rug toen die zich afvroeg of jeugdtrauma ermee te maken kon hebben en opperde dat een
therapeut me kon helpen. Zelfs leden van de LHBT+-gemeenschap nemen mijn ervaring als
aseksueel persoon niet serieus, waardoor ik me ‘minder’ voel. Er is ook geen onderwijs over
aseksualiteit. Anders zou ik mezelf meer hebben geaccepteerd toen ik jonger was, denk ik.
En dan zouden mensen die niet aseksueel zijn ook leren wat het betekent om ace te zijn en
dat het echt bestaat.
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S. from Greece

Warning, this story contains: mention of sex and acephobic language.

I knew from a very young age that I did not conform to the heteronormative standards of
society. For 6 years I was looking for the “label” that would best represent me, but I never
felt 100% myself. Many times I felt pressured that I have to make love to someone to see
how it is. I had many relationships that I felt uncomfortable with because they wanted
physical contact, while I only wanted hugs or kisses. Many times they felt like they were
more of a friendship than a relationship even though I knew in my heart that they did not
want that. After my last separation a year ago, I sat down and thought about what was
wrong. When I was little I said that I was asexual but I was convinced even by my circle of
friends that “you have to have sex to see”. Well no ... I did not have to do it, to know that I
am asexual.

Luna from Brazil

I realized very late that I was ace. The first time I noticed something felt strange was when I
kissed a boy for the first time. Everyone described feeling euphoric etc, but I felt nothing at
all. For my next relationships it was the same and whenever it felt like we would go a step
further I felt uncomfortable and sick so I stopped and we would break up. I hated that I
ended up hurting, not only myself, but also these guys that I actually really liked. I felt like
something was wrong with me for a long time and I just hated it. Then, after finally looking
up what I was feeling, trying to make sense of everything, I found the word asexuality. It
was such a relief to find out I wasn't alone in feeling like that, and I wasn't broken becau-
se of it. Now I have a community where I can talk to people like me, and thankfully I have
friends who understand me. But so far I haven’t been able to breathe a word of it to my
family, afraid of what they might say or do. I'm not sure I'll be able to come out one day, but
I hope I can find the courage to be myself, and not lie about these things to them anymore.
I can only hope that day will come, and that they will be OK with it and love me nonetheless.

A.M. from Canada

Warning, this story contains: coercion, sexual assault, corrective rape, conversion therapy
and acephobia.

I started questioning my sexual identity when I was 14. I had just broken up with my first
boyfriend and I had reflected on the fact that I didn't feel much physical attraction towards
him despite being very much romantically attracted. For a while I brushed it off as being a
late bloomer, but those feelings just never started for me. When I came out to my mom she
put me in therapy. I was told by my doctors that I wasn't “meshing with my femininity” and
my mom specifically said “she thinks she’s ace” when she was talking to them. This caused
a lot of self-doubt and I wondered if I had a medical condition. It wasn’t until I broke up
with my second boyfriend that I realized it wasn’t going to happen for me. He tried to get
me to like certain things through... ahem... touching, and not very consensual methods. He
took pride in trying to “turn me sexual”, but I just wasn’'t physically attracted to him. I've
never been physically attracted to anyone and it took a lot of self-reflection and acceptance



to get me to this point. It's unfortunate that my story is not uncommon and my one wish
for other young aces is that they understand their boundaries, and understand they don't
for ANY reason need to change. I hope you say no when you need to and realize that you
shouldn’t have to be uncomfortable or let people do whatever they want to you for you to
be in a loving relationship. It's okay to be ace and it's okay to have boundaries, even if other
people think that those boundaries are a little bit weird. Stay strong and magical my little
ace family!! <3

Carol from Brazil

Warning, this story contains: conversion therapy, psychological/emotional abuse by health-
care provider, aphobia, amatonormativity, compulsory heterosexuality and compulsory
sexuality.

My story starts when I was 15 and found out about asexuality on the internet. I identified
as AroAce right away and I didn't think people would actually have a problem with it. I told
some people I used to hang out with at school and they were ok with it. I thought everyone
else would be ok, too, but then the next year I heard someone say it was a disease. I deci-
ded to keep quiet about it and only come out to people I was close to and felt comfortable
with.

My nightmare started a couple years later when I was struggling with depression and star-
ted seeing a therapist. Relationships were never an issue for me, but she just kept insisting
that I needed to find someone (a man), get married and have kids. One day she found out
I am ace and said that there is no such thing and that she would fix it. I just quit. No one
knows why and the few people I told about it didn't think it is a big deal having a psycholo-
gist trying to force you to change your (a)sexuality.

Mariam from India

Warning, this story contains: sexual assault, marital rape, non-consensual touching, psycho-
logical/emotional abuse, domestic violence, forced marriage and acephobic language.

How could one know he/she is asexual until knowing sexuality? I'm 34 years old and recent-
ly did I realize this.

I had decided not to get married. As you know in Indian culture, we, especially girls, don’t
have the right to decide about marriage- when, whom. I was forced and as I resisted, si-
tuations worsened. My parents physically and mentally harassed me, I was home-jailed,
accused of being arrogant and rejecting proposals. In fact, I hadn't rejected any because
I was that tortured and compelled and without even being unwilling. I had been ready to
marry, as I felt I was a burden to them. This happened from 21 to 25 years old - a series of
incidents.

Here girls could be abused by anyone and people glorify it based on culture (I was even
teased by friends during school/college time like a buffoon for being ignorant about what
my peers were discussing - love, romance, sex or maybe more). At 26, I got married after all
sorts of dramatic incidents. That day he (late married according to the Indian system) was
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so thrilled and he was playing with my body as though he got a toy. While escaping from
torture was the only reason why I signed my marriage agreement, this was kind of another
torture - I was more heart-broken. He raped me at that house and when the same was re-
peated at a lodge we hired next day, I screamed so that people could come to save me from
him, but in vain. Few days I lay like a dead body thinking to have sex as duty, getting raped.
If he ever looked at my face/eyes, he could realise, but he never...

I started getting depressed and was angry at my parents, our culture, relatives, friends and
I started keeping distance with them. Later I started feeling repellant towards his physical
touch as I was that discomfortable. Years went by... My parents, to support me financially,
gave me a building to run a business. Though I wanted to start a fitness/dance studio, as
my choice was not valued, I was forced to start a Coaching institution, for which I had to
work all alone from peon to the Professor to the manager to the all-in-all, day and night
(along with that for extra income I took up 2 other projects). My so called perfect husband
who was egoistic, male chauvinist, a hypocrite, a pervert who never had tried to convince
me but wanted to use my body for his happiness, judged me as though I had an illicit affair.
Without any arguments, he pushed me to my parents’ house.

I was ignored while trying my innocence and I got traumatized mentally, which affected my
work too. Later I started thinking why there has been so much sexual abuse even though I
was not sexually interested. Why was I tortured, raped and what else? Then I came to know
about asexuality- I researched it on Google, YouTube, Facebook and could relate to the ex-
periences shared in the ace community on social media. Now I'm separated from him after
over 8 yrs of marriage. Now I want to work for those who are suppressed and oppressed in
this community and for kids.

Thank you.

Bree from the United States

Warning, this story contains: acephobic language.

I was in college when I found out I was asexual. Dating had always been hard for me, par-
ticularly trying to match the level of attraction/intimacy that my partners had toward me.
My friends would talk about their partners’ attractiveness, etc., and I just couldn't relate.
I didn't feel like there was an intrinsic part of me that felt attracted to my partners in that
way. It made me feel like an inadequate partner, and that I had less in common with my
friends. I felt embarrassed anytime they discussed sexual aspects of their relationships or
crushes, and I just... had nothing to share.

At some point, when I was sitting in my college dorm room, a Google search and a conver-
sation with my older sister led me to AVEN's website. I read a couple of the FAQ pages, but
eventually closed the browser window and went back to my life. While asexuality seemed
interesting, and seemed like it fit how I was (not) feeling, it wasn't that important to me to
attach a label to myself. Fast forward to spring/summer 2015... I was a senior in college,
and at this point, I had had many more failed dating experiences. At that time, Tumblr was
extremely popular among nerds like me. I happened to be scrolling through Tumblr one
day and came across a post discussing the different types of sexual orientation. It was at
that point that I finally joined the AVEN forum and began actively identifying as asexual. It
felt so good to find a community of people who had similar experiences. By the end of the



year, I was actively involved in AVEN’s forum and starting to display my asexuality more in
my life. I had bought a black ace ring. And when sex/sexual attraction came up in conver-
sations with my friends, I didn't shy away from talking about how I didn’t feel the same as
they did.

Whereas it used to be something I was ashamed of, I now realized it was okay to not feel
the same way, and to be interested in other things. And I had even come out to my older
sister, who had helped introduce me to asexuality in the first place. However, identifying
as asexual hasn't always been easy. A few years ago, I tried to come out to my twin sister
as asexual. As twins, we had a lot of shared experiences. Throughout my childhood, she
was the only person who really “got” me. But she is also a very conservative person who
believes the traditional “marriage and kids are a normal and expected aspect of life, and
it's abnormal to want anything apart from the traditional.” I was browsing the AVEN forum
privately one day while I was sitting next to her (thinking that maybe I could use it to lead
into a discussion around asexuality). But she peeked at my phone and saw the website, and
immediately told me that it sounded weird, and that something was wrong with me. Since
then, she has blatantly rejected my orientation, even going as far as to try to set me up
with people to try to “fix” me. And if I happen to mention for the millionth time that I'm not
interested in people the way that she is, she tells me I just haven't met the right person yet.
It's a slap in the face, to have the one person you could rely on as a kid, refuse to believe
you when you say you don't have the same wants in life as she does.

I have also tried to come out to my parents, with limited success. In my early 20s, I men-
tioned not feeling the same way about other people as most people do, without explicitly
using the word “asexual.” (I felt it was best to be vague, so that they wouldn’t tell me I was
buying into a fad or something. Like my twin sister, they were very skeptical of LGBTQIA+
identities. If I were to mention any terms that sounded related to LGBT+, they would in-
stantly refuse to listen.) But I'm not sure that they understood this subtle way of communi-
cating my identity to them. So I dropped the subject and just avoided talking about relati-
onships/sex with them whenever possible. But then, a few months ago, my mom happened
to mention that she and my dad are starting to see LGBTQIA+ identities in a new light. That
they were starting to accept them more. So I texted my mom a link to AVEN, told her I was
asexual, and that I've known for years and was 100% certain about it at this point. And...
she hasn't said anything at all about it. No response. I'm not sure what that means, but it
has to at least be more of a success, than the rejection I received from my twin sister. So,
I'll call it a win for now?

I have now come out to various friends. But I still have to be careful of my presence on
social media and my conversations with coworkers. I work in a government job and my
employer isn't very LGBTQIA+-friendly. I also avoid talking about asexuality with any of
my relatives outside of my parents and siblings, because they are even more conservative
than my parents, and wouldn’t understand. I don’t really mind having to hide this part of
myself most of the time. Because it's just one small piece of who I am. But I do wish that
there was more acceptance and understanding of asexuality in general. So that people like
me wouldn’t feel that we have to shy away from voicing how we (don't) feel as we're making
friends. And so that we wouldn't have to pick and choose who we come out to. And so that
it would be easier for us to put a label on how we feel, before we're in our 20s or later in
life, when we've already had a lot of difficult experiences, from not feeling the same way
that others do.

28



29

Ziba from the United States

Warning, this story contains: sexual assault, non-consensual touching and acephobic lan-
guage.

I grew up always assuming I was a straight girl. When I said I was heterosexual, something
always felt off. I knew as a teen that I wasn't into girls, but I wasn't fully into men either. I
have only had a crush on three men in my life, and each time, all of my thoughts were de-
voted to this person for at least a year.

I'm a more pessimistic version of a hopeless romantic. In middle school, everyone else was
experiencing sexual desire and knew a lot about sex, but no one told me anything. As a
woman of color in an all-white school who was bullied by every single boy at the school. I
never understood true romantic or sexual attraction. As none of my friends talked about
sex, I didn't even know other people felt sexual attraction or knew what sex was. I didn't
find out what the act of sex was until I read fanfiction when I was 14.

Once I got to high school, in my sophomore year, I finally developed my first crush on a
guy. I think he liked me too. I never met a guy who was actually nice and wanted to be
my friend. My feelings for him were never sexual and my libido was non-existent despite
being a teenager. After a while of nothing happening and us running out of things to say,
I met someone else. We'll call him Mason. Mason cared for me more than anyone else, we
started dating and I realized this man had a high libido. This soon became a problem. He
told me that it was normal for girls to masturbate, watch porn, etc., but I never understood
why someone would want to do that. For the longest time, I thought the myth about boys
wanting sex more than girls was true. After a while, he became angry and the relationship
became sexually and emotionally abusive. After 8 long months of dating, I finally left him
and the biggest trauma of my life. Although he made me do sexual acts, I never fully had
intercourse, and I was happy with that.

I questioned whether I was ace or not at that point. I figured I wasn’t because my friend
said she felt the same way after leaving a difficult relationship, and she wasn’t ace. Now I'm
18 years old and in college. Being alone in quarantine gave me too much time alone and
too much time to think and reflect on my life. I started to feel guilty for being an 18-year-
old virgin. I was disgusted with myself for not having sex, but deep inside, I didn't want to
have sex. It was a constant battle within my mind for months. Throughout this battle, I had
no libido and no desire for sex; I only desired to free myself of the virgin label. I hate that
label. It has been used as a way to make fun of and belittle other people when it doesn’t
have any significance biologically. Despite what people say, virgins and non-virgins act in
the same manner.

A few weeks ago, I finally came to terms with being asexual. At first, I thought I convinced
myself I was only demisexual, but I quickly realized that label did not fit me. I am heteroro-
mantic asexual. I have only told a few friends and people on the internet. I don’t really care
if people find out, but I will refrain from coming out to my parents for now. I have a crush
on a new guy. We haven’t met in person yet, and I am scared of what he will say once he
figures out that I am ace. If he has a problem with that, I'll know that he is not the person
for me. Until then, I'll wear my black ring on my right middle finger every day, just in case
someone recognizes it and says hi.



T. from Singapore

Warning, this story contains: substance abuse, aphobia and singlism.

So, I am an AFAB sexually-indifferent to sexually-repulsed panromantic asexual. I was in
denial of my asexuality for most of my youth and only recently at 25 accepted the fact that
I am asexual. There is this common understanding that AFABs tend to not be sexual until
they have had sexual intercourse and I thought maybe if I met someone I'm attracted to,
I would realize I'm not asexual. I spent a lot of my early 20s playing around and recklessly
flirting with people I barely knew but found attractive. I wanted to just feel normal, and
after breaking up twice because I was deemed cold and indifferent, I really just wanted to
feel like I'm not the one at fault and can be physically intimate. I always thought maybe my
exes were the ones who were hypersexual and maybe their eagerness turned me off. But I
quickly learned that no matter what gender, everyone really enjoys intimacy.

When I turned 21, I found someone I thought was very attractive. I hadn’t made out or kis-
sed anyone for 7 years at that time and thought maybe my time had come. I felt a strong,
repulsive lump trying to escape my throat and I knew it wasn't the other party’s fault.
Suddenly all my exes’ insecurities came running through my mind and I knew at that time I
didn’'t want such a beautiful guy to feel the same way. I swallowed my vomit and never saw
him again. That same night, I stopped flirting around but turned to drinking and smoking
to calm my worries and denial. As I grow older, my grandmother’s desires for a grandchild
become stronger. I haven’t come out to any of the elders in my family, and I don’t know if
they’ll ever believe me. I come from a Muslim family too, so admitting that I've had my fair
share of physical intimacy with both men and women will definitely upset a lot of them.

Sometimes, I look at my demisexual and gray-ace friends and I can't help but feel a bit
envious. I wish I could enjoy kissing and snuggling - and maybe the occasional sex, or at
least not experience romantic attraction, but it is what it is. I plan to live alone too, but the
housing prices in Singapore are ridiculous and to be able to buy a house as a single person,
you have to be 35.T hope that I get to live in a nice house one day, with a petiguana. I never
think about coming out as ace to any of the elder family members, but it would be nice to
have them know that I'm not being frivolous, and it's just the fact that my sexual orientati-
on makes it hard for me to keep any relationship.

Ashe from Mexico

Warning, this story contains: abuse of medical authority, mention of corrective rape and
acephobia.

In my country, being ace, queer, or in general part of the LGBTQ+ community is not safe. I
don't want to diminish it. It's a beautiful place. However, rape culture and sexual objectifi-
cation are everywhere, even in casual jokes. As an ace, the problem is, sometimes people
do not get that I'm joking, but not participating, I'm watching, but not “feeling it”, and so-
metimes people won't tell the difference. “But you don’t look like a celibate saint” (well I'm
not, I'm ace, not celibate, and for sure I'm not a saint).

There's street harassment, people can say you were “asking for it” because of how you de-
cided to dress, or because you were nice to them. Luckily I'm not very social, but the way
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I dress or act doesn’'t mean I'm trying to tease anyone. I'm lucky I haven't been sexually
abused for being ace, but it's also because I'm overly cautious, and that shouldn’t be requi-
red. That's also a combination with the social climate that makes me so mad, but thatI also
feel helpless about.

A few close people I've tried to come out to have told me “I don't believe you” or “it must be
because of a trauma” or “you’ll find the one” or “oh, I could try and change your opinion”
(ew! gross), phrases most aces have encountered. The worst was when some professors
talked about sex as a biological need and dismissing other sexualities and gender identities
(I'm pan, ace and agender), and not being able to say anything, because I'll be mocked, and
possibly endangered. I've been fortunate to at least have a partner I'm completely out with
and certain specific ace or queer friends I've been vocal with about this. They understand
(and sometimes even they forget, but I guess that's ok).

Doctors, especially OB/GYNs and dermatologists, have not believed me when I told them
I was a virgin, insisting “it wasn’t true” and “they couldn’t give me medicine (for acne) if I
lied”, but I wasn't lying, and it was humiliating. I've been afraid of visiting OB/GYNs for this
reason too, as while I'm at an appropriate age for a checkup, I haven't had sex and I'm afraid
they’ll be insensitive and too rough, or make me feel guilty while doing nothing wrong.

My ex-boyfriend was actually celibate and religious. I seem to be a magnet for religious
people. I told him clearly I wasn’t having children or sexual contact. He said it was ok, but
then pushed to try and marry, so that he could have children. Later he “accepted” to just
adopt, but I didn't want children at all and made it clear from the start. I think he assumed
he was going to change me and evangelize me, because I was “pure” in his eyes, and to be
honest, it felt like betrayal.

I feel like many see me as a child, because of my lack of interest in sex, lack of attraction,
and firm values in what I want. These, although they are not directly related to my asexua-
lity, don't help. But I want people to know: I'm not a child, I'm not a saint, I'm not celibate,
or pure, or a liar. I'm just not sexually attracted to anyone, and if I'm opening to them, it's
because I'm telling them the truth, and that's just a small part of who I.am.

Ruben from the Netherlands

Warning, this story contains: mention of sex, aphobia and profanity.

Luckily I realized that I was ace at a youngish age. A little later and I could have done a
bunch of dumb stuff, because I thought I needed to enjoy sex. The discussions over what
you wanted to see in a women were very uncomfortable for me, and the game of “fuck,
marry or kill” had two options I considered bad. Still, I did not know that you could be
asexual. It was clear to me that I did not like sex. But I thought I had to. Every other guy
seemed to really like it, and I did not want to be the only person who was different.

But then one of my family members came out as asexual. Not to me personally, but eve-
ryone was talking about it and they were saying that it is simply not possible because of
evolution and stuff. That’s when I finally learnt what it was. I did not know previously, so I
did some research. And I was confused why nobody ever told me about this. It is something
very important, since I was about to do stuff I would very much regret, just to be seen as
“normal”.



Months later, when I started telling some of my close friends, they would joke about it. I
make sex jokes rather often, because the whole idea of that is funny to me. They would say
I was “a sexual person”, or they would ask me very weird personal questions, such as “do
you masturbate then?” and “how do you know if you never tried before?” To which I respon-
ded with “have you tried shoving a cactus up your ass, you would not know if you would
enjoy it yet”. Even later, when I told them I was biromantic, because I just want to cuddle
people, they would respond with “but you are asexual, right?” And when I attempted to tell
them the difference, they were arguing about my identity like they knew it so well.

I still haven't told my family, except for the one ace family member, because I heard what
they said about her. That she had not yet had the right dick (SAYING THAT TO YOUR SIS-
TER???). It made me very uncomfortable, and I do not think I'll be able to come out to a
family like that.

Amethista from Brazil

Nowadays I'm out to most of my friends, but it was not an easy task. It took me around two
years to feel confident with my asexuality and get ready to tell anyone about it. It's actually
funny how even nowadays (after three years out to my friends), it still feels hard saying the
word “asexual” out loud. It feels heavy, it feels too intimate, and sometimes invasive to say
“I am asexual”. When I hear ace friends and activists say it, I feel more confident by hearing
how strong that statement feels. That's why I'm really grateful to all the people out there
who are proud and are, little by little, making me feel proud enough to maybe one day tell
not only my friends but also my family and the world about who I am and how I feel!

Moon from Brazil

Warning, this story contains: acephobic language and virgin shaming.

The few times [ tried to hang out with or even talk to people who had a crush on me were
uncomfortable. That's because sometimes during the first time seeing each other, they
started talking about sexual things. It also happened to me that people called me ‘depres-
sed’ and ‘sick’ for being a virgin and ace person. This made me feel insecure and sad, with
the fear that I would never be enough for not wanting something sexual. I'm demisexual
and demiromantic, and it's already hard for me to deal with people, feelings or whatever. I
fear what completely AroAce people have to deal with. People don’t deserve to feel this way
because of something so superficial as a sex life.

Orion Lima from Brazil

Warning, this story contains: aphobia and aphobic language.

Hi, my name is Orion. My pronouns are they/them, I'm a closeted AroAce person and this
is my history. I was 14 years old when I heard the word asexual for the first time. Without
searching about it too much, I thought that the word describes me a lot and I tried to come
out to my closest friends. One of them said to me: “What?!! You can’t be asexual. You can
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still love and find a romantic partner!” That phrase stayed in my mind for weeks and I had
internalized aphobia, so I left the asexuality aside and started calling myself bisexual and
pansexual instead, with a feeling that I was wrong for 3 years. That was until I was talking
with a friend about relationships and he said that he never wanted sex in his life, that he
wanted to date but not have sex. I kind of related to the sex part, but not the romantic
one. I never wanted a romantic partner or a romantic relationship. Two days later he said:
“Brooh, I was talking with Isa. She explained asexuality to me and I think that I'm asexual”.
That made me question myself again, but I was in the last year of high school and didn't
have time to question myself a lot. 3 weeks later the pandemic started and I had time to
question myself. I searched about asexuality and with an open mind I started to identify as
asexual. Weeks later I was scrolling through reddit and it recommended a subreddit about
aromantic memes. I related with those memes, started my search into aromanticism and
came to the conclusion that I'm aroace. I was excited to tell my parents, because the reacti-
ons of my friends were too good to be true and I have a good relationship with my parents.
My parents didn’t have the reaction that I thought that they would have. I tried to come
out of the closet 3 times, and all of those times they had the same reaction; they said that
I'm just a late bloomer, I'm too young to know, that everyone wants to have sex and have
a romantic relationship and that I'm preventing myself from having these feelings. They
are pushing me into the closet again and that kind of hurts. It's like they don’t even try to
accept me and I have to deal with that every day until I leave their house and start to live
my life as I want.

Julia from the United States

Warning, this story contains: mention of (corrective) rape, acephobia and acephobic langua-
ge.

I've known I was asexual since I was 14. I didn’t know how to describe it until years later, but
I always knew that I wasn't sexually interested in people. Every time I've tried to come out
to people, I've been told that I'll “grow out of it” or that “it can be ‘fixed’ by a doctor should
I so desire”, when in reality, my asexuality isn't something to be fixed or changed. It's just
who I am. Being an asexual woman means I'm constantly subjected to harassment simply
for existing as who I am. It means being raped in the hopes of being turned allosexual. It
means constant threats and abuse online. It means being told I'm not real and that I'm an
attention seeker. My identity shouldn’'t need to be all of these negative things. I deserve to
be accepted for just being asexual, both offline and online. I deserve to claim my identity
as real and powerful, and I shouldn’t have to explain it or defend it every time it's brought
up. Being asexual is something I've always been, and it's something I've always been proud
of, even when I was a kid.

Cooper from the United States

Warning, this story contains: acephobia and homophobia.

When I was in middle school, my family made a shit ton of gay jokes about me. I used to
play Minecraft all day with friends and my parents put me in a literal closet so I wouldn't
annoy anybody. So the easy joke for my family to make was: “haha, you came out of the
closet”.
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My mom was usually very protective and told them not to say it at first, which was great. I
really appreciated that.

Then I went to college. I started learning more and more info about my asexuality, as it
was pretty clear to me that I was aro-ace at this time. In November 2019, I got a tattoo on
my left forearm (which I don’t regret to this day). My mom found out I got a tattoo during
Spring break 2020 (what a great time for that). Two big things came up in that conversation
that I remember to this day. One doesn’t pertain to this, but the other does. She asked: “Are
you gay?” I was confused, crying for about 40 minutes at this point, and said: “No, of course
not. You know I'm ace.” She pushed me, saying that if I lied to her about my tattoo that I
could lie to her about my sexuality. So that was fun.

After this, she started hopping in on the gay jokes. I knew I've been ace since 10th grade of
high school and I really cared about my sexuality, so I was getting angry. After about 3-4
days of it, I couldn’t handle it and sat her down to stop. My older brother came in and said
“Dude, why are you being so gay about this?”. Then my mother started to laugh and made
another joke. I was furious that she could yell at me about something she hated, but then
she could just laugh off what I did. So I yelled at her back, left the house, and cried. It was
too much for me to handle.

Time passed. This was back in January of this year. My mom was talking about how some-
one in her department was non-binary. She said she couldn't call them ‘they/them’ and
just used their name. In my opinion, that's fine, better than using ‘she/her’. We went into a
conversation about how she didn't understand “all the letters”, and “why they couldn’t just
be under one name”. I tried to explain to her how the LGBTQ+ community worked, in terms
she could understand. When that topic was done, she was not really gaining anything.
She started a question with “So I know you're confused about your sexuality, but-", and I
instantly cut her off and said: “No, I'm not. I'm an ace of spades and I have known it since
10th grade.” She then explained to me how I don't have “enough experience” and how I
“feel things differently”. First of all, you just said how you don’t understand the LGBTQ+
community to the fullest extent. Second, it's my body. I know how I'm feeling now. Can it
change? Yes. But I know that I'm currently ace.

At this point, I understand how I feel and how I don’t believe her on this. I love my mom
and I know that she means the best for me, but this entire situation made me look back
and realize that she isn't always right about everything, and how I need to look at her as a
person, not as someone that I need to utterly believe in no matter what. I appreciate being
able to come out to everybody except my family. They’'ve been really sweet and supportive
of everything I do, including me realizing that I might not be fully asexual, but just on the
asexual spectrum. If you're reading this and you feel as if there's nobody to support you
out there, think again. Even if it's as small as somebody online or somebody in person, if
possible. Stay strong, be prideful, and do what you can to survive wherever you are. <3

Blue from Singapore

I am a 14 year old student living in Singapore. The people here don't know what asexual
means and that there is a difference between romantic and sexual attraction. This is unfor-
tunate, because when I came out to my friend, I had to explain it to her, which was rather
difficult. I am not out to my family, because they will probably say “you’re too young to
know”. I may not be persecuted for being asexual, but I will be invalidated.
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Dubu from Australia

Warning, this story contains: acephobia and acephobic language.

Discovering my asexual identity was an immediate click once I found the term asexual after
googling how I felt and seeing the word come up in the search results. Before that, I had
never even heard of the term asexual, and had spent so many years trying to figure out if
there was something wrong with me, why I was different from everyone else. I came out
shortly after that, on Twitter and to some friends in real life. Of course I was hit with many
questions and doubts, people telling me “You just haven’'t met the right person yet” and
guys saying they could “fix me”, but I stood strong and was very adamant about how I felt
and how I identified. Since then, I also discovered my aromantic and agender identities and
it's amazing how much more confident I am about myself.

I haven't come out to my family, and don’t feel the need to, as they're homophobic/transp-
hobic and I don't want to put myself in that unsafe situation. Since I don't need to introduce
a partner to them, I am satisfied with where I am and having my friends as my support and
family in that respect. It's ok to not come out, and it's ok to not come out to everyone. Do
it when you feel comfortable and to people you trust and feel comfortable coming out to.

I'm very open about my experiences and journey, have connected with many other aces,
and helped many to discover their own ace identities and to come out themselves. It's ama-
zing what a difference it makes for just one person to talk openly about asexuality. Imagine
what a big difference it would make if schools actually educated kids about different sexu-
alities INCLUDING asexuality. I myself wish I had learned about it earlier, as it would have
saved me from so many years of self-doubt and hatred, and doing things I didn't want to
do because I was trying to be like everyone else.

Carla from Spain

Warning, this story contains: acephobia.

I only came out to one friend, who is bi. She told me that she used to think she was ace
herself, but that it is really internalised biphobia and that I will grow out of it. But I grew up
in a family with gay uncles and it was normal for me. I don’t have internalised biphobia. I
would be happy to be bisexual. But I'm not, I'm asexual. And now this friend constantly tells
others that I'm bi.

Other people who know what asexuality is have said that it is an illness or that it is a sign
of a psychopath. It hurts.
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Anon from the United Kingdom

Warning, this story contains: acephobic language.

Understanding myself as asexual has changed my life. I spent years thinking I was broken,
less than, not a “real man”, an unworthy partner. Understanding that asexuality is a normal
part of human variation, and not a failing on my part, has empowered me to be my full self.
I still struggle with doubt, as society continuously tells me that asexuality is an internet fad,
a pathology, or an imposition. But sharing experiences with other ace folk has helped me
to begin to accept and love myself for who I am, rather than to try to be someone I am not.

_notsl_from Argentina

Warning, this story contains: mention of suicide, acephobia and homophobia.

I always knew I was different from the rest, but because I grew up in a strict house where
only heterosexuality was the norm, I never knew who I was. I grew up lying about my at-
traction, even though I didn’t know about it at the time, and also thinking I was too young
to do what my classmates or friends were doing. At 17, I told a guy friend that I liked him
(that's the way I deal with feelings) and he said he was asexual. I had never heard of that
term, soIlooked it up on the internet. That's when I knew I had found the right term. My fa-
mily is homophobic, my sister said she would kill herself if she had gay relatives, so I'm still
in the closet. I've been single my whole life so I haven’t had the opportunity to talk about
being ace openly. I fear they’ll kick me out of my house. I also have doubts about gender,
but those are still in a box I don’t want to open. My ex-friends from high school made fun
of me for not sharing their thoughts about sex and tried to change my sexual orientation
by setting me up with dudes, so I cut them off. I was very lonely, for too long, but now I've
found friends that accept me and a community that is amazing. Thank you for reading my
story. PS: Thanks to the guy I told “I like you” back then. Without you, I wouldn't be here.

Christa from the United States

Asexuality to me has come to mean freedom. Freedom from heteronormativity and com-
pulsory sexuality, as well as freedom from established norms of what a relationship “is
supposed to look like”. Growing up, the only examples that I got of intimate, life-long rela-
tionships were consistently heterosexual, white couples married with some kids. And while
I could not articulate it at the time, I knew that this was not the path that I wanted to take.
Whenever I thought about what I wanted my future to look like, I never had the language to
describe it. It was not until I discovered asexuality in my early 20s that I could even begin to
figure out what I wanted and how to describe it. I then had the language to describe that I
wanted an intimate, life-long partner, but not necessarily the sex and the kids part. In fact,
I think I could also be happily single my whole life if I never found someone who I would
want to build a future with.

One important concept that I learned about was intimacy. There is not a hierarchy of inti-
macy, with hand holding on one end and sex on the other. Sex is an action, a verb, and it
can either be intimate or incredibly lonely. Similarly, cuddling is an action that can either be
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very intimate or alienating. And for some people, cuddles will always be preferable to sex.
There is nothing wrong or unusual about that. But this aversion to sex is still stigmatized
and looked down on in contemporary society. If you do not want sex you are labeled as
“cold” or “robotic.”

I had a lot of anxiety about this throughout my life. Even when I was with a partner who
told me that it was okay to not want sex, I would still feel pressure to deliver. But having this
language of asexuality enabled me to find alternatives to this, and different ways of expres-
sing intimacy. I think my anxiety around sex was more related to this idea that couples are
supposed to share a certain special intimate activity with each other, one that is exclusive
to this relationship. And knowing that there is no one way to be intimate has helped forge
my own path with relationships.

I still do not know what I am doing with relationships, there are no mainstream examples
of asexual couples and what these partnerships look like. But being able to talk about it,
about what aspects make me anxious and which are comforting, has allowed me to navi-
gate and create my own relationships more freely. Asexuality as a result means freedom to
create a relationship where I finally feel comfortable and supported.

Laura from the United States

I remember first reading the word “asexual” (used in a non-flatworm capacity) at my first
library job in a novel. I was 30. I finally had a word for me. Later I added aromantic to that
as well. T was the kid in my junior high who picked a celebrity crush based on aesthetics
so people would leave me alone (Leonardo DiCaprio, even though I thought his eyes were
slightly too far apart). I told people “I want to focus on school,” or “I don't like the gross boys
who go to this school” to deflect questions about why I wasn’t dating anyone. Now, I've
come out online and to my mother and brother. The thing is, we live in such a rural area,
they’ve never really heard of anyone being asexual. I can tell my brother would rather not
talk about it, and I've come out to Mom three times, she just doesn’t seem to notice. Almost
as if not being interested in sex is such a minor thing that it is below notice. I guess that's
better than caring in a negative way, but still, I'd like to feel seen. There’s no queer commu-
nity where I live. It's very conservative. My father is a pastor, and I will never be able to tell
him. I am both so glad to be who I am and to know that it is normal and good to be ace,
but I am also very lonely in my ace-ness. Unfortunately, I don’t really have the prospect of
being less lonely unless I drop my life and move hours away from my family into a bigger
city. That would be a different kind of lonely. This whole thing feels like a note I'm writing to
a therapist! Sorry. I meant to be funny when I started!

J. from the United States

Warning, this story contains: aphobia.

From a young age, I knew that I wasn’t interested in pursuing any sort of romantic (and la-
ter sexual) relationships. For a majority of my life, I believed I was just some weird straight
kid.

It wasn't until high school, when I became friends with members of the LGBT community,
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that I realized that wasn’t the case. Through these friends I began to learn about different
sexualities. I learned about aromanticism and asexuality during this time, and I adopted
both of those identities.

Even though I had found out what I was, my mother was less than supportive. While not
directly antagonistic, my mother would continuously tell me that I might one day “change”.
With a deteriorated parental relationship and less than remarkable social skills, I turned to
the internet for others like me. Today, I am friends with many like myself and have done my
best to help others who struggle with their sexuality.

Daniel from Russia

Warning, this story contains: mention of a sexual act and mention of porn.

I always knew that I was somewhat different. I found sex pretty nasty and didn’t want it. I
just thought it was okay and would go away with time. But no. While others were watching
porn, satisfying themself, and so on, I didn't do it. Why? Perhaps it was a desire to be diffe-
rent from everyone else, or maybe I just hadn’'t found the One. But time went on and the
desire to have sex didn't come. The first time I heard about asexuality and aromanticism
was from the series “Hazbin Hotel”. I thought “Oh, I have something similar to me here”, and
immediately after that I forgot about it, because it didn’t matter before. But in February of
this year, something came over me and I decided to see if I really fit the definition of asexu-
ality. I was shocked by the results when I realised that I was actually ace. On the outside, I
quickly accepted it, but on the inside a fire of doubts and excuses raged for another week.
I began to feel bad for no reason at all. Something was spinning in my stomach, giving no
rest. But thanks to the support of a rather small circle of people who also knew my feelings,
I overcame it and accepted myself. I didn’t come out to my family or to my college friends,
and I think I will never do that. But it's ok for me, I am used to hiding my feelings and inner
experiences from prying eyes, and experiencing them on my own. Maybe someday the day
will come when I will boldly declare “I am asexual and proud of it”, but not today, because
my story as an asexual person is just beginning.

Valen from the United States

Warning, this story contains: acephobia, compulsory sexuality and slut-shaming.

I am a sex-repulsed asexual and I tend to be open about it. I want to share my experience
so others can feel they are not alone. I have been told before, “You don’t act or dress like
an asexual.” As if we have a checklist to complete in order to be “ace enough” for everyone
else.

I am goth. I wear studs, chokers, and lots of black. I'm non-binary so I will even don black
heels from time to time. Because of the “bondage fashion” I tend to enjoy, it is assumed
thatI am interested in bondage role play or rough intercourse. I am a dancer, and my favo-
rite styles tend to be burlesque, scarf, belly-dancing, or club dancing. All of which are highly
sexualized or linked to hook up culture in mainstream media and the generalized public.

My dancing is not an invitation. My clothing is not an invitation. The amount of skin I show
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is not an invitation. The things I enjoy are not a defining factor of my sexuality. Ace people
can pole dance. Ace people can wear short shorts and fishnets. A friend of mine made the
comment that they love how much I can be perceived as sexual as it then desexualizes
fashion, art, and elements of culture. So hopefully in the future, the only thing that is sexu-
alized, is the act of sex itself. Not only widening asexual acceptance, but reducing other
harmful side effects of an over sexualized culture.

The biggest issue this causes for me however is the dating scene. As I don’t “conduct myself
like an asexual”, many people get upset when they find out I have no interest in sex and call
me a “tease” or a “tramp” and aggressively end any level of relationship with me. This has
led to a distrust of people when they flirt with me as my first assumption now is that they
only see me as a sexual object and have no interest in me as an individual. Let ace people
enjoy things and have fun without attempting to force them into a box of what you think
asexuality should be. We are better than “sexy”, we are “asexy” and won't dilute ourselves
because someone can't control themselves.

Phoenix from the United States

Warning, this story contains: acephobia.

I came out as ace a little over 2 years ago. When I first came out, I kept getting comments
like “you'll find the right person” and “how do you know if you've never tried it?". It was
pretty rough for the first few months. Even now, I keep getting comments like that. Before
I realized that I was aro too, I was in a relationship. I told him before we got together that
I was ace and he seemed fine with it at first. About a week after we got together, his sister
texted me saying, and I quote, “if you never change your mind, you're going to break his
heart”. She was basically saying that I should prioritize his sexual needs over my own (or
lack thereof). After we were together for a while, he started talking about kids and what
we were going to do when we got married. We ended up breaking up for other reasons,
but that was a huge red flag as he knew I was ace and didn’'t want kids. However, I am now
perfectly comfortable with myself and I won't let anyone tell me that I am broken or need
to find someone!!!

Samuel from England

Warning, this story contains: profanity.

I feel pretty dumb looking back, as (with the benefit of hindsight) it's painfully obvious that
I'm asexual; not caring how pretty a girl is, not being impressed by someone having sex,
being surprised that someone would find me sexually appealing, etc..

I've never told anyone in real life that I'm asexual. Because of my depression and my na-
turally introverted personality, I doubt they would believe me, and it’s really not worth the
hassle. I'm comfortable with being ace, and at the end of the day how I feel about it is all
that matters.

I know how painfully isolating what we all are can be, and how fucking terrifying it can be.
But I want you all to know that you are not alone; I'm your brother, and I'll always have your
back.



Pepper from the United States

Warning, this story contains: conversion therapy, parental abuse, acephobia and compulso-
ry sexuality.

I grew up being told “you will understand when you are older” and “grow up”. My mother
took me to the doctor because she was convinced that there was something wrong with
me when I did not express a desire to be in any relationships or to have sex with anyone.
She convinced me that there was something wrong with who I was. I hated myself for not
being “normal”, but at the same time felt disgust for putting myself in situations that would
make me seem “normal”. Eventually, I gave up on ever being normal and stopped interac-
ting with people. I became invisible and I was happy to be. I got away from my mom and
the other people who looked at me with disgust when I expressed no interest. I got away
and discovered something that told me that it was OK to not be normal. At first it scared
me, but the overwhelming sense of understanding myself was too great and I was intro-
duced to asexuality.

I was able to find a home, a family, and a safe space to be myself. The ace community has
taught me that while I may not be normal to some people, I am normal to myself, and that
is OK.

Vaultdweller 1001 from
the United States

Warning, this story contains: aphobia and aphobic language.

I am asexual and aromantic, and I think the biggest problem we face is a lack of understan-
ding. Many people think that asexuality is a problem that needs to be fixed or isn't a thing
at all. Because of this I am very much not out to anyone, as I don’t know if they would take
me seriously or not. Many people think that we don't feel emotions. The fact that people
think this is both supported by studies and by my own experience with people I've talked
to. I have been told online that asexuality is not real, that we do not belong in the LGBT
community, that we are sociopathic, and many other damaging things.

Paige from the United States

Warning, this story contains: purity culture.

I realized I was asexual at a purity talk. Growing up in a Catholic middle school, it took me
a while to realize that sexual attraction existed. My classmates and I were taught about the
supposed wickedness of lust and abortions, but our teachers neglected to inform us about
sex. This lack of information never bothered me or my classmates. They eventually gave us
the talk but it pushed the abstinence agenda. Around this time, I began to notice a change
in my friends: they were all developing a growing interest in boys. I brushed this off as an
attempt at maturity and rebellion. But as more people I knew became interested in kissing,
the more I distrusted my peers. I thought this was an elaborate prank, designed to humilia-
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te me. Later in the year, I came across a screenshot of a Tumblr post which described one of
my favorite characters as asexual. I looked it up and thought ‘huh, that sounds like me,’ and
forgot about it for another four months. When I finally remembered it again, I was at a very
Fundamentalist and deeply heterosexual Christian summer camp. They talked about purity
and abstinence. I remember rolling my eyes because of the thought of having to endure
yet another speech about a so-called problem I didn't believe was real. However, during the
speech, something struck a chord with the audience.I don't remember the exact words but
they made one of my friends cry. And soon many other people started crying, too. Then it
clicked. Sexual attraction was real and the people around me experienced it. I was asexual.
This revelation did not come easily. While I embraced the new term and the community, I
began to wonder how my parents, relatives, and friends would feel. When coming out to
my family, I had to create a PowerPoint to explain my orientation. I am happy that I have at
least my foot out of the closet.

Arson from the United States

Warning, this story contains: parental abuse, acephobia, homophobia, transphobia, allonor-
mativity, amatonormativity, gaslighting and compulsory heterosexuality.

So I figured out I was ace about two years ago if I remember correctly, and it was while I
was talking on FaceTime with one of my friends. They asked if I had any crushes on anyo-
ne at any point in time. When I answered no, they pointed out I might be ace. I had never
heard of that before, and honestly I just thought I was a late bloomer, so it never crossed
my mind to check out if it was a real thing. Since then, I've come out to my friends and my
therapist, but I've never felt comfortable talking to my family about it. I've also figured out
that I want to go by she/they pronouns (I'm also homo/demi-romantic) and change my
name but, again, I don’t think my family would be very supportive of it. For a long time, I
had never been introduced to the LGBTQ community and didn't even realize that gay peop-
le existed until around the middle of 8th grade. (When I told my mom about that, she said
she didn't think that was a bad thing.) It hurts to see my family not care about the LGBTQ
community at all, questioning why people are nonbinary/agender or gay (in their opinions
there are only two genders), and talk about how there’s too much representation in the me-
dia or even saying there are too many gay people. It hurts me to think that my friends and I
aren't seen as equal in today’s day and age. My mom doesn’t understand what it means to
be LGBTQ and why it's such a hard thing to be a part of sometimes. My grandmothers don't
get “the whole trans thing”, in the words of one of them, and continue to deadname my
friends and are weirded out by their choices. One of my grandmothers is also pro-life and
says she doesn’t support gay marriage whatsoever. My brother has no gay friends (that I
know of) and has questioned multiple times why one of my friends is non-binary, because
he thinks it's “not normal” or “strange” and it doesn’t really mean anything. I can’t come out
to my father either, as he also continues to deadname my friends, and says there are too
many gays in the world and too much representation. I know some of these may be mild,
but it's really hard to think they'll accept me for who I am. Especially my mother, who is al-
ways asking me if I have had crushes on boys, telling me I did have a crush in elementary
school because I spent time with him (we were just friends if you wanted to know). “You
GOT to have a crush on a boy” because its “impossible at this point for you to not have”, and
telling me she is desperately waiting for the day I bring home a boyfriend and eventually
have “hot s*x” with him. I've told her I don't like boys. I've told her I think boys and sex are
disgusting to me. I've told her I don’t want kids or marriage. I've told her so many things,
and she just ignores or disregards me. She has never said she'd accept me if I were gay, or



any other sexuality and gender, but I honestly don’t think she ever will. If I ever do come
out to her, I have a feeling that she is going to continue to disregard my feelings and tell
me they aren't real. She might even tell me “I just haven’t found the right man yet” and that
it's just a phase (“you’ll get over it in no time”). I feel that my situation is better than a lot of
others, but since I'm a very sensitive person, I think it'll be much harder for me to get over
my depression and mental health problems if I do come out because of all of the hateful
comments and actions I will probably receive (which could end tragically). I am glad I don’t
live in an abusive home anymore, but I still feel like if I want to protect myself from hateful/
hurtful actions, I have to stay silent about my identity.

Sam from Brazil

Warning, this story contains: mention of verbal and parental abuse, aphobia, aphobic lan-
guage, and singlism.

Hi, I go by Sam, and I'm a 20 year old Brazilian AroAce. Being AroAce in Brazil is something
that I never heard until I started digging on the internet back in 2020. My country is known
for its fantastic February celebrations known as Carnival, where you'll find pretty women
wearing tiny bodysuits, lots of glitter and giant ornaments. The country is also known for
the “Brazilian girl” stereotype: thin waist, big hips, boobs and butt, mocha skin. Everyone is
sexualized from a very early age (like 12), and I swear the stories about prepubescent kids
having sex are more common than you may think. Being asexual in a country that glamou-
rises and elevates both romantic and sexual intimacy makes you feel down and exhausted.
Everyone says that “you can’t have a relationship without sex” and “dating is not possible
without sex”. Well, lucky me, I'm also aro (=/), but it's still tiring. Especially because they also
say you need a romantic relationship to succeed in life. Being single is a sign of failure and
immaturity: “you will understand it when you grow up”.

I'm not out to my parents. If I did come out, they’'d very much deny it, dismiss my feelings
and opinions and gaslight me. I'm used to being emotionally abused by the excuses of
“you're still living with us, we are good parents, others would kick you out, you owe me”,
but I don't think I will ever truly believe that’s abuse. I don’t feel safe coming out and I sim-
ply don't trust them with that information about me. I don't feel like I need to come out
right now or in the near future. Maybe someday I'll have the urge to tell them about my
AroAce-ness, especially ‘cause I fear being misunderstood in my relationships, but that’s
something for later. I guess, in the end, the thing that I fear most is the fact that I'll need to
explain it, more than anything else.

Flyingturtle64 from the United States

Warning, this story contains: compulsory (hetero)sexuality.

I am a Christian man from a Christian family, and as a result, my parents, my mother espe-
cially, want me to have the good ol’ nuclear family. That’s all well and good, but I'm ace. I
can't tell anyone in my family, except maybe my sister. I've only ever told three of my closest
friends, ones I trust more than my own mom. It's hard to tell people. Everyone expects you
to have the same sexual thoughts as them, be attracted to them, or talk about other people
with them in a sexual way.
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I found out I was ace in high school. Before, I did have relationships with girls at my school,
but I never really realized I was ace until year 11. From there, I told my best friend. He sup-
ported me fully, and is still a great help to me.

After Highschool, I joined the Army. In Basic Training, I met a lot of good friends. In Basic, I
told another one of my friends. I've never trusted anyone more.

In the second half of Basic, I told a friend of mine who wasn’t that good of a friend at the
time, in an attempt to get used to telling everyone. This one was the hardest. He seemed
indifferent to it, but he still kept it to himself.

Now I am in training for my Army job. I have plans to tell my roommate soon, and I am
gathering more courage to tell more people. Don’t be ashamed, and don’t be scared. If
people really want to know you, they should know one of the important things about you.
If they can't take it, it's on them. Be yourself.

Vicky from Germany

I'm 14 and found the term asexuality around a year ago in a YouTube video. I decided to
look into it, because I had been wondering what my sexual orientation was for a while at
that point. I realized that asexuality explains exactly how I feel and why I had never felt
any kind of sexual desire for anybody and didn't find sex, or anything like that, cool. After
a few days, I decided to come out to my friends. They were very supportive and I felt very
relieved. Later on, I also learned about aromantic people and I'm pretty sure that I am aro-
mantic and sex-neutral. I'm still not out to anybody in my family, because I'm scared that
they won’t accept me or tell me that asexuality doesn’t exist. I have told my mother that I'm
questioning my sexuality, but she thinks that that’s because my friends are LGBTQ+. That's
not the reason and I tried explaining that to her, but she didn’t listen and didn’t believe me.

Akira from Canada

Warning, this story contains: mention of suicide and mention of sexual content.

I love being asexual. I found out about my asexuality when I was 12 and realized I wasn’t
heteroromantic or heterosexual whatsoever. At first, I had some support, but there were
times where people said mean things or where my parents just wouldn’t understand. I
know lots of people had misconceptions about my asexuality, like thinking it came from
experiencing trauma with sexual abuse or something, even though that never happened
to me. As a trans man, my asexuality also helped me realize my own gender identity. I
was able to identify why I was experiencing gender dysphoria, and my asexuality (and
aromanticism) helped lessen and ease my internalized transphobia. I was bullied for being
aromantic and asexual, and was nearly driven to suicide because of it. But I am okay now
and am stronger than ever. Being asexual is important to me. And while I am an aegosexu-
al/autochorissexual/anegosexual person who is apothisexual (this means I'm sex repulsed
for myself, but enjoy and consume sexual content as long as it doesn’t involve me in it), I
find that my asexuality and the nature of it is very important and special. It makes my rela-
tionship with sex, romance, relationships, friendships, etc. more complex and wonderful.
I know I've had my ups and downs, but being asexual is very significant to my identity.



Seeing asexual and aromantic exclusionists is very angering, hurtful, and harmful, but I
know that they are just bigoted and illogical. I know I am part of the LGBTQ+ community
regardless. And I feel at home in this beautiful community.

Mary from the United States

Warning, this story contains: abusive relationship, gaslighting, corrective rape, disbelieving
sexual assault/abuse victims, racism, substance abuse, mention of sex and sexually explicit
messages, purity culture, acephobia, allonormativity, and amatonormativity.

I grew up Christian, so in my youth it was actually very easy to be asexual, because I would
always hide my lack of sexual interest behind my religion. Purity culture is absolutely toxic,
but I was in a position to be able to use it to my advantage. I'm not very religious, but bet-
ween pretending to believe in God and pretending to be heteroromantic allosexual, I would
have much rather pretended to believe in God.

Then in college, the whole facade came crashing down. I was in a relationship with a guy
who thought that it was his job to “correct” me and “fix” me. I felt that since he had taken
my virginity, I was obligated to stay with him in order to keep up the “good Christian girl”
act. He was cruel to me, and when I finally realized that, my biggest priority was that I didn't
want him to do to other women what he had done to me. So I went to the cops about it. The
cops didn't believe me, because he was doing well in school, his friends vouched for him,
and frankly because I'm black and he's white. Had our roles been reversed, I am certain the
cops would have done something. In going to the cops, everyone had to know my business.
I needed witnesses for certain situations and my parents drove me to the courtrooms and
police stations. I had to answer a million questions that felt as though nobody believed me.
So everyone in my life knows about what he did to me.

Unfortunately, this has been like a scarlet letter' for me. It has prevented me from coming
out, because whenever I try, everyone thinks that I'm not asexual, I'm just not over this
trauma. I've even had a therapist say this to me. But I was asexual before I met that guy.
It's a part of my identity as a person, not a reaction to trauma. I was strong enough to be
able to tell my story to every Tom, Dick, and Harry in town. So if I was allosexual, wouldn’t
I be strong enough to get my sex life back?

But anyway, I got into a relationship so that people would view me as “healthy”. It's a
long-distance relationship, so when I'm traveling it's easy to tell people that try to hit on
me that “I've got a boyfriend back home”, and play the role of this loyal, caring girlfriend.
But sometimes I do have to go back home. And despite the fact that I love my home town,
and I'm always excited to see my parents, him being there makes me dread going back
home. I have to get pretty drunk in order to put up with having sex with him. Over phone
calls and texts with him; I don't mind sending nudes, because my naked body doesn’t really
mean anything to me, but what makes me really uncomfortable is all the overtly sexual,
flirty, trying to initiate sexting type stuff. I literally find that more repulsive than sex itself.
And I have told him that my whole body physically cringes when he sends me that stuff.
And he thinks I'm kidding and always says shit like “aww, you know you love it” and stuff
like that. He’s also really into goey, romantic, baby talk crap. Which makes him less and

1. A scarlet letter “A” formerly worn by one convicted of adultery
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But anyway, I got into a relationship so that people would view me as “healthy”. It's a
long-distance relationship, so when I'm traveling it's easy to tell people that try to hit on
me that “I've got a boyfriend back home”, and play the role of this loyal, caring girlfriend.
But sometimes I do have to go back home. And despite the fact that I love my home town,
and I'm always excited to see my parents, him being there makes me dread going back
home. I have to get pretty drunk in order to put up with having sex with him. Over phone
calls and texts with him; I don’t mind sending nudes, because my naked body doesn't really
mean anything to me, but what makes me really uncomfortable is all the overtly sexual,
flirty, trying to initiate sexting type stuff. I literally find that more repulsive than sex itself.
And I have told him that my whole body physically cringes when he sends me that stuff.
And he thinks I'm kidding and always says shit like “aww, you know you love it” and stuff
like that. He'’s also really into goey, romantic, baby talk crap. Which makes him less and
less attractive to me every time he does it. Every time I even try to approach the subject,
he takes it super personally and tells me about how difficult it is to be rejected by his own
girlfriend, how insecure he is, and he implies that I'm responsible for those insecurities. I
get all guilt-tripped and he convinces me that I'm selfish (and maybe I am).

But, my parents like him, we both eventually want kids and, when it’s not gross romance
trash, we get along very well, so it's worth sticking around. I worry that if I ever lived with
him, I might develop a dependency or addiction to alcohol. So for now, it's convenient that
my job requires constant travel.

I dream of a time where one day I am retired, have been married and divorced, raised a
couple of kids to adulthood and I live in a time where asexuality is more accepted. Both my
parents are retired. My dad has remarried, but my mom doesn’t believe in remarriage and
lives by herself. She hikes and bike rides and shops all with her platonic friends, and had
a roommate for a while, that’s her close friend, but not a sexual or romantic partner. My
mom is living the exact dream of a life that keeps me going most days. I've told her that. I
don't think she understands the difference between celibacy and asexuality, and I'm pretty
sure she expects me to eventually marry my current boyfriend and have kids. I'll cross that
bridge when we get there. She’s the closest thing I've ever had to acceptance when coming
out, and I'm glad that after everything, at least I have my mom.

Jyothi from the United Kingdom

Warning, this story contains: mention of sex and substance abuse, acephobia, and acepho-
bic language.

I joined the AVEN network a decade ago.

When I was 5, I remember having feelings of wanting to be sexless without any sexual or-
gans. I clearly remember writing in my diary that I wanted to be neither male nor female,
I wanted to be sexless and genderless. As time went on, I always knew I was not like my
friends. They would bring pictures of boys and obsess about them, talking about marriage
and babies. I, on the other hand, would stare at all the pictures they would bring in, and I
did not get it. Nothing made sense. I could not comprehend the words ‘hot’ or ‘cute’. When I
would see people, I never saw the outside of them, it was as though they were transparent
to begin with, I could only see their souls and not what their flesh looked like.
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I knew I was asexual, but because we live in a hypersexualised society with no apparent al-
ternatives other than engaging in sex according to the majority, asexuality is denormalized
and stigmatised.

In all honesty, I never understood attraction, I could not comprehend it whatsoever. So, I
decided to study it at university. I became a sex scientist, learning about the different ways
allosexuals interacted with the human body and derived attractiveness judgements from
arbitrary features such as areolas. It was later when I worked as a scientist in a research
lab, aptly named ‘Sexual Attraction Lab’ that I came out as asexual, which I think was per-
haps the last time I ever mentioned I was asexual publicly. I asked one of the professors
what they thought about asexuality, and he replied with ‘they don't exist, it is all bullshit
and it's probably related to sexual trauma’ (which I had never had). I waited a moment and
whispered, ‘Tam asexual’. He said, ‘I didn't know, how could I know that you've never expe-
rienced anything’, then ran out of the room.

Of course, being young, dumb, and impressionable, I believed this professor of sex, and
decided that ‘of course, I'm probably mistaken and am actually heterosexual or something’.
I decided I should get a boyfriend and have sex. The process was devoid of any emotion or
attraction. I joined a dating website and picked a suitable partner who I assumed I would
have something to talk about with as they were in science too. We met and he tried to kiss
me the whole time. I did not know what the hell to do, as I did not feel anything. Then a
month later we had sex, the first time for me. I specifically remember exclaiming out loud
‘is that all it's about?’ Every time we had sex, the only way I could get myself to do it was by
drinking an entire bottle of whisky. Because if I were not completely intoxicated, it was not
possible.

Anyway, after being with a man for a bit, I thought to myself, clearly I'm not hetero, may-
be I'm into women instead. I dated a woman for a while and still I could not do the sex bit
without being completely intoxicated. I just stopped trying after a while because it obvious-
ly was not working, made me uncomfortable and was hurting me on a mental and physical
level.

A year later I became friends with someone whilst travelling. We became best friends and
chatted for hours and hours. He later asked me out on a date. Still, I was not attracted to
his physical form nor was I interested in sex. Of course, I felt like I had to have sex in the
beginning, but that was short lived as I began to own and understand who I actually was.
Today we are still best friends, but married and we have been together for the past seven
years, having had a non-sexual relationship for the past 6. As he is heterosexual, we have
an arrangement for him to get his ‘sexual’ needs outside of the house. By law my marriage
is annullable because technically it has never been ‘consummated’. Also, being of South
Asian heritage, I find it quite troubling dealing with in-laws wanting us to have children all
the time. My husband prefers me not to come out as asexual as he feels ashamed. Which
just adds to the stigma.

Furthermore, working in fashion I have told a few of my colleagues recently that I am
asexual. Which has had disastrous results, with terribly rude and invasive questions. I do
not feel there are any safe spaces to come out in, including the LGBTQIA+ community. For
now, I occupy the space in between, where most people assume I am heterosexual, when
in reality I am a queer asexual. It has been hard being closeted for so many years. I feel
that the efforts of Yasmin Benoit in raising awareness have done wonderful things for the
community. Furthermore, seeing Todd in ‘BojJack Horseman’ was also a revelation because
it felt like it gave us permission to exist. I hope the environment changes soon, so I can
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come out in peace, free from discrimination, and help others who have long felt the same
as me feel visible.

However, unfortunately today is not that day.

Kemmie from the United Kingdom

Warning, this story contains: medical trauma, acephobia, queerphobia and compulsory
sexuality.

I realised I was asexual when I was around 13. I didn’'t have the right vocabulary to express
what I was feeling beforehand, but I discovered the word “asexual” and thought it descri-
bed me quite well. I didn’t know that romantic and sexual attraction were different things,
so I was scared that I would be unloved. Five years later, I came out to three of my friends,
telling them that I was asexual. One was very supportive. Another was very angry, saying
that nobody would want me and that it was just a made up thing anyway. The third cut me
out of their life completely. I will never come out to my family, because they openly express
their hatred for anyone who is LGBT, including asexual people, and I cannot risk that. Al-
most every day I see horrible things being said on social media, and as an asexual non-bi-
nary person, it terrifies me to even be out online. I cannot go to my family for support,
because they would definitely cut me off. Even telling my doctor that I'm ace was a mistake.
I took it back as quickly as I could once they started talking to me about whether or not
childhood trauma had an effect, and that maybe seeing a therapist could help. I've seen
members of the LGBT community invalidate my experiences as an asexual person too, so I
feel as though I'm “less-than” because of it. There is no education about asexuality at all. If
there had been, I think I would have accepted myself more growing up. And for those who
aren't asexual, they'd learn what it means to be ace and that it is a real thing.

Bianca from Braazil

Warning, this story contains: acephobia.

I wanted to come out to my mom, because my friend came out as bi to their father and said
it was like the pressure was lifted off their back. So I took my copy of the book ‘Loveless’
and translated lots of parts to my mom, telling the story of Georgia along the way. In the
end I asked what she thought of it and her literal words were “that’s sad”. I never mentio-
ned the sad parts of the book, just the educational ones. And I told her that this is a story
about a girl discovering her sexuality and learning to accept herself. So I just started to cry
and that’s when my mom finally noticed what I was trying to do and said “oh, I felt like that
when I was sixteen, you don’'t need to label yourself”. I answered by saying “what if I want
to label myself” and she responded with “you won't feel that way when you're older”. So I
just went to my room and cried. About my father, I'm not out to him and I know he likes the
TV show House, so he would probably just think that I am sick. To end on a positive note, I
have two friends and both of them really support me. For instance, we share memes about
asexuality all the time.
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SR from Iraqg

I found out about asexuality when I was approximately 14 years old, butI only started iden-
tifying as such at 17. The road to coming to terms with it and accepting it was less difficult
for me than for some other people, but it was long.

I looked at posts about asexuality when I first found out about it, and even though there
were many things I related to, I couldn’t quite let myself take on this identity. It was partially
the thought that I was too young to truly decide, and I guess partially I was in denial that I
wasn't like my allosexual friends.

I couldn’t relate to my friends when they talked about the hot guy they saw at the mall or
about the sexy picture of a celebrity. Because of that, I started thinking that maybe I was a
lesbian; because if I'm not attracted to guys, I must be attracted to girls, at least sexually.
But alas, I was not.

In a heteronormative society, anything that deviates from what'’s ‘normal’ is bad or weird.
As an asexual person, I feel like we are constantly exposed to the propaganda of a straight,
monogamous and sexual relationship, and the idea that sexual and romantic attraction are
one and the same. Despite knowing that this simply isn’t true, internalised aphobia makes
it difficult to completely overcome these ideas. This is partially why it took me three years
to be comfortable identifying as ace.

The way I finally decided to choose this label was through a lengthy discussion with one
of my friends about asexuality and how I might relate to it. She was very supportive and
non-judgmental, and she really helped me accept the label. Thinking back on when I was
younger, there were things which were clear indicators, but I mainly chalked it up to being
young, inexperienced or just different. Finding asexuality was freeing at 14, and allowing
myself to identify as asexual at 17 was even more freeing and relieving.

Despite it being freeing, there are sides to it that are personally a bit difficult, like the loneli-
ness I sometimes feel. No one I know is ace, or even on the ace spectrum, and I don’t have
any online ace friends or mutuals, so I don’t really have anyone to talk to that I could relate
to. The people that I have come out to are very supportive but, even though I shouldn’t feel
like this, I feel like I am burdening them or taking over the conversation when I bring up
being ace.

It gets lonely to be the only ace person in a group of people who are talking about the
sexiest celebrities or the hottest couples, because I just don’t understand what they mean
by it. I can tell when people are pretty, but I will never understand the sexual attraction
that people just casually have. I can't look at someone and think: ‘wow, I want to have sex
with them".

As a young kid I guess that made it difficult for me to relate to my peers; they were talking
about finding cute guys on the beach, but I was there with question marks floating around
in my head as to what they deemed cute and what the criteria were for it. As I grew up, for
years I spent hours upon hours thinking about asexuality; what it would mean for me to
identify as ace, if it would change anything.

I'm 18 now and I've been out for about 7 months, but only to 4 people. I know I can't come
out to my parents or family, mainly because I don’t think they would validate my identity -
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they'd probably deny its existence. I can't come out to a lot of friends either, because most
of them have never been exposed to the LGBTQ+ community properly, so I don’t know how
they would react to me being part of it. It intimidates me when they ask questions about
the LGBTQ+ community, because I don’t know their reactions, because their acceptance
of it affects their acceptance of me, and I don't think I would handle it well if they reacted
badly.

If there’s one thing I would want to improve, it would be to find someone who is also ace,
to share my experiences with, and to turn to when I am surrounded solely by allosexuals.

Maddy from Australia

Warning, this story contains: acephobia and ace exclusionary behaviour.

The first time I came out to people, it was to a group of friends in high school, many of
whom were queer themselves. The first thing they said to me was “you know you're not
LGBT, right?”I hadn’t even mentioned anything to that effect, just that I thoughtI might be
asexual and I was immediately shut down and belittled. I didn’t come out to anyone else for
years after that. I felt so small and alienated in a space that I used to feel safe in.

A Pawn from the United States

Warning, this story contains: conversion therapy, purity culture, religious discrimination,
aphobia, queerphobia, heteronormativity, allonormativity and amatonormativity.

Discovering my asexuality has left me to decide between community and identity. Some
days, I'm not sure which one to pick, and if I have a choice at all.

I have lived my whole life in the heart of the “Mormon Bubble,” referring to that Northern
Utah region dominated by The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-Day Saints. Being raised in
a culture steeped in the Mormon religion severely stunted my understanding of self. From
my youth onwards, my life plan was laid out for me; first dating, then marriage, finally
children and grandchildren. The heteronormative amatonormativity was taught not just as
the norm, but as predestination. So, as a child, I never questioned it. Statements such as
“when you start dating...” and “when you get married...” seemed as unobtrusive as “when
you have breakfast...” or “when you start high school...”

When I finally discovered my asexuality in my third year of university, I was scared. Though
I had struggled with feelings of internal conflict about partnering my whole life, they were
easier to dismiss when I wasn't an adult. Now that I was “eligible”, the reality of my lack of
attraction - and lack of desire for partnership - came into conflict with my religious beliefs,
my family values, and cultural expectations. For a non-partnering aromantic-asexual, a fu-
ture in Mormonism is bleak.

There are few things the Latter-Day Saint Church places more emphasis on than a hetero-
normative family unit. One document, published in 1995 by the Church entitled, “The Fa-
mily: A Proclamation to the World,” is considered as binding as scripture and is literal doctri-
nal canon. The Proclamation does not mince words when stating how it feels about queer



relationships, or abstaining from partnering altogether when it says, “Marriage between
man and woman is essential to His [God’s] eternal plan”. In Mormon doctrine, to reach the
highest part of heaven where you can live with God and His Son, you must be married in a
heterosexual relationship through the church’s sacred marriage ceremony called “sealing”.
If I stay a good Mormon, then I, along with my queer siblings, will be “made straight” in the
next life, where we will be given partners to live the rest of eternity within a heterosexual
companionship. We are taught this as if it is a mercy, and not a slap in the face.

This doctrine leads to Mormonism’s pervasive purity culture. Often, asexual individuals are
left out of the conversation when it comes to purity culture, but it is just as toxic for us as
any other sexual orientation. If “purity” is central to purity culture, then it begs the ques-
tion, purity for what purpose? In Mormonism, purity is directly tied to “saving your virtue
for marriage”. While any sexual activity outside marriage is considered one of the greatest
sins, marriage is the end goal for Mormon purity. As a non-partnering aromantic-asexual,
the whole purpose, the whole plan, is disrupted by my existence.

This is why I remain deep inside the closet. In a family and community culture where LDS
doctrine is everything there is to life, my asexuality is considered nothing more than a
terrible burden. Should my family members find out about my orientation, ecclesiastical
intervention is a guarantee. The church has been known to promote and conduct conversi-
on therapy in the past; I see no reason to think I would be the exception. Even if that didn’t
happen, my asexuality, by doctrinal decree, could never be accepted.

I am fortunate enough to be safely out to two cousins who have wholeheartedly and lo-
vingly embraced my true self, but even in conversations with them the conflict arises. To
be an ally and a Mormon is a paradox. You cannot be one without sacrificing elements of
the other; more often, parts of both are chipped away until only distorted versions are left.
To embrace anything outside the heteronormative, cisnormative, and amatonormative, a
Mormon ally has to reject what is supposed to be direct revelation from God. Perhaps the
incompatibility within Mormon doctrine could be dismissed as what Mormons love to call
“the errors of men”, but these men are supposed to be mouthpieces for Deity. Dismissing
their words as “error” is no small task; ask any Black member of the Church.

There's a recurring argument that says certain orientations, like asexuality, have an easier
time in the wider culture because of their “straight-passing privilege”. I don’t claim to be an
expert on the topic, but I can say that asexual individuals have no such thing in Mormon
culture. The expectation for heteronormative marriage is so essential to Mormonism, that
as a person reaches eligibility, eyes begin to watch. As the years pass, the suspicion will
grow. Effort must be seen, otherwise, the reality becomes plain. There’s a time bomb bu-
ried inside me. When it goes off, everyone will see what I am made of.

I cannot lie forever. Eventually, I must pick who I really am. For now, my mind is set on lea-
ving this religion, though not just for reasons of my orientation. Even if I tried to stay, the
clock is counting down and, eventually, my family will have to learn who I am. Sadly, when I
do this it will be seen as picking between an “immature sin” I refuse to forsake or being with
my family after death. In truth, I will have to pick between being with my family in this life
or living authentically but perhaps alone. To an extent, my family will have to pick between
me or their religion. I have no confidence that I will like their choice, and that scares me.

While I count the days ‘til I must decide between my community, my family, and my identi-
ty; Ilinger in my closet. I do not know who will be on the other side of the door.I hope there
is someone there to greet me. Even so, one day, I will open it.
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Natalia from Russia

The first time I thought “maybe I am asexual” was when I was 14, but I pushed it away be-
cause I thought that I was too young to think about sex and relationships. When I was 16,
I started to look up a lot of information about orientations, because a friend came out as
bisexual. I remember one of our talks. We saw a tweet with some kind of joke or game that
had a list underneath “every person on Twitter has at least one of these points”. So we play-
ed it and when I saw the point “part of LGBTQ+" I was like “I don’t know”. I definitely knew
one thing: I am not straight. I started searching online with the phrase “I am pansexual”,
because I didn’t see any difference in my attraction to any gender. Now I understand that
the reason for the lack of difference is my asexuality and aromanticism.

I don’t have a coming out story, because I never came out to anyone. I'm scared. Asexual
individuals face problems in countries where being LGBTQ+ isn't illegal, but I'm not one
of them. I'm not only scared because of the law in my country, but also how my parents
would react as they know little about gender identities and sexual orientations. They don't
even know the basics. I am trying to change this, but it isn't easy. They have absorbed a lot
of homophobia and I need time to explain everything. So I hope my talks work. They had
never heard about asexuality and aromanticism before I told them. As our relationship isn’t
good either, I don’t think I'm ready to come out to them yet, and I dont think they are ready
either. My friends are a different story. They know a lot about the LGBTQ+ community and
aren't homophobic, but asexuality is different. I have a lot of fears about their reactions. I'm
so afraid that they are aphobic or won't take it seriously. I'm afraid that they will disappoint
me and that it will be the end of our friendship. So definitely not fun. Well, they are really
cool and have never disappointed me, but I'm still scared.

I needed someone to talk to as it’s very difficult to deal with all the aroace stuff alone. So-
metimes I just cry. So I've made a second Twitter account where I write about aromanticism
(we use the format “as *name of orientation or movement* I forbid”, followed by stereo-
types or different bullshit about *name*. As there were already accounts about asexuali-
ty, I made one about aromanticism). It helped me find people I can talk to. We share our
experiences and just understand each other. I know there are sites with “communities” on
them like AVEN or AUREA, but I don't feel confident enough to write there. So I only read
discussions on them and think things like same, same, oh cool, I also have this experience.
Sometimes I hate my fear, and I always hate my country’s laws and level of LGBTQ+-pho-
bia. Sometimes I cry because I feel powerless. But doing some kind of activism on Twitter,
helping people learn about who they are, and making aces and aros more visible means I'm
not powerless. So I am not powerless despite the thoughts in my mind.

I want rights. I want to feel free to talk to people about my orientation. I want there to be
more education about the community. I want more aces and aros to be visible.



Arshley from Canada

I don't know if I have much of a story to tell... I guess I could start at the beginning: the
documentary (A)sexual. I had watched that documentary two years prior to “rediscovering”
asexuality. At the time, I shrugged it off. I thought: yeah, that can apply to them but it could
never apply to me! I had erected a wall of denial and convinced myself that I “just hadn’t
found the right one yet.” Two years after watching the documentary for the first time, I
was sitting at my computer and suddenly had a realization, a eureka moment: out of all of
my former high school friends, I was the only one who had never dated anyone. Not only
that, but I had absolutely no interest in dating either. Perhaps it was coincidence or irony,
but I was on YouTube and one of the videos recommended to me was one about asexuality
created by Ash Hardell (their three-part series on the ace & aro spectra and communities).
To make a long story short, after a great deal of research (and persistent denial), I finally ac-
cepted my AroAce identity. However, although my sister and friends are very accepting of
me, I don’t think I'll ever come out to my parents or anyone else in my family. Even though
their persistent comments on the fact that I am still single get on my nerves. They're all
religious to some extent and hold very anti-queer attitudes and beliefs that they aren't
afraid to express whenever the occasion presents itself... Despite this, I am so thankful that
I found aromanticism and asexuality! I can now understand myself better and am so proud
to be part of these communities!

Ariel from Brazil

Warning, this story contains: compulsory sexuality.

I spent my teen years questioning myself until I was exhausted. I couldn’t know for sure if
it was a phase, if I was ill, or if I was just imagining things. I remember listening to friends
talking to each other about masturbating while thinking about someone and it didn't make
sense to me. In fact, when masturbation came up, there were either people laughing be-
cause they assumed I did it, or there were people who really knew me and pitied me for
being too much of an innocent, pure saint of a teenager. That sparked something in me,
some sort of anger. At some point my mind decided that it was easier to accept that I was
just a straight and broken person and that I would grow out of it. When I went to college,
I met people who were weirded out by my reactions to their very explicit sexual language.
So I tried to expose myself to it to see if I could cure myself somehow, which didn't happen.
What did happen was that I discovered that I was ace, then gray-ace, which snowballed to
bi, enby, and maybe aro. I'm fairly okay with being queer nowadays, but being both trans
and ace brought me a lot of anxiety at first. I hope one day questioning teens will feel safer
than closeted me. I wrote a paper on David Jay in school and yet forgot how revolutionary
queerness could be. I hope teens will know sex doesn’t make anyone more mature, that not
feeling sexual attraction doesn’t mean they're broken, and that they’ll grow up just fine like
everyone else. Asexual teens are forever valid.
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J.L. Mellor from the United States

Warning, this story contains: queerphobic language.

Growing up I got crushes on boys, like most girls do. Just mild childish crushes where I just
wanted to be friends with them, and maybe hold hands. Nothing big. But when I was 13, it
just stopped. I was no longer interested in any of the boys. I didn't know why it just turned
off. Because of that I wondered if maybe I actually liked girls. But the thought of doing any-
thing remotely physical with a girl grossed me out. I didn’t want to hold hands with or kiss
a girl, and I wasn't curious about how girls had sex. Confused as I was, Ifigured that maybe
I was a late bloomer, and my interest would eventually turn back on.

Luckily, I was able to worm myself out of conversations about boys at school or at sleepo-
vers. Most just assumed I was this goth cynic who was not into the notion of love. I was fine
with that. It was the ones who thought that maybe I was just naive/clueless and thought
they’d break me out of my shell that got to me. They would watch any interaction I had with
boys with rapt attention. If the boys were nice to me or we held a conversation, it was seen
as the potential start of a relationship. Most of the time, this effort was wasted. I went on
two dates in high school (a Halloween dance and prom), and I didn't feel like I really missed
out on anything.

Home used to be my safe space, because my sisters were so much younger than me and
didn't care about my lack of love life. But when they hit puberty, they did care. So they
would leave me alone if I had a guy friend over, I would use him as a stand-in boyfriend so
they wouldn't worry. But then I met a guy who I became friends with. We could talk about
a wide range of subjects and I liked spending time with him. When he proposed to me, I
thought about it long and hard before agreeing to marry him. I figured I'd never be bored
with him, he was a nice sweet guy, and he never tried to push me into anything physical. So
I thought even if sex wasn't on the table, it would still be a good relationship. So I thought
maybe my desire (as limited as it was), just turned on at 23 instead of 13.

At some point I found an app where you play as a bisexual woman with love interests that
are male, female and non-binary. It helped me confirm that I wasn't interested in girls. But
one character identified as demisexual, and I'd never heard of that term before.Iwas going
to do a piece of artwork, and wanted to see if they had their own flag. They do, and I read
the description and thought: that sounds like me. Wow. This explains so much. I'm sharing
this because as far as I understand, demisexual falls under the asexual umbrella, but I still
don’t know whatIam.

My husband has been really supportive, and I think he’s relieved about this revelation. I ha-
ven't told anyone else. Parts of the USA are different, but the part where I live is homopho-
bic and transphobic. People believe that God made you the way you are, that any non-hete-
rosexual urges are to be fought so that you can prove you are stronger than the devil who
would exploit those weaknesses, and that the key to eternal happiness is to marry and have
a heterosexual marriage with children. All things that would make an asexual person feel
broken for not caring about some of those things. Asexuality wasn't even acknowledged as
something people can be. I had to get the information from Google.
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S. de Gréece

Avertissement de contenu : rhétorique acephobe, mentions de relations sexuelles.

Je savais depuis tres jeune que je n'étais pas conforme aux standards hétéronormatifs de
la société. Pendant 6 ans, j'ai cherché I'étiquette qui me conviendrait le mieux, mais je ne
me suis jamais senti.e 100% moi-méme. A de nombreuses reprises, y a eu de la pression,
il fallait que j'ai des rapports sexuels avec quelqu’un.e pour voir comment c'était. J'ai eu
beaucoup de relations ou je me sentais mal a l'aise, parce qu'iels demandaient du contact
physique, alors que je voulais seulement des célins et des bisous. Plusieurs fois, iels ont eu
I'impression que notre relation était plus platonique que romantique, méme si je savais au
fond de moi que ce n'était pas ce qu'iels voulaient. Aprés ma derniere séparation, il y a un
an, je me suis assis.e et j'ai réfléchi a ce qui n‘allait pas. Lorsque j'étais jeune, je disais que
j'étais asexuel.le, mais j'ai été convaincu.e, méme par mon cercle d’ami.e.s qu'il fallait “es-
sayer d'avoir des rapports sexuels pour voir”. Et bien non... Je n'avais pas besoin de le faire
pour savoir que je suis asexuel.le.

Luna du Brésil

J'ai réalisé tres tard que j'étais asexuelle. La premiére fois que j'ai remarqué que quelque
chose semblait étrange est la premiere fois que j'ai embrassé un garcon. Tout le monde
racontait se sentir euphorique et tout, mais moi je ne ressentais rien du tout. Lors de mes
relations suivantes, c'était la méme chose et lorsque j'avais I'impression que nous allions
franchir une étape, je me sentais mal a l'aise, malade, j’'arrétais et ensuite c’'était la rupture.
Je détestais le fait que je finissais par blesser, non seulement moi-méme, mais également
ces garcons que j'appréciais sincerement. Tres longtemps, j'ai eu I'impression que quelque
chose n'allait pas avec moi et je détestais juste ca. Enfin, aprées avoir fait des recherches sur
ce que je ressentais, essayant de donner un sens a tout ¢a, j'ai trouvé le mot asexualité.
C'était un tel soulagement d’apprendre que je n'étais pas seule dans mon ressenti et que
je n'étais pas cassée a cause de ca. Maintenant, j'ai une communauté ou je peux parler a
des gens comme moi et, heureusement, j'ai des ami.e.s qui me comprennent. Mais jusqu’a
présent, je n'ai pas pu dire un mot de tout ¢a a ma famille, par peur de ce qu'ils pourraient
dire ou faire. Je ne suis pas sur.e de pouvoir un jour faire un coming out, mais j'espere pou-
voir trouver le courage d'étre moi-méme et de ne plus avoir a mentir sur ces sujets-la avec
elleux. Je ne peux qu'espérer que le jour viendra et que ca ne leur posera pas de probléme
et qu’ils m'aimeront malgré tout.

A.M. du Canada

Avertissement de contenu : coercition, agression sexuelle, viol correctif, thérapie de conver-
sion et acephobie.

Mon questionnement sur mon orientation sexuelle a commencé lorsque j'avais 14 ans. Je
venais de rompre avec mon premier petit ami et je me suis fait la réflexion que je ne res-
sens pas beaucoup d'attirance physique pour lui, alors que je ressentais bien une attirance
romantique. Pendant un moment, j'ai mis ¢a de c6té en me disant que ¢a viendrait avec
le temps, mais je n'ai simplement jamais commencé a ressentir ces sentiments. Lorsque



j'ai fait un coming out a ma mere, elle m'a envoyé consulter en psychologie. Mes docteurs
m’'ont dit que “je n‘acceptai pas bien ma féminité” et ma meére leur a dit spécifiquement
“elle pense qu'elle est asexuelle” lorsqu’elle leur a parlé. Cela m'a beaucoup fait douter de
moi et je me suis demandé si j'avais un probleme médical. Ce n'est que lorsque j'ai rompu
avec mon deuxieme petit ami que j'ai réalisé que ce n'était pas quelque chose qui allait se
passer pour moi. Il avait essayé de me faire apprécier certaines choses a travers ... hum...
le toucher et des méthodes pas trés a cheval sur le consentement. Il avait pris de la fierté
dans sa tentative de me “rendre zedsexuelle”, c'est a dire non-asexuelle, mais je n'étais tout
simplement pas attiré par lui physiquement. Je n'ai jamais été attirée physiquement par qui
que ce soit et il m'a fallu beaucoup d’introspection et de bienveillance afin d'arriver main-
tenant a ce point. C'est bien dommage qu'il y ait autant d’histoires comme la mienne et
mon seul souhait pour les autres jeunes aces est qu’iels comprennent leurs limites et qu'ils
comprennent qu'iels n‘ont pas a changer, pour aucune raison. J'espéere que vous dites non
lorsque c'est nécessaire et que vous réalisez que vous ne devriez pas étre dans une position
ou vous étes inconfortables ou laisser les gens vous faire tout ce qu'iels veulent afin d'étre
dans une relation aimante. C'est okay d'étre ace et c'est okay d'avoir des limites, méme si
les autres pensent que ces limites sont un peu étranges. Restez fortEs et puissantEs, ma
famille d’aces !! <3

Carol du Brésil

Avertissement de contenu : aphobie, thérapie de conversion, abus par un professionnel de
santé, impératif a I’'hétérosexualité, impératif a la sexualité et amatonormativité.

Mon histoire commence lorsque javais 15 ans et que jai appris l'existence de l'asexualité
sur Internet. Je me suis identifié.e comme aroace immédiatement et je n'ai pas pensé que
les gens auraient vraiment un probléme avec ca. Je I'ai dit a certaines personnes avec qui je
trainais a I'école et pour iels c'était ok. Je pensais que les autres n‘auraient pas de probleme
non plus, mais l'année suivante jai entendu quelqu'un.e dire que c'était une maladie. J'ai
décidé de rester discréete et de n'en parler qu'a celleux dont je suis proche et avec qui je me
sens a laise.

Mon cauchemar a commencé quelques années plus tard lorsque jai fait une dépression
et commencé a voir une psychologue. Les relations n‘avaient jamais été un probleme pour
moi, mais elle continuait a insister qu'il fallait que je trouve quelqu’un-e (un homme), que je
me marie et que j'aie des enfants. Un jour, elle a appris mon asexualité et elle a dit qu'une
chose pareille n'existait pas et qu'elle allait me soigner. Jai juste laissé tomber. Personne
ne sait pourquoi, les quelques personnes a qui j'en ai parlé n'ont pas trouvé que c’était un
probléme qu'un-e psychologue essaye de forcer quelqu'un-e de changer d'orientation (a)
sexuelle.
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Mariam d’Inde

Avertissement de contenu : agression sexuelle, contact physique non-consensuel, rhétho-
rique acephobe, viol conjugal, violences psychologiques, violences conjugales et mariage
forcé.

Comment peut-on savoir si on est asexuel-le avant de connaitre la sexualité ? J'ai 34 ans et
j'ai réalisé ca récemment.

J'avais décidé de ne pas me marier. Comme vous le savez dans la culture indienne nous, en
particulier les filles, n'avons pas le droit de décision sur le mariage, ni quand, ni avec qui. J'ai
été forcée et comme j'ai protesté, la situation s'est aggravée. Mes parents m'ont harcelé et
agressé, j'ai été emprisonnée au domicile familial et accusée d'étre arrogante et de rejeter
des demandes en mariage. La vérité c’est que je n'avais rejeté personne, parce que j'étais
contrainte et tourmentée sans méme étre protestataire. J'étais initialement préte a me ma-
rier, comme je ressentais que j'étais un fardeau pour mes parents. ¢a s'est passé de mes 21
a mes 25 ans, une série d'incidents.

Ici les filles peuvent étre agressées par n'importe qui et c'est glorifié dans la culture (j'ai
méme été moquée par des ami-e ‘s pendant ma scolarité et mes études comme étant a la
ramasse, parce que j'étais ignorante de ce dont les gens de mon age discutaient - I'amouir,
la romance, le sexe et peut-&tre davantage). A 26 ans, jai été mariée aprés tout un tas
d’incidents dramatiques. Ce jour-la, il (marié tard d'apres le systéme indien) était tellement
enthousiaste et il jouait avec mon corps comme s'il avait regu un jouet. Alors qu'échapper
a I'enfer était la seule raison pour laquelle j'avais signé mon contrat de mariage, c’'était une
autre forme de torture - j'avais encore plus le coeur brisé. Il m'a violé dans cette maison la
et lorsqu’il a recommencé la méme chose le jour suivant dans une auberge qu’‘on avait ré-
servée, j'ai hurlé pour que des gens puissent venir me sauver de lui, mais en vain. Plusieurs
jours, je suis restée allongée comme un cadavre, pensant que les rapports sexuels étaient
un devoir, se faire violer. S'il avait jamais regardé mon visage, les yeux, il aurait pu réaliser,
mais il n'a jamais...

J'ai commencé a devenir déprimée et j'étais en colére contre mes parents, contre notre cul-
ture, les membres de ma famille, les ami-e-s et j'ai commencé a garder de la distance avec
elleux. Plus tard, j'ai commencé a ressentir du dégodt lorsqu’il me touchait, j'étais mal a
I'aise a ce point-la. Les années ont passé... Mes parents, pour me soutenir financiérement,
m’ont donné un immeuble pour lancer une entreprise. Alors que je voulais commencer un
studio de dance ou de fitness, comme mon choix n'était pas pris en compte, j'ai été forcée
de commencer une institution de coaching, pour laquelle je devais travailler seule, de petite
main a professeur, de manager a femme-a-tout-faire, jour et nuit (en plus de ¢a, afin d'avoir
davantage de revenus j'ai entrepris deux autres projets en plus). Mon soi-disant mari par-
fait, qui était égoiste, machiste, un hypocrite, un pervers qui n‘avait jamais essayé de me
convaincre, mais voulait utiliser mon corps pour son bonheur, m'a jugé comme si j'avais une
liaison clandestine. Sans aucun argumentaire, il m‘a renvoyé a la maison de mes parents.

J'ai été ignorée lorsque j'ai tenté de prouver mon innocence et j'ai été traumatisé menta-
lement, ce qui a aussi affecté mon travail. Plus tard, j'ai commencé a me demander pour-
quoi il y a eu autant de violence sexuelle alors que je n'étais pas intéressée sexuellement.
Pourquoi est-ce que j'ai été torturée, violée et le reste ? Puis j'ai entendu parler de l'asexu-
alité - j'ai fait des recherches sur Google, YouTube, Facebook et je pouvais m'identifier aux
expériences qui sont partagées dans la communauté asexuelle sur les réseaux sociaux.
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Maintenant je suis séparée de lui apres plus de huit ans de mariage. Maintenant je veux
travailler pour celleux qui sont silencié-e's et opprimé-e's dans cette communauté et pour
les enfants.

Merci.

Ziba des Etats-Unis

Avertissements de contenue : agression sexuelle, contact physique non-consensuel et rhétho-
rique acephobe.

En grandissant, je suis toujours partie du principe que jétais une fille hétérosexuelle. Quand
je disais que j'étais hétérosexuelle, il y avait toujours quelque chose qui ne collait pas vrai-
ment. Ado, je savais que je n‘aimais pas les filles, mais jaimais pas complétement les hom-
mes non plus. J'ai seulement eu des béguins pour trois hommes au cours de ma vie et, a
chaque fois, toutes mes pensées étaient dévouées a cette personne pendant au moins un
an.

Je suis une version pessimiste de la romantique invétérée. Au collége, tous les autres res-
sentaient du désir sexuel et savait beaucoup de choses sur le sexe, mais personne ne me
disait rien. En tant que femme racisée dans une école entierement blanche, qui était har-
celée par tous les garcons de |'école, je ne comprenais pas la vraie attirance romantique
ou sexuelle. Comme aucun-e de mes ami-e's ne parlait de sexe, je ne savais méme pas que
d'autres personnes ressentaient de l'attirance sexuelle ou savaient ce qu'était le sexe. Je n‘ai
appris ce que c'est qu'une relation sexuelle que lorsque jai lu des fanfictions a 14 ans.

Une fois que je suis arrivée au lycée en seconde, j'ai enfin ressenti mon premier béguin pour
un garcon. Je pensais qu'il m'appréciait aussi. Je n‘ai jamais rencontré de mec qui pour de
vrai m'appréciait et voulait &tre mon ami. Mes sentiments pour lui n'ont jamais été sexuels
et ma libido était inexistante, malgré le fait que j'étais ado. Aprés un moment ou rien ne
s'est passé et ou on a plus rien trouvé a se dire, jai rencontré quelqu'un d'autre. Appelons
le Mason. Mason est la personne qui prenait le plus soin de moi, on a commencé a sortir
ensemble et j'ai compris que cet homme avait une libido élevée. C'est rapidement devenu
un probléeme. Il m'a dis que c'était normal que les filles se masturbent, regarde de la porno-
graphie, etc., mais je n‘ai jamais compris pourquoi quelqu’un-e voudrait faire ¢a. Pendant
tres longtemps, j'ai pensé que le mythe comme quoi les garcons voulaient plus de sexe que
les filles était vrai. Au bout d'un moment, il s'est mis en colére et la relation est devenue
sexuellement et émotionnellement abusive. Aprés 8 longs mois de relation, je I'ai enfin quit-
té, lui et le plus grand traumatisme de ma vie. Méme s'il m'a fait faire des actes sexuels, je
n‘ai jamais eu des relations sexuelles a proprement parler avec lui, et j'étais contente de ¢a.

Je me suis demandé si j'étais ace ou pas a ce moment-la. Je me suis dis que non parce qu'une
amie m'a dit qu'elle avait ressenti la méme chose apres étre partie d'une relation difficile et
elle, elle n'était pas ace. Maintenant j'ai 18 ans et je suis a la fac. Etre seule pendant le con-
finement m'a donné trop de temps seule et trop de temps pour penser, réfléchir a ma vie.
J'ai commencé a ressentir de la culpabilité détre vierge a 18 ans. Jétais dégoltée avec moi-
méme de ne pas avoir de relations sexuelles, mais au fond de moi je ne voulais pas avoir
de relations sexuelles. C'était un combat permanent dans mon esprit pendant des mois. A
travers ce combat, je n‘avais pas de libido ou d'envie de sexe, je voulais juste me libérer de
I'étiquette « vierge ». Je déteste cette étiquette. Elle a été utilisée afin de se moquer et de
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rabaisser les autres, alors qu'elle n'a aucune importance, biologiquement parlant. Malgré
ce que les gens disent, les gens vierges et les gens pas vierge se comportent de la méme
maniere.

Il y a quelques semaines, j'ai enfin accepté le fait que je suis asexuelle. Au début, j'ai pensé
que je m'étais convaincue que je n'étais que demisexuelle, mais j'ai rapidement réalisé que
I'étiquette ne me convenait pas. Je suis asexuelle hétéroromantique. Je ne l'ai dis qu'a quel-
ques ami-e's et a des gens sur Internet. Je m'en fiche un peu si les gens l'apprennent, mais
je ne vais pas faire de coming-out a mes parents pour le moment. Jai un béguin sur un
nouveau mec. On ne s'est pas rencontré-e-s en personne pour l'instant et j'ai peur de ce qu'il
va dire lorsqu'il va comprendre que je suis ace. Si il a un probléme avec ¢a, je saurais qu'il
n'est pas la bonne personne pour moi. D'ici la, je porterais ma bague noir sur le majeur de la
main droite tous les jours, juste au cas ou si une personne le remarquerait et dirait coucou.

T. de Singapour

Avertissements de contenue : aphobie, consommation de produits et discrimination envers
les personnes célibataires.

Alors je suis un-e asexuel-le panromantique AFAB, entre indifférent-e et révulsé-e par le
sexe. J'ai été dans le déni de mon asexualité pendant l'essentiel de ma jeunesse et ce n'est
que récemment a 25 ans que jai accepté le fait que je suis asexuel-le. Il y a cette croyance
commune que les personnes AFAB ont tendance a ne pas étre sexuel-le's avant d’avoir des
relations sexuelles et j'ai pensé que peut-étre si je rencontrais une personne qui m'attirait,
je réaliserais que je n'étais pas asexuel-le. Jai passé une bonne partie de ma vingtaine a
m’‘amuser et flirter outrageusement avec des gens que je connaissais a peine mais que je
trouvais attirant-e-s. Je voulais simplement me sentir normal-e et aprés deux ruptures parce
gu'on me jugeait froid-e et indifférent-e, je voulais vraiment juste sentir que je n'étais pas
la personne en tort et que je pouvais mettre en place de l'intimité physique. Je pensais tou-
jours que c'était peut-étre mes ex-es qui étaient hypersexuel-les et que leur enthousiasme
me refroidissait... Mais j'ai rapidement appris que peu importe le genre... tout le monde
apprécie vraiment l'intimité.

Quand jai eu 21 ans, jlai rencontré une personne que je trouvais tres attirante. Je n‘avais
pas emballé ou embrassé personne depuis 7 ans a ce moment-la et j'ai pensé que mon
moment était peut-&tre venu. J'ai senti une grosse boule de dégo(t qui essayait de sortir de
ma gorge et j'ai su que ce n'était pas la faute de l'autre personne. Tout a coup, les doutes
et vulnérabilités de mes ex-es me sont revenus a l'esprit et jai su a ce moment-la que je ne
voulais pas qu'un mec beau comme ¢a ressente la méme chose. J'ai avalé mon vomi et je ne
I'ai jamais revu. La méme nuit, j'ai arrété de flirter dans tous les sens, mais je me suis mis-e
a boire et fumer pour calmer mes anxiétés et mon déni. A mesure que je vieillis, 'envie de
petits-enfants de ma grand-mere se renforce. Je n‘ai fait de coming out a aucun membre
des générations plus agées de ma famille et je ne sais pas si iels me croiraient de toute ma-
niére. Je viens aussi d'une famille musulmane, donc admettre que jai eu pas mal d'intimité
physique avec des hommes et des femmes c'est clair que ¢a en contrarierait plusieurs.

Parfois je regarde mes ami-e's demisexuel-le‘s et grayaces et je ne peux pas mempécher
d'étre un peu envieuse. Je voudrais pouvoir apprécier les bisous et les calins - et peut-étre
parfois du sexe, ou au moins ne pas ressentir d'attirance romantique, mais c'est comme ¢a.
Je prévois aussi de vivre seul-e, mais les prix de immobilier sont ridicules a Singapour et il

59



faut avoir 35 ans pour pouvoir acheter un logement quand on est célibataire. Jespere que
je pourrais vivre dans une belle maison un jour, avec un iguane de compagnie. Je ne pense
jamais a faire un coming out en tant qu’ace a aucun des membres plus agés de ma famille,
mais ce serait bien qu'iels sachent que je ne suis pas superficielle et que c'est simplement
mon orientation sexuelle qui complique le fait de maintenir une relation pour moi.

Ashe du Mexique

Avertissements de contenue : abus d’autorité médicale, acephobie et mention de viol correc-

tif.

Dans mon pays, étre ace, queer ou en général faire partie de la communauté LGBTQ+ est
dangereux. Je ne veux pas le minimiser. C'est un endroit magnifique. En revanche, la culture
du viol et l'objectification sexuelle sont partout, méme dans les blagues banales. En tant
qu'ace, le probléme c'est que parfois les gens ne comprennent pas que je blague, mais que
je ne participe pas, que je regarde mais que « ¢a me chauffe » pas et parfois les gens ne
voient pas la différence. « Mais on ne dirait pas que tu es un-e saint-e-nitouche abstinent-e
» (bah j'en suis pas un-e, je suis ace, pas abstinent-e et certainement pas un-e saint-e).

Il'y a le harcélement de rue, les gens peuvent dire que « tu l'as bien cherché » a cause de la
maniére dont tu as décidé de t'habiller ou parce que tu as été gentil-le avec elleux. Heureu-
sement je ne suis pas tres sociable, mais la maniere dont je m’habille ou je me comporte ne
veut pas dire que j'essaye d'allumer quelgqu'un-e. Jai de la chance de ne pas avoir été agres-
sé-e sexuellement parce que je suis ace, mais c'est aussi parce que je fais trés attention et
ca ne devrait pas étre nécessaire. C'est aussi une combinaison avec le climat social qui me
rends dingue, mais qui memplit aussi d'impuissance.

Quelques ami-e's proches a qui j'ai essayé de faire un coming out m'ont dit « je ne te crois
pas », « ¢ca doit étre a cause d’'un traumatisme », « tu vas trouver lae bon'ne » ou « oh, je
pourrais essayer de te faire changer d'avis » (beurk !), des phrases que la plupart des aces
ont entendues. Le pire c'était quand des enseignant-e-s ont parlé de sexe comme d'un be-
soin biologique et nié les autres orientations sexuelles et identités de genre (je suis pan,
ace et agenre), sans que je puisse pouvoir dire quoi que ce soit, parce que je serai moqué-e
et possiblement mis-e en danger. Jai eu de la chance d’avoir au moins un-e partenaire avec
laequel-le je suis complétement out et certain-e's ami-e's aces ou queers avec qui jai pu en
parler librement. lels comprennent (et parfois méme iels oublient aussi, mais j'imagine que
c'est ok).

Les docteurs, en particulier les gynécologistes et les dermatologues, ne m'ont pas cru lors-
que j'ai dis que j'étais vierge, iels ont insisté, « c'est pas vrai », « on ne peut pas vous donner
de traitement (pour 'acné) si vous mentez », mais je ne mentais pas et c’était humiliant. J'ai
peur d'aller voir lae gynécologue a cause de ¢ca, comme j'ai un age ou il faut que jaille faire
une visite de contrdle et que je n‘ai pas eu de relations sexuelles et j'ai peur qu'iels soient
pas tres prévenant-e-s, trop dur-e-s ou me fasse culpabiliser alors que je n‘ai rien fait de mal.
Mon ex-petit ami, lui, était abstinent et religieux. Jai I'impression détre un aimant a person-
nes religieuses. Je lui ai dis clairement que je n'aurais pas d’enfants ou de contact sexuel.Il a
dit que ¢a lui allait, mais apres il a insisté, voulait qu'on se marie pour qu'il puisse avoir des
enfants. Plus tard, il a « accepté » de se contenter d'adopter, mais je ne voulais pas d'enfants
tout court et l'avait dit clairement des le début. Je pense qu'il est parti du principe qu'il allait
me changer et m'évangéliser, parce que j'étais « pur-e » a ses yeux et franchement, j'ai res-
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senti ca comme une trahison.

Jai 'impression que beaucoup me voient comme un enfant, a cause de mon manque d’in-
térét pour le sexe, mon absence d'attirance et mes convictions fermes dans ce que je veux.
Mes convictions n‘aident pas, méme si elles ne sont pas liées directement a mon asexualité.
Mais je veux que les gens le sachent : je ne suis pas un enfant, je ne suis pas un- saint-e, je
ne suis pas abstinent-e ou pur-e ou un-e menteureuse. Je ne suis simplement pas attiré-e
sexuellement par qui que ce soit et si je m'ouvre a elleux, c'est parce que je leur dis la vérité
et c'est juste une petite partie de qui je suis.

Ruben des Pays-Bas

Avertissements de contenue : Aphobie, obscénités, mentions de relations sexuelles.

Par chance, jai compris que jétais ace assez jeune. Un peu plus tard et jaurais pu faire
tout un tas de conneries parce que jaurais penseé que j'avais besoin d'apprécier le sexe. Les
discussions sur ce qu'il fallait avoir sur une femme me mettaient trés mal a l'aise et le jeu «
baise, épouse ou assassine » avait deux options que je considérais mauvaises. Mais je pen-
sais qu'il fallait que je le fasse. Tous les autres mecs semblaient vraiment aimer ca et je ne
voulais pas étre le seul a étre différent.

Mais un membre de ma famille a fait un coming out en tant qu'asexuelle. Pas a moi direc-
tement, mais tout le monde en parlait et iels disaient que ce n'était tout simplement pas
possible a cause de 'évolution et tout ca. Cest a ce moment la que jai enfin appris ce que
c'était. Je ne savais pas avant, alors jai fait des recherches. Et je ne comprenais pas pourquoi
personne ne m'en avait jamais parlé. C'était quelque chose de trés important, puisque jétais
sur le point de faire des choses que jallais vraiment regretter, juste pour étre percu comme
« normal ».

Des mois plus tard, lorsque jai commencé a en parler a certain-e's de mes ami-e-s proches,
iels faisaient des blagues la-dessus. Je faisais des blagues de cul assez souvent, parce que
globalement l'idée me semblait marrante. Iels ont dit que j'étais « une personne treés sexu-
elle » ou m'ont posé des questions personnelles trés étranges comme « tu te masturbes
du coup ? » et « comment tu peux savoir si tu n‘as jamais essayé ? » Ce a quoi j'ai répondu
« est ce que tu as essayé de te foutre un cactus dans le cul, bah sinon tu peux pas savoir si
tu aimeras ou pas ». Méme plus tard, lorsque je leur ai dit que j'étais biromantique, parce
que je veux juste faire des calins, iels ont répondu « mais tu es asexuel, non ? » Et quand
jai essayé de leur expliquer la différence, iels débattaient de mon identité, comme si iels la
comprenaient vraiment bien.

Je n'ai toujours rien dit a ma famille, a part a la personne ace, parce que jai entendu ce
qu'iels disaient sur elle. Qu'elle n'avait pas encore eu la bonne bite (DIRE CA A SA SCEUR ?7??).
Ca m'a mis super mal a l'aise et je ne pense pas que je pourrais faire un coming out dans
une famille comme ca.



Arshley du Canada

Je ... je ne sais pas si j'ai vraiment une histoire a raconter... Je suppose que je pourrais com-
mencer par le début : le documentaire (A)sexual. J'avais regardé ce documentaire deux
ans avant de « redécouvrir » l'asexualité. A I'époque, j'avais rejeté le message du film. Je
pensais, « Oui, ¢a peut s'appliquer a eux, mais ¢a ne pourrait jamais s'appliquer a moi ! »
Je m'étais érigé un mur de déni et j'étais convaincue que « je n‘avais pas encore trouve la
bonne personne ». Deux ans apres avoir regardé le documentaire pour la premiere fois,
j'étais assise devant mon ordinateur et j'ai soudainement eu une réalisation, un moment
euréka : de tous mes anciens amis du secondaire, j'étais la seule a n'étre jamais sortie avec
qui que ce soit. Non seulement ¢a, mais l'idée de sortir avec quelqu’un ne m'intéressait pas
du tout. C'était peut-étre une coincidence ou purement ironique, mais j'étais sur YouTube
et 'une des vidéos qui m’était recommandée en était une sur I'asexualité créée par Ash
Hardell (sa série en trois parties sur les spectres et les communautés ace et aro). Pour faire
court, aprés de nombreuses recherches (et un déni persistant), j'ai finalement accepté mon
identité aroace. Cependant, méme si ma sceur et mes amis m'acceptent telle que je suis, je
ne pense pas que je ferai un jour mon coming out a mes parents ou d'autres personnes de
ma famille méme si leurs commentaires persistants sur le fait que je suis encore et toujours
célibataire m'agacent. Ils sont tous religieux dans une certaine mesure et ont des attitudes
et des croyances tres anti-queer qu'ils n‘ont pas peur d’exprimer chaque fois que I'occasion
se présente... Malgré tout, je suis tellement reconnaissante d’avoir trouvé les communau-
tés aromantique et asexuelle ! Je peux maintenant mieux me comprendre en tant que per-
sonne et je suis si fiere de faire partie de ces communautés !
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Luna aus Brasilien

Ich habe erst sehr spat gemerkt, dass ich asexuell bin. Das erste Mal, dass ich merkte,
dass sich etwas seltsam anfuhlte, war, als ich zum ersten Mal einen Jungen kusste. Alle
beschrieben, dass sie sich euphorisch fuhlten usw., aber ich fuhlte Uberhaupt nichts. Bei
meinen nachsten Beziehungen war es genauso und immer wenn es sich so anfuhlte, als
wurden wir einen Schritt weitergehen, fuhlte ich mich unwohl und krank, also hérte ich auf
und wir machten Schluss. Ich hasste es, dass ich am Ende nicht nur mich selbst verletzte,
sondern auch diese Typen, die ich eigentlich sehr mochte. Ich hatte lange Zeit das Gefuhl,
dass etwas mit mir nicht stimmt, und ich habe es einfach gehasst. Dann, nachdem ich
endlich nachgeschlagen hatte, was ich fuhlte und versuchte, mir einen Reim auf alles zu
machen, fand ich das Wort Asexualitat. Es war so eine Erleichterung herauszufinden, dass
ich mit diesem Geflhl nicht allein war und dass ich daran nicht zerbrochen war. Jetzt habe
ich eine Gemeinschaft, in der ich mit Leuten wie mir reden kann, und zum Gluck habe ich
Freund:innen, die mich verstehen. Aber bis jetzt konnte ich meiner Familie noch kein Wort
davon sagen, aus Angst davor, was sie sagen oder tun kénnten. Ich bin mir nicht sicher,
ob ich eines Tages in der Lage sein werde, mich zu outen, aber ich hoffe, dass ich den Mut
finden kann, ich selbst zu sein und sie nicht mehr Uber diese Dinge anzulugen. Ich kann
nur hoffen, dass dieser Tag kommen wird, und dass sie damit einverstanden sind und mich
trotzdem lieben werden.

A.M. aus Kanada

Inhaltshinweis: diese Geschichte enthiilt Themen wie Nétigung, sexuelle Ubergriffe, Ver-
gewaltigung als Abhilfe Konversionsversuche und Acefeindlichkeit.

Ich begann meine sexuelle Identitat in Frage zu stellen, als ich 14 war. Ich hatte mich ge-
rade von meinem ersten Freund getrennt und ich hatte uber die Tatsache nachgedacht,
dass ich keine grolRe kérperliche Anziehung zu ihm verspurte, obwohl ich mich sehr zu ihm
hingezogen fuhlte. Eine Zeit lang habe ich es als “zu spat gezundet” abgetan, aber diese
Gefuhle haben bei mir einfach nie angefangen. Als ich mich meiner Mutter gegenuber
geoutet habe, hat sie mich in eine Therapie gesteckt. Die Arzt:iinnen sagten mir, dass ich
“nicht zu meiner Weiblichkeit passe” und meine Mutter sagte im Gesprach mit ihnen aus-
drucklich, dass “sie denkt, sie sei ein Ass”. Das verursachte eine Menge Selbstzweifel und
ich fragte mich, ob ich eine Krankheit hatte. Erst, als ich mich von meinem zweiten Freund
trennte, wurde mir klar, dass das fur mich nicht in Frage kommt. Er versuchte, mich durch...
ahm... Berihrungen und nicht sehr einvernehmliche Methoden dazu zu bringen, bestimm-
te Dinge zu mdgen. Er war stolz darauf, zu versuchen, mich “sexuell zu machen”, aber ich
fuhlte mich einfach nicht kérperlich zu ihm hingezogen. Ich habe mich nie zu jemandem
koérperlich hingezogen geflihlt, und es brauchte eine Menge Selbstreflexion und Akzep-
tanz, um mich an diesen Punkt zu bringen. Es ist bedauerlich, dass meine Geschichte nicht
ungewohnlich ist, und mein einziger Wunsch fur andere junge, asexuelle Menschen ist,
dass sie ihre Grenzen kennen und verstehen, dass sie sich nicht aus IRGENDEINEM Grund
andern mussen. Ich hoffe, dass du “nein” sagst, wenn es nétig ist, und dass du erkennst,
dass du dich nicht unwohl fihlen musst oder zulassen solltest, dass Leute mit dir machen,
was sie wollen, damit du in einer liebevollen Beziehung bist. Es ist okay, asexuell zu sein,
und es ist okay, Grenzen zu haben, auch wenn andere Leute denken, dass diese Grenzen
ein bisschen seltsam sind. Bleib stark und magisch, meine kleine Ace-Familie!l! <3
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S. armo tnv EAAGaSa

lMpoooxny autny n wotopia mepiexel: Aooopofikny yAwooa kat Avagopd oe oe§ovalAlkn
épaotnpLotnta.

'HEepa ard oAU pikpr) Ttwg Sev oupPadila pe ta heteronormative ipoTuTIA TNG KOWWVIAG.
Ma 6 ypovia eayva tnv “tapmela” Tov Ba e avTTpooWTIEVE KAAUTEPQ, OPWG SEV EviwBa
Ttote 100% 0 €auTOg pou. NMoAAEG popeC atoBavopoUV TILECHEVN TIWG TIPETIEL VA KAVW £pWTaA
HE Katolov yla va dw Twg eivat. Elya ToOAAEG oxeoelg Tou eviwBa aBola yiati ABsAav
duolkn emtadr), evw eyw NBeAa povo aykaileg A dLAta. NMoAAEg popeg atoBavopouv oav va
Atav Tieploootepo dLALa Ttapa oxeon av Kat &epa peoa pou wg dev NBeAav KATL TETOLO.
MeTd tov TeAeutaio Hou XwpPLopO TPV pLa Xpovid, kadloa kat okedtnka tL tdeL otpaa.
‘Otav fuouv PLKpr) eiya TeL Ttwg Uouv asexual aAAd pe siyav melogl akopa kat 0 GLALkog
HOU KUKAOG TG “TIpETIEL va KAVELG o€ yLa va SeLg”. E Aourtov oxL...6ev XpELAOTNKE, yLa va
HABw Twg elpat asexual.

NouUva amoé BpadlAia

Zuveldnroroinoa oAU apyd OTL flpouv ace§ovalLkr). Tnv TTpwtn $opa Tou TTapathpnoa
OTL eviwoa Tapa&eva, Atav otav ¢piknoa eva ayopt yia pwtn ¢opa. ‘ONoL TiepLeypadpav
autn tnv aiocbnon eudopiag, al\d eyw Sev Eviwoa TmoTa. Ma TLG ETIOPEVEG OXEOELG
pou Atav to (8lo. ‘Omote eviwba otL Ba mdape €va BAua o meEpa, eviwba aBola, £tol
otapatovoa, Kat ywpilape. Mioovoa OTL KATEANya va TTANywvopat, oxL Hovo eyw, aAAa
Kal autd ta maldid Tou Tpaypatikd pou apsoav. ‘EviwBa otL kAt mryawve otpafd
HE €MEVA yLa TIOAD Kalpo, KAl TO pLoovoda. Xtn cuvexela, apou €Ppaga TeAkd auto Tou
€viwBa, mpoomabwvtag va katavorow ta tavta, Bpnka tn AeEn ace§ovaAikotnta. ‘Hrav
pLa avakoudplon va avakaAvpw ot Sgv Apouv n poévn ou atcbBavopal £tot, Kat Sgv elpat
XaAaopEvn AOyw autou. Twpa £Xw LA KOwoTnNTa OTIoU UTopw va KUANoW PE avBpwTioug
oav KL €EMEVA, KAl EUTUXWG €Xxw diAoug Tou pe katahafaivouv, alAa pEXPL OTLYHAG Sgv
MTIOpECA va Tw T{oTa oTnv olkoyeveld pou, dofdpat T Ba ymopouvoav va Touv 1 va
KAvouv. Agv gipat alyoupn 6tL Ba pmopéow va Byw pLa pEpa wg aceEoualtkn, aAAd eAttidw
va Bpw to BAppog va ipat 0 EauTog POV KAl va PNV Toug Aéw TiLa yla autd ta rpdyuata.
MTtopw povo va eAttidw otL Ba €pBeL ekelvn n pepa, Tou Ba eival evtagel padi pou kat Ba
HE ayaTfjoouv OTwg elpat.

A.M. arto Kavada

lMpoooxn avt n totopia meptéxel: EEavaykaouog, oefovalAikn emiBeon, 6LopOwTLKOG
Braoudg, Oepameic ustaotpopri kat Acoopopia.

‘Apxloa va avapwtlepal yla tn oeEouvalikr) pou tavtdtnta otav fuouv 14. Eiya poAL
XwploeL pe Tov MPWTo pou dilo kat eiya okedtel To yeyovog oTL Sev éviwoa laitepa
duolkn €AEN amévavti Tou Tapd To yeyovog OTL TIPooeAKUONKa TIOAU popavtikd. Ma Alyo
To uTieBeoa w¢g kKaBuotepnuevn avamtuén yla peva, alAd autd ta cuvaloBnpata TeAka
6ev &ekivnoav mote. ‘Otav Bynka otn papd pou cav acs§ovalikn pe €6soe og Beparela.
Mou eirtav ot ylatpol pou otL ev «gvolwba tn BnAuKOTNTA Pou» Kal n Hapd pou elme
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OUVKEKPLUEVA «VOU(ZeL OTL €lval aoegouallkr» Otav toug MLAoUoE. AuTO TIPOKAAEDE
pHEYAAN apdLBoliia kat avapwtABnka av eiya KAToLo Latplko TpoBAnua wg actia. Movo
otav Ywploa Kat e tov deutepo diAo pou ocuveldntormoinoa OtL Sgv TipOKeLTaL va CUPPEL
yla peva. Npoomdbnoe va pe KAVEL va PoU apEcouV opLopéva Tipdypata ayyidovtag He,
Kal JE AAAEG OXL TTIOAU cuvalveTiKeG peBodouc. YriepndavelTnke yLa tnv pooTidbelda tou
va PE «yupioel o0e&oualikn», aAAd kat TtaAL v TpooeAKUOnka oe§ovalikd. Mote Sev
TIPOOEAKUONKA 0eE0UAALKA O€ Kaveévav Kal XPEeLAoTnKe TTOAAR okEYPn kal artodoyh yia va
dTaow og auto to onpeio. Elvat atuyeg to yeyovag OtLn Lotopia pou dev elvat acuvnBLotn,
Kal N povn pou embupia yia dAAoug veoug ace§oual ival va Katavoroouv ta 0pLd Toug
Kal va KataAdBouv otL dgv TIpETIEL yLa kavevav Adyo va aAAagouv. EATi{w va melte oyt
OTaV TIPETIEL, KAL VA CUVELSNTOTIOLAOETE OTL SEV TIPETIEL va volwBeTe AfoAa A va adrvete
TOUG avBpWTIOUG va KAvouv oTL BEAOLV yLa va €(0TE O€ pla EpWTLKA oxeon. Elval evtaget
va eloal acegOVaALKog KaL va £XELG OpLa, aKopa KL av AAAoL TiLoTevouv OTL autad ta opLa
elvat Alyo mepiepya. Melvete Suvatol kat payLkol, pkpr) pou ace&oualLkn otkoyevelal! <3
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Luna z Brazylii

Bardzo pdzno zdatam sobie sprawe z tego, ze jestem asem. Pierwszy raz zauwazytam ze
cos jest nie tak, kiedy catowatam sie po raz pierwszy z chtopakiem. Kazdy opisywat to uczu-
cie jako euforie i tym podobne, ale ja nie czutam nic. W moich kolejnych relacjach dziato sie
doktadnie to samo, a za kazdym razem, kiedy wyczuwatam, ze zaraz pdjdziemy krok dalej,
zaczynatam czuc sie niekomfortowo i robito mi sie niedobrze, wiec przestawatam i ostatec-
znie zawsze ze sobg zrywalismy. Nienawidzitam tego, ze konczyto sie to tym, ze ranitam nie
tylko siebie, ale tez tych chtopakow, ktérych tak naprawde bardzo lubitam. Czutam, ze co$
jest ze mna nie tak od dtuzszego czasu i nienawidzitam tego uczucia. Po jakims czasie, kie-
dy w koricu zdecydowatam sie dowiedzie¢ co w rzeczywistosci czuje i o co tu moze chodzi¢,
znalaztam pojecie aseksualnosci. Niesamowitg ulge przyniosta mi Swiadomos¢, ze nie jes-
tem sama w tych uczuciach, i ze wcale nie jestem zepsuta. Teraz mam spotecznos$¢, w ktorej
moge rozmawiac z osobami podobnymi do mnie i w ktérej mam przyjaciot, ktérzy mnie ro-
zumieja. Niestety wcigz nie bytam w stanie pisng¢ o tym ani stowa mojej rodzinie, bojac sie
co mogg powiedzie¢ albo zrobic. Nie jestem pewna czy kiedykolwiek bede w stanie wyznac
im prawde, ale mam nadzieje, ze znajde w koncu odwage, aby byc¢ sobg i przesta¢ ktamac
na ten temat. Moge jedynie mie¢ nadzieje, ze kiedys przyjdzie ten dzien, i ze oni zaakceptujg
to i bedg nadal mnie kochac.

A.M. z Kanady

Uwaga, historia zawiera: przymuszenie, przemoc seksualna, gwaftt korekcyjny, terapie
konwersyjnq i asfobie.

Swojg seksualnosc¢ zaczetam kwestionowac, kiedy miatam 14 lat. Wtasnie zerwatam z moim
pierwszym chtopakiem i zastanawiato mnie to, ze nie czutam do niego za bardzo zadnego
pociggu fizycznego, pomimo bycia bardzo zakochang. Przez jakis czas zbywatam te mysl,
mowigc sobie, ze przyjdzie na mnie jeszcze czas, ale te uczucia nigdy sie nie pojawity. Kie-
dy powiedziatam o tym mojej mamie, ta wystata mnie na terapie. Lekarze méwili mi, ze
nie “zgrywam sie z mojg kobiecoscig”, a moja mam mowita im konkretnie, ze “ona mysli,
ze jest aseksualna”, kiedy z nimi rozmawiata. To wszystko sprawito, ze zaczetam watpi¢ w
siebie i zastanawiac sie, czy przypadkiem nie cierpie na jakgs$ chorobe. Dopiero kiedy zer-
watam z moim drugim chtopakiem uzmystowitam sobie, ze to sie po prostu nie wydarzy.
On usitowat sprawi¢, zebym polubita pewne rzeczy poprzez... ekhem... dotyk i inne sposo-
by, na ktdre nie bardzo sie godzitam. Bardzo byt dumny ze swoich préb “obudzenia mojej
seksualnosci”, ale ja po prostu nie czutam do niego fizycznego pociggu. Nigdy nie czutam
fizycznego pociggu do nikogo i wiele samorefleksji i akceptacji kosztowato mnie dotarcie do
miejsca, w ktorym jestem teraz. Przykre jest to, ze historie takie jak moja nie sg rzadkoscig,
moim jedynym zyczeniem dla innych mtodych aséw jest to, zeby znatyli swoje granice i zeby
rozumiatyli, ze nie muszg sie zmienia¢ zZADNEGO powodu. Mam nadzieje, ze powiecie nie,
kiedy bedzie trzeba, i ze rozumiecie, ze nie musicie czu¢ sie niekomfortowo, ani pozwalac
drugiej osobie na co chce po to, zeby by¢ w romantycznej relacji. Bycie asem jest okej, tak
samo jak posiadanie swoich granic, nawet jesli ludzie uwazajg te granice za dziwne. Po-
zostan silna i petna magii, moja mata asowa rodzinol!! <3
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S. u3 Npeuumn

OcmopoHo, 8 3molii ucmopuu codepxicumcs: Jiic-pobHas nekcuka u YnoMuHaHue cekca.

OTa uctopusa 6bina otnpasneHa C U3 lpeuunn. 9 3Han ¢ paHHero Bo3pacTa, YTo A He
COOTBETCTBOBAa/N retepo-HOPMaTMBHOMY CTaHAApTy obuiecTBa. Ha NpoTaXeHUn wecTn
NeT 9 NCKan ApnbiK, KOTOPbI HanNy4yLLMM 06pa3oM NpeacTaBaan 6bl MEHS, HO 1 HAKOTAa
He 4UyBCTBOBAaJ cebs1 cammM CO60I Ha CTO NPOLLEHTOB. MHOrO pa3 s YyBCTBOBA/ AaB/ieHne
13-3a TOrO, YTO A JO/IKEH MMETb MOMI0Bble OTHOLLUEHWS C KeM-TO, YTO6bI YBUAETb, Kakoro
Xe 3T0. Y MeHSs 6b1/10 MHOTO OTHOLLEHWIA, B KOTOPbIX 51 YyBCTBOBaN cebs HeKoMbOopTHO,
NMOTOMY UTO BCe C KeM 1 BCTpeyasncs, xotenn ¢pmsnyeckyro 61mM3ocTb, B TO BpeMS Kak 4
XOTes1 TONIbKO 06 bATUI Un nouenyes. MHOro pa3s OHM YyBCTBOBAJIN, YTO BCE 3TO 6o/bLUe
noxoxe Ha Apy>x6y, yeM Ha OTHOLLEHU S, AaXe HeCMOTPS Ha TO, UTO B AyLle A 3Han, YTo
OHW He XOTAT 3Toro. [locse Moero nocneAHero paccTaBaHUA rof Hasag, a8 cen n obayman,
UTO Xe 6b1N10 He Tak. Korga s 6bl1 ManeHbKUM, S CKa3aJl, UTo A acekcyas, HO Jaxe MO Kpyr
Apy3en ybeann MeHs, YTo 4115 TOro, UTobbl y6eAnTbCs, acekcyaneH v S, HY>XXHO 3aHATbCS
cekcoMm. MTak, HeT. MHe He HY>XXHO 6b1N10 3TOro AenaTb, YTO6bl 3HaTh, YTO A acekcyan.

JlyHa n3 bpasnnuun

Sl NoHsANa, YTO A 3IC, AOBOJILHO MO3A4HO. MNepBbIli pas, Korga s NOYyBCTBOBAlA YTO-TO
CTpaHHOe, 6bI10 Korja st MoLenoBasa Maab4mka B Nepsblii pa3. Bce onuncbiBann 4yBCTBa
Kak 3iGopuro N T.4., HO 1 HUYEro He NoYyBCTBOBAaa. To e camoe 6b1/10 U CO CIeAYLLMMN
B3aVMIMOOTHOLUEHNSIMU, N BCKWIA pas, KOrga Mbl Aenanu war snepej, 1 HyBCTBOBaa cebs
HeKOMGOPTHO 1 60Ne3HEHHO, TaK YTO A OCTaHaB/AMBaNacb U B UTOre Mbl paccTanucb. B
nTore s HEHaBUAENa TO, YTO NPUUMHSAL 60/1b He TONIbKO cebe, HO TEM MapHSM, KOTopble
MHe AeliCTBUTeNIbHO HPaBUANCL. S1 YyBCTBOBaNa BYATO CO MHOM 6bIJ10 YTO-TO He Tak U
A0Nroe BpeMs 1 HeHaBuaena 37o. [1oTom, Moce Toro Kak s HakoHeL, MoCMOoTpena Ha To, UTo
51 UYBCTBYHO, NbITasiCb HAlTV BO BCEM 3TOM CMbIC/, St HALL/IA CI0OBO «aCeKCYaslbHOCTb». DTO
6b1/10 Takoe obieryeHmne, y3HaTb, YTO s HE OANHOKA B CBOVIX YYBCTBAX U 1 HE C/IOMaHa 13-
3a HUX. Ternepb Y MeHs eCTb OKPYXXeHWe, r4e st MOry MOroBOpPUTb C TaKMMM e IAbMU Kak
S, N, K CHACTb}O, Y MEHS1 eCTb MOHMMatoLLMe Apy3bs. HO NoKa y MeHsl He XBaTaeT CMenocTu
pacckasaTb 06 3TOM Moeli ceMbe, 605iCb, YTO OHU CKaXyT UK CAenatT. S He yBepeHa,
6yAeT Ny MeHS BO3MOXHOCTb OTKPbITbCSA UM KOTAa-HUBYAb, HO, HAAECb, 1 HAaAY B cebe
CMeNocTb 6bITb COBOW, N He BPaTb MM 0 3TUX BeLlax. 1 MOry TO/IbKO HaAeATbCS, YTO 3TOT
AEHb MPUAET, N OHU NOMYT MeHs 1 ByAYT N06UTb, HECMOTPS He Ha YToO.

A.M. n3 KaHapgbl

OcmoposcHo, 8 3moli ucmopuu codepxcumcsa: lMpuHyxdeHue, CekcyanbHoe Hacunue,
Koppekmupyrowee usHacusnoeaHue, KoHeepcuoHHas mepanus u 3lic-¢po6Has neKcuka.

A1 Hayana 3ajaBaTbCA BOMPOCaM O CBOEWN CeKCcyasllbHOW WAEHTUYHOCTW, KOorja MHe
66110 14. 4 TONBLKO paccTanacb C MOUM MePBbIM MapHeM 1 pasmbllLisaia O TOM ¢akTe,
YTO He YyBCTBOBaNa K HeMy PpU3NYECKOro BeYeHUs, HECMOTPSA Ha A0BOJIbHO CUNbHbIE
poMaHTUYyeckme 4yBcTBa. Kakoe-To BpeMs S OTMaxvmBasacb OT 3TOro, OO6BACHAS 3TO
No3AHMM B3POC/IEHMEM, HO 3TV YYBCTBA TaK U He NoABU/INCL. Korga a1 OTKpbl/lacb Mame,



OHa OTnpaBuia MeHs Ha Tepanuio. lokTopamMm MHe 6bI/1I0 CKa3aHo, YTO A He «3anyTanacb
B CBOEN XEHCTBEHHOCTU» U MO MamMa KOHKPEeTHO CKa3afla «OHa AYMaeT, YTO OHa JMC»
KOorga oHa pasroBapuBana C HMMW. OTO BbI3bIBaSI0 MHOXECTBO COMHEHUM B ceba n 4
3aj,aBanacb BOMPOCoM, 601e3Hb 11 3TO. 3TO 6bIIO A0 TOrO MOMEHTA, KOrja s paccrtanacb
CO CBOVMM BTOPbIM NapHeM U1 5 MOHANA, YTO HNYEro co MHOW He npowun3sorigeT. OH nbiTancs
N3MEHUTb MEHSA Yepes ... KXM... KOHTaKTbl 1 He OYeHb NMpUATHble MeTobl. OH ropansca
CBOVIMU MOMNbITKaMU «CAenatb MEHS CeKCyasibHOM», HO 1 MPOCTO He UCMbITbIBanAa K HeEMy
dun3nyeckoe BneveHne. d HUKOrAa ero He NCMbITbIBasia HX K KOMY, 1 MHe NoTpeboBasioch
MHOXECTBO Pa3MblIlUNEHUM N NPUHATUN, YTOObl OKa3aTbCa 34ecb. K coxaneHuo Mos
NCTOPUS He pefKoCTb, U MOe eAMHCTBEeHHOe MoXesaHue ApPYrMM MOJIOAbIM 3caM, 3TO
YTOObI OHM MOHMManNM ceou npegensl, U 4YTo oHN HE OBA3AHbI MeHATLCA. A HazerCh,
uTO Bbl ckaxeTe HET korga 310 6yAeT HY>XHO 1 NoMMeTe, YTO BaM He HY>XHO YyBCTBOBaTb
cebs HeNIOBKO WM NO3BONATb APYIMM AeNaThb TO, YTO OHW 3aXOTAT, YTOObI ObITL C BaMu
B NIHOOOBHbIX OTHOLUEHUSIX. DTO HOPManbHO ObiTb 3MCOM U 3TO HOPManbHO WNMETb
npejensl, Aaxe ecin gpyrme cCHUTaAOT MX HEMHOIO CTPaHHbIMU. OcTaBalriTeCb CUIbHbIMU
1 BONLLEBHBLIMM, MOt ManeHbkas 3kic cembsa!! <3

Mapbam n3 lHaum

OCmopox3#Ho, 8 3Moli ucmopuu cooepXcumcs: 8 3MOM meKcme nNpucymcmeyom cyeHsl
Cynpyx3#eckoz20 Hacunus, ncuxoso2uveckoe Hacunue, JomawHee Hacunue, CeKcyasnvHoe
Hacunue, lpukocHoeeHue 6e3 paspeweHus u Jiic-pobHAA NeKcuKa.

Kak KTO-TO MOXeT 3HaTb, acekcyanbHbli(as) OH (OHa) 4O MO3HaHWA cekCyanbHOCTU? MHe
34 ropa v BOT HelaBHO A 3TO OCO3Hasa. f pelwunna He BbIXoAUTb 3aMyX. Kak Bbl 3HaeTe,
B IHAMNCKOWN KyNbType, Mbl , 0COBEHHO AeBYLLKW, HE MMeeM MpaB peLlaTthb C KeM 1 Korga
BCTyNnaTb B 6pak. MeHs 3acTaBAsAn U 9 CONPOTUBAANACHL, CUTyaumsa yxyalwanacs. Mou
poanTenn GpmM3nYeckn ¥ MeHTaNbHO U3BOANIN MeHS, S bbisla B CBOEM AOMe Kak B THOpbMe,
MeHS 06BNHW/IN B BLICOKOMEPUW M OTKa3e OT NpeAnoXeHWin. Ha caMoM Jene, 1 He oTBepria
eLé H1 OAHO, MOTOMY UTO MEHS MbITanu 1 NPUHYXAann 6e3 BCAKOro Moero »xenaHus. 4
6bln1a roToBa BbIVMTU 3aMyX, Tak Kak 1 YyBCTBOBAasa, YToO ABASAACk 06Yy30/ ANS HUX. DTO
npowusowuno c 21 go 25 net-yepesa NHUNLEHTOB.

34ecCb AeByLWKN MOTYT ObiTb O6MXEHbl KEM YrOAHO W NHOAW BO3BEAMYMBAOT 3TO Ha
OCHOBe KynbTypbl.. ( MeHs faxe Apa3sHWAN ApYy3bsA nepej LUKOOW/ KONNeaxem , Kak
WyTa, 3@ HeBeXeCTBO W He3HaHue TOoro, 4YTo obcyxaann Apy3bs MOero Bo3pacTa-
N060Bb, POMaHTUKY, CeKC K xe 60nbLuee. B 26 A BbilWa 3aMy>X NOC/Ie BCEBO3MOXHbIX
ApamMaTUYecKMX MHUNAEHTOB. B TOT AeHb( OH, MO3A4HO XeHWBLIWKCA, No VIHAMACKOW
cucTteme) 6bi1 Tak B3BOJIHOBAH M OH Urpan ¢ MOUM TeNOoM Kak 6yATo 6bl C UTPYLLKOW.
B TO Bpemsa kak rmober oT NbITOK 6blA €eAVHCTBEHHOWN MPUYNHOM, NoYeMy A noanmcana
MOE cornacme Ha 6pakosaksouyeHue, 3To bbina ewé ogHa nbiTka- A 6blna ewé 6onee ¢
pa36uTbiM cepauemM.. OH M3HACKUIOBaA MeHs B TOM JOMe M KOrja 3TO MOBTOPMIOCH B
AOMUKe, KOTOPbIA Mbl apeHA0BaNu Ha C/IeAYHOLWWA AeHb, 3 Kp1Yana, Tak uTo Nto4M MOrau
6bl yCNbILLATb MEHSA U MPUATK, YTODObI CNACTV MeHS, HO TLLEeTHO. HeckonbKo AHel s nexana,
CNOBHO MEPTBAs, AyMas O cekce Kak 0 gonre 6bITb M3HACUNOBAHHOMN.

Ecnum 6bl OH XOTb pa3 B3rndaHyn B MOE€ nunuo/rnasa, oH 6bl CMOTY NMOHATb, HO OH HNKOI4a He
Aenan 3Toro...
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1 Hayana Bnajatb B fJenpeccuto M 3AM1aCb Ha CBOUX POAUTENer, Hawy KynbTypy,
POACTBEHHUKOB, ApYy3el, N 9 CTana gepXaTb ANCTAHLUMIO C HUMW. 5l cTana YyBCTBOBaTb
OoTBpaLLeHVe Mo OTHOLUEHUIO K ero ¢n3nyeckoMy npuUKoOCHOBEHUS, A1 MeHS 3TO 6blo
HekoMm$opTHO. Wnn rogbl..Mou pogutenn, 4Tobbl NoagepXaTb MeHs (GUHAHCOBO,
npeAoCTaBUIN MHe 3JaHue, UYTobbl BeCcTU Bu3HeC. XOTs A XOoTesla OCHOBaTb ¢UTHeC
WA TaHLUEeBaNbHYH CTYAWI, HO MO BbIGOP He 6bl/l OLEHEH MO AOCTOUHCTBY , A 6blna
BbIHY>AeHa OTKPbITb TPEHEPCKUIA UHCTUTYT, 4151 Yero MHe NpULLIIOCL paboTaTb B MOJIHOM
ofMHOYecTBe OT peon K npodeccopy, K MeHeaXepy , KO BCeMy B Le/IOM, AeHb N HOYb,
Hapsa4y € 3TUM, A B35i1a eLWé ABa npoekTa AN AOMOMHUTENbHOro 3apaboTtka. Mol Tak
Ha3blBaeMbl NAeanbHbIA Cyrnpyr, KOTOPbIA Obll 3roMcTOM, LLOBUHUCTOM, INLLEMEPOM,
N3BpPaLLEeHLLeM, KOTOPbI HUKOrAa He XxoTen yoeAnTb MeHs, HO XOTes1 MoJib30BaTbCA MOUM
TeNOM 411 CBOEro CHacTbs, CYyAnn MmeHs , 6yaTo 6bl 4 coBeplLuana UTo-TO MPOTUBOMNpPAaBHoe.
Be3 Kaknx-nm6o 06 bACHEHWN OH BbILUBBLIPHYN MeHS B 4JOM MOUX poguTenen.

MeHs MrHopmpoBanu, Korga f neitTanacb A0Ka3aTb CBOK HEBMHOBHOCTb W S NOJy4Yunia
NCUXONOrMYeckKyro TpaBMy, KOTopas MOBAMAAA M Ha MO paboty. MNo3xe A Hayana
AyMaTb, NoyeMy 6blJI0 TaK MHOIO CeKCyaslbHOro HaCUAUS, XOTHA 1 He 6blna cekcyasibHO
3aMHTepecoBaHa. NoyeMy MeHs MbiTann, HaCMNoOBaNM N 4YTO ewé? 3aTteM A y3Hana ob
acekcyanbHocTn B Google, B YouTube, B Facebook 1 cMorna cooTHecTV € OnbITOM, KOTOPbIM
Aennnuncek B cooblecTse “Ace” B coumanbHbIx ceTax. Cenyac 9 xouy paboTtaTb ANS TeX, KTO
noAaB/ieH N YrHeTéH B 3TOM coobLecTBe N ANSA AeTel.

Cnacubo.

bpu n3 CoegnHeHHbIX LLITaTOB

Ocmopos#cHo, 8 3moli ucmopuu codepxcumcs: lic-pobHas nekcuka.

Al yumnacb B KONeAxe, KOrga noHsana, YTo 9 acekcyanka. CBMAAHWA BCerAa NpoxXoanau
C/IOXHO A /151 MeHS1, 0CO6EHHO MOMbITKM COOTBETCTBOBATL YPOBHIO BIeYEHUS/UHTUMHOCTMY,
KOTOPbIA MOW NapTHepPbl NPOABAAAN KO MHe. Mou Apy3bsi TOBOPUAN O UX aKTUBHOCTU C
APYTMW WU T.4., HO 3TO ObII0 HE3HAKOMO ANSt MeHs. 1 He YyBCTBOBana 6yATo 370 6bina
CBOVCTBEHHAs YaCTb MeHs, KOoTopasi YyBCTBOBasia BleYeHMe K MOV MapTHepam Takum
06pa3oM. 3TO 3aCTaB/SINI0 MEHSA YyBCTBOBATb C€6S HEMOJIHOLEHHOW, 1 YTO i IMEo Mano
obLLero ¢ MoMK Apy3bamMu. S UyBCTBOBaNa cebs pacTepsAHHOM KaXAbl pa3, Korga oHu
HauMHann o6CyXAaTb CeKCyaNbHble acnekTbl X B3aVIMOOTHOLUEHWI UKW Kpallei n s
NPOCTO... MHe 6bI/I0 HeYeM NOAENNTHLCS.

B Kakol-TO MOMEHT, KOraa s cujena B cBoeli KOMHaTe B obulexmnTtunm, Google nowmck
N 06CYXJAeHVe C Moel CTapLuen cecTpolr npuBesio MeHs Ha caT AVEN. A npountana
napoyky CTpPaHWL, C 4YacTo 3ajaBaeMbiMV BOMPOCaMK, HO B KOHLE KOHLOB 3aKpblia
BK/1AZKYy 1 BEpHYNaCb 06paTHO K CBOEW XU3HW. B TO BpeMs Kak acekcyasnbHOCTb Ka3anocb
WHTEpPeCHOW 1 BPOAe Kak OHO NOAXOANAO B TOM MNjaHe Kak A (He) YyBCTBOBAasa, 3TO 6b110
He CTO/IbKO BaXXHO AJ19 MeHS, NMPUCBanBaTh 3TOT Ap/blK cebe. NepeHeceMcs B leTo/0CeHb
2015... 4 6b11a Ha BbIMYCKHOM Kypce, 1 K TOMY MOMEHTY, 1 UMeJI0 MHOXeCTBO MPOBa/ibHbIX
cBUAaHW. B To Bpemsa Tambnep 6bi1 oUeHb NONynsipeH cpean Takmx 60TaHUKOB, Kak f.
Kak-To pas, A nuctana neHty Tambnepa 1 HaTKHyNacb Ha NOCT, rAe ob6Cy>XAat0T pa3sHble
cekcya/ibHble opueHTaumn. M 3To 6bl1 TOT MOMEHT, KOr4a A HakoHeL, NpucoeanHuIach
K obiectBy popyma AVEN 1 Hauyana aKkTMBHO MAEHTUPULMPOBATL Ceb5 KakK acekcyasky.
Sl 6blna Tak paja HalTX coobLLEeCcTBO NH0AEN, Y KOTOPbIe UCMbITbIBaAN NOXOXUM onbIT. K



KOHLY roga s1 6bl1a akTUBHO BOB/ieYeHa B XXN3Hb dopyma AVEN v cTana 6onblue nposBAsaTb
MO0 aceKkCyalbHOCTb B CBOEW XN3HW. {1 Kynunia YepHoe 31C KoNbLo. M korga Tema cekca/
CeKcyasibHOM opueHTauun nogHMManacb Mexay MouMu Apy3bsMU, 1 He CTecHs1acb n
roBopuaa 0 TOM, Kak sl He NCMbITbIBAO TOr0, YTO VCMbITLIBAKOT OHW.

PaHbLUe 3TO 6bIJI0 TeM, Yero A CThlAnNack, HO celivac 1 0CO3Hasa, YTo 3TO HOPManbLHO
He YyBCTBOBAaTb 3TO Tak, Kak Apyrune, N He 6biTb 3aUHTEepecoBaHHOW B 3TOM. U a pgaxe
OTKPbINACb CBOE CTapLUeli cecTpe, TOW, KTO MOMOI/1a MHE B MEePBYHO ovepeb NpeACcTaBUTb
MHe MO acekcyanbHOCTb. OAHaKo, NAeHTUPULMPOBATL Cebs Kak acekcyanky He Bcerga
66110 nerko. Heckonbko neT Hasaj, A NbiTasacb OTKPbITBCA MOEN cecTpe-6an3HSLLKe.
Kak y 6n13HeuoB, y Hac 6bin0 MHOro obuiero onbiTa. CKBO3b MOe AeTCTBO OHa 6bina
eANHCTBEHHbIM YeNI0BEKOM, KTO AelCTBUTEIbHO 3Han MeHs. Ho Ko BceMy npoyemy oHa
6blN1a OYeHb KOHCEPBATMBHbLIM Ye/10BEKOM, KTO BepUa B TPAAULMOHHbIE «bpak U AeTun
— 3TO HOPMaJbHbIA U OXUAAeMbli acnekT XU3HW, U 3TO HEHOPManbHO NMEeTb Yero-To
KpOMe TOro, YTo ABNAETCA TPAAULMNOHHbBIM». B 0anH aeHb 1 unTana AVEN, cnaa npm sTom
PAAOM C Hel (8 Aymana, YTo CMOry MCNO/Jb30BaTh 3TO Kak MOBOJA HayaTb 06CyXAeHue
acekcyanbHocTM). Ho oHa 3arnsaHyna B Mol TenedoH 1 yBugena cainT, nocae ckasana, uto
3TO 3BYUUT CTPAHHO U YTO CO MHOI YTO-TO He Tak. C Tex Nop, OHa OTKPOBEHHO oTpuL.ana
MO OpUEeHTaLMIo, LOXOAS A0 TOro, YTO OHA HAacTpanBana N4en, YTobbl Te «McnpaBmuInN»
MeHs. M ecnn A roBOpro el yxxe B COThIN pa3 UYTo A He 3aMHTepecoBaHa B N0AAX TakKUM
o6pa3oM, Kak 3aMHTepecoBaHa OHa, OHa FOBOPUT MHE, YTO A MPOCTO eLé He Halina
TOro yesioBeka. JTO yAap Mo Avuy, UMeTb YesioBeka, Ha KOTOPOro Tbl MOT MOJIOKNTLCSA B
AeTCTBe, KOTOPbLIV Tenepb OTKasbiBaeTcs BepuUTb Tebe, KOr4a Tbl FOBOPULLL, YTO Yy Tebs
HeT NOXOXMX MOTpebHOCTer, KaK y Hero.

A1 Tak>Xe MblTanacb OTKPbITLCA MOUM POAUTENSM, 1 3TO H6bIN OrpaHNYeHHbIV ycnex. Korga
MHe 6bl10 YyTb 6onblie 20, 9 YyNOMSAHYNa, YTO He YyBCTBYHO MOXOXWM 06pa3om, Kak
60NbLINHCTBO NOAEN, NPY 3TOM He YNOMKWHA0 CNO0BO «acekCyaslbHOCTb» (8 YyBCTBOBaNa,
UYTO NYCTb OHO ByAeT pacnabiBYaTbIM, Tak YTOO6bI OHU HE FTOBOPUIN MHE, YTO A Kynnnachb
Ha KaKylr-TO NpPUXOTb UAM Tuna Toro. Kak m mosa cectpa-6am3Hel, OHU CKenTu4ecku
oTHocuancb K LGBTQA+. Ecam 6b1 9 ynoMsiHyna nt060or TepMUH, CBA3aHHbIN ¢ LGBT+, oHun
6b121 MTHOBEHHO 0TKa3annck 66l CyLwaTb MeHs). Ho 1 He yBepeHa B TOM, UTO OHU MOHSAN
3TOT TOHKMI CNocob nepesaTb MM MO OpUeHTaumio. Tak uUTo A NpekpaTuia pa3rosop o6
3TOM K Hayana nlberaTb pPa3roBOpPoOB O B3aVMMOOTHOLLEHUAX/ceKkce, Kak TO/IbKO MOrna.
Ho moTom, Hecko/NIbKO MecsueB CrycTd, MO MaMa ynoMsaHy/na 4YTo OHa U oTeL, Hadanu
paccmaTpuBaTb LGBTQA+ 06LecTBO B HOBOM CBeTe. YTO OHM cTanum 6onblue NpuHMUMaTh
nx. Tak 4yto 4 oTnpasuna en ccolky Ha AVEN n pacckasana, uTo s acekcyasika, v 4to 4
3Hana 06 3TOM yXe O4YeHb JAaBHO U YTO yBepeHa B 3TOM Ha 100%. W... oHa HMYero He
cKasana. HeT oTBeTa. fl He 3Hato, YTO 3TO 3HAUMT, HO 3TO bOsiee ycneLHo, YeM OTBepXeHMe
OT MoeW cecTpbl-6aM3Hela. Tak YTo,  MOTy Ha3BaTb 3TO N06e0n?

1 OTKpbINack HECKOIBKUM APY3biM. HO MHe BCe eLLé HY>XXHO 6bITb akKypaTHOM B TOM, KakK S
cebs NnpeACcTaBAto B coLCeTAX M B becesax c MOMMUM Konneramu. A paboTtato Ha rocyaapcTBso,
N MOV HaHMMaTe/Nb He O4YeHb ApYyXentbHo oTHocuTcsa K LGBTQIA+. A Takxe cTaparocb
n3beraTb pa3roBOPOB O MOEW acekCyaslbHOCTU C NH06bIMU POACTBEHHMKAMU, KpOME MOUX
poanTener n 6paTbeB C cecTpaMu, NOTOMY YTO OHW eLé 6osee KOHCePBATUBHbI YeM
MOU pOANTENN N HE NOUMYT MeHs. f AeiCTBUTENIbHO He MPOTUB TOro, YTobbl 60NbLLYIO
YacTb BpeMeHW CKPbIBaTb 3Ty 4acCTb cebs. NNOTOMYy UTO 3TO MPOCTO HebosbLUAA YacTb
TOro, KeM 5 ABNSAOCh. HO S Xesato, YTobbl B MUpe 6b1N0 60/1bLIe MPUHATUSA U MOHMMaHUS
acekcyaslbHOCTM B Le/ioM. YTo6bl Takue NoAn, Kak A, He YyBCTBOBaNW, YTO BYATO OHW
AOJIKHbBI M36eraTb pasroBOpPOB O TOM, Kak OHU (He) UyBCTBYHOT, KOrAa 3aBOAAT Apy3ei. U
4YTO Mbl He ByzieM [0/KHbI BblbMpaTb, KOMY OTKPbITbCA. W Torga byaet HamHOro npotye
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ANS Hac NpucBavBaTh cebs APAbIK TOro, Kak Mbl YyBCTBYET, Npexje YemM HaM UCNOHUTCS
20 neT v No3xe, KOrAa y Hac yXke 661710 MHOFO TPYAHbIX NepexXnBaHniA, N3-3a TOro, YTo
Mbl HE YYBCTBYEM TO Xe caMOe, YTO UYBCTBYHOT Apyrue.
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Espanol

Editor & translator
Pupi Dominguez




S. de Grecia

Aviso de contenido: menciones de sexo, invalidacién de asexualidad.

Desde muy joven supe que no me ajustaba a los estandares heteronormativos de la socie-
dad. Estuve buscando la “etiqueta” que mejor me representara durante 6 afios, pero nunca
me senti 100% yo misma. Muchas veces me senti presionada a tener que hacer el amor
con alguien para ver cdmo es. Tuve muchas relaciones en las que me senti incomoda por-
que querian contacto fisico, mientras que yo solo queria abrazos o besos. Muchas veces,
mis parejas sintieron que teniamos una relacion de amistad mas que de pareja, aunque
yo sabia en mi corazén que eso no era lo querian. Después de mi Ultima separacion, hace
un afio, me senté a pensar qué era lo que estaba mal. Cuando era mas chica dije que era
asexual, pero incluso mi circulo de amigos me convencié de que “hay que tener sexo para
ver”. Bueno, no ... Yo no tuve que hacerlo para saber que soy asexual.

Luna de Brasil

Me di cuenta que era ase muy tarde. La primera vez que me di cuenta que algo se sentia
raro fue cuando besé a un chico por primera vez. Todes decian que se sentian eufdriques
etc, pero yo no senti nada. Mi siguiente relacién fue igual y cada vez que parecia que iba-
mos a ir un poco mas lejos, me sentia incbmoda; asi que terminamos la relacién. Odiaba
terminar lastimandome a mi y también a estos chicos que realmente me gustaban. Senti
que habia algo mal conmigo durante mucho tiempo, y lo odiaba. Después de finalmente
buscar informacion sobre la forma en la que me sentia, intentando entenderlo, encontré
la palabra Asexualidad. Fue un alivio descubrir que no era la unica que se sentia asi, y que
no estaba rota. Ahora tengo una comunidad en donde puedo hablar con gente como yo, y
afortunadamente tengo amigues que me entienden. Pero hasta ahora no pude hablar ni
una palabra sobre esto con mi familia, por miedo a lo que puedan decir o hacer. No sé si
algun dia podré salir del closet, pero espero poder encontrar el valor para ser yo mismay
no mentirles sobre estas cosas. Solo puedo esperar que llegue el dia en el que pueda decir
quién soy y que lo acepten y me amen igual.

A.M. de Canada

Aviso de contenido: coercidn, violencia sexual, violacién correctiva, terapia de conversion,
lenguaje ase-odiante.

Empecé a cuestionar mi sexualidad cuando tenia 14, habia terminado mi relaciéon con mi
primer novio y habia reflexionado sobre el hecho de que no sentia mucha atraccién fisi-
ca por él aunque si me atraia mucho romanticamente. Durante un tiempo lo dejé pasar
pensando que era un caso de “desarrollo tardio”, pero esos sentimientos nunca aparecie-
ron. Cuando sali del armario con mi mama, me mandé a terapia. Mis doctores me dijeron
que no estaba “conectando con mi feminidad” y mi mama especificamente les dijo “ella
cree que es ase”. Esto llevo a que tenga mucha baja autoestima y me pregunté si no tendria
un problema médico. No fue hasta que terminé la relacion con mi segundo novio que me
di cuenta de que esas cosas nunca me iban a pasar. Intenté que me gustaran ciertas co-
sas... ejem... tocarme, y métodos no muy consensuados. Se enorgullecié de querer tratar
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de “volverme sexual”, pero yo simplemente no me sentia atraida fisicamente por él. Nunca
me senti atraida fisicamente por nadie y me llevd mucha autorreflexion y aceptacion lle-
gar a este punto. Es una lastima que mi historia sea tan comun y mi Unico deseo para les
ases mas jovenes es que entiendan sus limites, y entiendan que no tienen NINGUNA razén
para cambiar. Espero que digan ‘No’ cuando lo necesiten y que se den cuenta de que no
deberian sentirse incOmodes ni dejar que otras personas hagan lo que quieran con ustedes
para poder estar en una relacion romantica. Esta bien ser ase y esta bien tener limites, in-
cluso si esos limites les parecen raros a otras personas. Manténganse fuertes y magiques,
mi pequefia familia ase!! <3

Mariam de India

Aviso de Contenido: contiene menciones de violacion marital, agresion sexual, contacto no
consensuado, lenguaje ase-odiante, abuso emocional y psicoldgico, violencia doméstica y
matrimonio forzado.

¢Coémo puede saber une que es asexual sin saber de sexualidad? Tengo 34 afios y no hace
mucho que me enteré.

Habia decidido no casarme. Como sabran, en la cultura india no tenemos el derecho, en
especial las chicas, de decidir sobre nuestro matrimonio: ni cuando ni con quién. Me for-
zaron a casarme y, cuanto mas me resistia, peor se volvian las situaciones. Mi madre y mi
padre me hostigaban fisica y mentalmente, estaba presa en mi casa y me acusaron de ar-
rogante y de rechazar propuestas. En realidad no rechacé ninguna propuesta, me estaban
torturando y estaba siendo obligada cuando ni siquiera estaba resistiéndome. Estaba lista
para casarme porque me sentia una carga para elles. Esto sucedi6 desde los 21 hasta los
25 afios. Una serie de incidentes.

Aca cualquiera podria abusar de una chica y la gente lo glorificaria justificandose en la
cultura (incluso solian burlarse de mi en el colegio/facultad, como si fuera tonta por no en-
tender las cosas sobre las que la gente de mi edad hablaba: amor, romance, sexo y quizas
mas). A los 26 me casé, después de todo tipo de incidentes dramaticos. Ese dia, él (quién
habia tenido un casamiento tardio segun el sistema indio) estaba muy emocionado y jugé
con mi cuerpo como si se hubiera conseguido un juguete. Si bien la Unica razén por la que
firmé el matrimonio fue para huir de la tortura, esta era de algun modo otra tortura: estaba
mas devastada. Me viol6 en esa casa y, cuando volvié a pasar lo mismo en el albergue que
alquilamos al dia siguiente, grité para que la gente pudiera venir a salvarme de él, pero fue
en vano. Estuve acostada en la cama como un cadaver algunos dias, pensando que tener
sexo era mi obligacién, ser violada. Si él alguna vez me hubiera mirado a la cara o a los ojos
se habria dado cuenta, pero nunca...

Empecé a deprimirme y enojarme con mis xadres, nuestra cultura, familiares, amigues y
comencé a distanciarme de elles. Mas adelante comencé a sentir repulsidon por su contac-
to fisico ya que asi de incbmoda me sentia. Pasaron los afos, mis xadres, para apoyarme
econdmicamente, me dieron un edificio para empezar un negocio. A pesar de que yo queria
tener un estudio de fitness y danza, ya que mi decision no tiene valor me forzaron a tener
una institucidon de coaching, en la cual yo tenia que hacer todo por mi cuenta, siendo desde
pedn hasta profesore y gerente, dia y noche (a la par de esto, tuve que empezar dos pro-
yectos mas para tener ingresos extras). Mi marido “perfecto”, quien era egoista, machista,
hipdcrita, un pervertido que nunca traté de convencerme de nada pero aun asi queria usar
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mi cuerpo para su propia felicidad, me acusoé de serle infiel. Sin ningdn argumento me ech6
a la casa de mis xadres.

Me ignoraron mientras trataba de probar mi inocencia y sufri secuelas mentales, las cuales
afectaron también a mi trabajo. Mas adelante comencé a pensar porqué hubo tanto abuso
sexual incluso si yo no tenia interés sexual. ;Por qué habia sido torturada, violada y mas?
Después conoci la asexualidad. Busqué en Google, Youtube, Facebook y me pude sentir
identificada con las experiencias que compartia la comunidad ase en las redes sociales.
Ahora hace ya 8 afios que me separé. Ahora quiero trabajar por aquelles oprimides en esta
comunidad y por les nifies.

Gracias.

Bree de Estados Unidos

Aviso de contenido: lenguaje ase-odiante.

Estaba en la universidad cuando descubri que soy asexual. Las relaciones amorosas siem-
pre han sido dificiles para mi, particularmente al tratar de igualar el nivel de atraccién/
intimidad que mis parejas sentian hacia mi. Mis amigues hablaban sobre el atractivo de
sus parejas, etc., y yo simplemente no podia identificarme. No sentia que hubiera una par-
te intrinseca de mi que se sintiera atraida hacia mis parejas de esa forma. Me hacia sentir
como una pareja poco adecuada, y que tenia menos en comun con mis amigues. Me sentia
avergonzade cada vez que elles discutian aspectos sexuales de sus relaciones o crushes, y
yo0... No tenia nada que compartir.

En algun punto, cuando estaba sentade en mi habitacién en la universidad, una busque-
da en Google y una conversacién con mi hermana mayor me llevaron al sitio de AVEN. Lei
un par de las paginas de preguntas frecuentes, pero eventualmente cerré la ventana del
navegador y segui con mi vida. Si bien la asexualidad parecia interesante, y parecia calzar
con cdmo (no) me sentia, no era importante para mi ponerme una etiqueta. Adelantando
hasta la primavera/verano del 2015... estaba en el dltimo afio en la universidad y para este
momento tenia muchas mas experiencias de relaciones amorosas fallidas. En esta época,
Tumblr era extremadamente popular entre les nerds como yo. Un dia estaba en Tumblr
y me encontré con un post discutiendo los distintos tipos de orientaciones sexuales. Fue
en ese momento que finalmente entré a los foros de AVEN y comencé a identificarme ac-
tivamente como asexual. Se sinti6 tan bien encontrar una comunidad de gente que habia
tenido experiencias similares. Para finales de afio estaba activamente involucrade en los
foros de AVEN y empezaba a mostrar mas mi asexualidad en mi vida. Habia comprado un
anillo ase negro. Y cuando el sexo o la atraccion sexual aparecian en conversaciones con
mis amigues, no rehuia a hablar sobre cdmo no me sentia igual que elles.

Si bien solia ser algo de lo que me avergonzaba, ahora me doy cuenta de que esta bien no
sentirme de la misma forma y estar interesade en otras cosas. E incluso sali del armario con
mi hermana mayor, quien me habia ayudado a saber sobre la asexualidad en primer lugar.
Sin embargo, identificarme como asexual no siempre ha sido facil. Hace unos afos, traté
de salir del armario con mi hermana gemela. Como gemelas, hemos tenido un montén de
experiencias compartidas. A lo largo de mi infancia, ella fue la Unica persona que de verdad
me entendia. Pero también es una persona muy conservadora que cree en el tipico “el ma-
trimonio e hijes son un aspecto normal y esperado de la vida, y es anormal querer cualquier
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cosa que se salga de lo tradicional”. Un dia estaba navegando el foro de AVEN de manera
privada mientras estaba sentada junto a ella (pensando que quizas podria usarlo para ha-
blar sobre asexualidad). Pero ella miré mi teléfono y vio el sitio, e inmediatamente me dijo
que sonaba raro y que habia algo malo conmigo. Desde entonces, ha rechazado descara-
damente mi orientacion, llegando al extremo de intentar arreglarme citas para tratar de
“corregirme”. Y si menciono por millonésima vez que no estoy interesade en la gente de Ia
manera en la que ella lo esta, me dice que solo no he encontrado a la persona correcta aun.
Es una bofetada cuando la persona en la que podias confiar de pequefie se niega a creerte
cuando dices que no tienes los mismos deseos en la vida que ella.

También he tratado de salir del cléset con mis xadres, con éxito limitado. Al principio de
mis 20s mencioné no sentirme de la misma manera que la mayoria de la gente se siente
respecto a otras personas, sin explicitamente usar la palabra “asexual” (senti que era mejor
ser vague, para que no me dijeran que me estaba sumando a una moda pasajera o algo
asi. Tal como mi hermana gemela, eran muy escéptiques de las identidades LGBTQIA+. Si
mencionaba cualquier término que sonara relacionado a lo LGBT+, se habrian negado a
escuchar inmediatamente). Pero no estoy segure de que hayan entendido esta manera
sutil de comunicarles mi identidad. Asi que dejé el tema y simplemente evité hablar sobre
relaciones/sexo con elles tanto como fuera posible. Pero luego, hace un par de meses, mi
mama menciond que ella y mi papa estan empezando a ver las identidades LGBTQIA+ de
manera diferente. Que estaban empezando a aceptarlas mas. Asi que le envié a mi mama
el link a AVEN, le dije que era asexual y que lo he sabido por afios y estaba 100% segure al
respecto en ese momento. Y... ella no ha dicho nada en absoluto al respecto. Sin respuesta.
No estoy segure de qué significa eso, pero tiene que ser al menos un éxito mayor que el
rechazo que recibi de mi hermana gemela. ;/Asi que lo llamaré una victoria por ahora?

He salido del armario con varies amigues. Pero todavia tengo que ser cuidadose con mi
presencia en las redes sociales y mis conversaciones con compafieres del trabajo. Trabajo
para el gobierno y mi empleadore no es muy amigable con la gente LGBTQIA+. También he
evitado hablar de asexualidad con parientes que no sean mis xadres y hermanes porque
son aun mas conservadores que mis xadres y no lo entenderian. En realidad no me importa
tener que esconder esta parte de mi la mayoria del tiempo. Porque solo es una parte pe-
quefia de quien soy. Pero me gustaria que hubiera mas aceptacion y entendimiento sobre
la asexualidad en general. Para que la gente como yo no sintiera que tenemos que rehuir
de expresar cdmo (no) nos sentimos cuando hacemos amigues. Y para que no tuviera que
tener que elegir ante quiénes salgo del armario. Y para que fuera mas facil para nosotres
ponerle una etiqueta a cdmo nos sentimos, antes de llegar a los 20 o después en la vida,
cuando ya hemos pasado por muchas experiencias dificiles por no sentirnos de la misma
manera en la que lo hacen otres.

Cristina de Espaina

Aviso de contenido: Menciones de abuso sexual, violencia fisica, abuso verbal, comentarios
ase-odiantes, problemas de salud mental.

Soy una chica de 24 afios, arromantica y asexual que descubri6 su sexualidad al poco tiem-
po de haber terminado estrepitosamente una relacién con un hombre hetero. Desde pe-
quefia, no sentia atraccidon sexual o romantica hacia los demas y lo Unico que conocia erala
atraccién estética. En incontables ocasiones me opuse a las relaciones en general y sentia
gran repulsion por el sexo, en especial los adolescentes, haciendo que mi vida en general
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estuviera marcada por el rechazo, infantilizaciéon, acoso sexual y condescendencia. Habi-
endo sufrido abusos sexuales y fisicos, muchas de las personas que conocia achacaban
esta laguna de interés a mis problemas psicoldgicos, haciéndome creer durante afios que
necesitaba ser arreglada, pero ese interés jamas llegd. Por desgracia, toda esa presion
calé en miy durante afios no era consciente de todo lo que estaba pasando, simplemente
sufriendo de forma ansiosa sin darme cuenta de lo que queria realmente, confundiendo la
atraccion estética o platénica con sexual o romantica y sintiendo una increible presion por
perder la virginidad. Por suerte para mi, conoci a una persona que descubrié ser aroace
como yo y en la que mas adelante pude proyectarme y empezar a identificarme, al infor-
marme y ser ayudada por verdaderos amigos conocedores sobre estas orientaciones. No
sin antes, por desgracia, intentar una relacion torpe e incobmoda con un chico de mi edad
con el que acabé rompiendo y definitivamente descubriendo mi sexualidad. A pesar de que
el chico no intentd forzarme, las personas de nuestro alrededor y su familia, me presiona-
ban exageradamente para que me dejara penetrar, a lo cual este no se oponiay dejaba que
me presionaran. Llegando incluso a ser etiquetada de aprovechada e insultada por no te-
ner sexo con él. Lo que me llevo a situaciones realmente asquerosas y fisicamente doloro-
sas. Por otra parte, mi familia es abusiva y mayormente ultracatdlica. Las pocas personas
que se consideran liberales, incluyendo las personas con las que vivo, no conciben siquiera
la existencia de la asexualidad o el arromanticismo, llegando incluso a tratarme de forma
inferior por no haber llegado a perder la virginidad pese a mis intentos. En cuanto al resto
de las personas, ahora que he descubierto mi orientacion, finjo simplemente no tener in-
terés en la actualidad debido a mis estudios ya que, las veces que he tratado de hablar de
ello, he recibido acefobia de forma asquerosa. En cualquier caso, todo es mejor ahora que
me conozco a mi misma y he perdido por completo la presion por el sexo y parejas. Pese a
todo el rechazo a la comunidad Igtb, descubrir sobre el espectro asexual y arromantico, ha
sido lo mejor que me ha podido pasar en todos estos afios y por fin siento que no soy un
problema, que no tengo que hacer lo que no quiera con mividay he perdido toda ansiedad
relacionada con la presién social, incluso llegandome a resultar patéticos los intentos de
mofarse sobre mi. Espero que esta historia le sirva a alguna persona para identificarse lo
antes posible, sentir que no esta solo o poder ayudar a alguna persona que necesite apoyo.
Sé que da miedo identificarse con una comunidad machacada por la sociedad y a veces el
miedo no te deja ver como eres o qué quieres. Pero el alivio que da abandonar toda esa
presién, aunque seas solo tu el que sepa sobre tu sexualidad, es infinitamente mas gratifi-
cante. Un consejo que me ayudd a mi enormemente a deconstruirme y permitirme saber
qué realmente queria, es el hecho de etiquetarte en la asexualidad, aunque al principio
creas no serlo, e investigar acerca de las diferentes atracciones humanas y las experiencias
de asexuales. Animo donde quieras que estés.
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Contact information

International Asexuality Day (IAD)

Website https://internationalasexualityday.org/en/
YouTube https://www.youtube.com/c/InternationalAsexualityDay
List with https://internationalasexualityday.org/en/local/

local organizations

Email Telegram Twitter/X
mailinternationalasexualityday.org @IADofficial @IADofficial
Facebook TikTok VK
@IADofficialACES @asexuality.day iadofficial
Instagram Tumblr

@IADofficial iadofficial

Argentina: Club Asexual (CABA)

Monthly meet-up group in Buenos Aires

Instagram
@club.asexual.caba

Brazil: Coletivo Abrace

Linktree https://linktr.ee/coletivoabrace
Email Threads
coletivoabrace@gmail.com @coletivoabrace
Facebook Twitter/X
@coletivoabrace @ColetivoAbrAce
Instagram

@coletivoabrace
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Denmark: Asexual Association Denmark
Foreningen for Aseksuelle i Danmark (FAD)

Website aseksuelle.dk

Linktree https://linktr.ee/aseksuelledk

Email Instagram
info@aseksuelle.dk @aseksuelledk

Facebook
@aseksuelle

France: Rencontres asexuelles
Meet-up group in France

Meetup https://www.meetup.com/fr-FR/rencontres-asexuelles-meetup-ace/

Germany: Aspec*German

Website www.aspecgerman.de

Email Mastedon
mail@aspecgerman.de @aspec_german
Facebook Twitter/X
@aspecgerman @aspec_german
Instagram

@aspec_german

Greece: Greek Aces/Aros

Linktree linktr.ee/GreekAces

Email Instagram
greekaces.aceandproud@hotmail.com @qreekaces.aros
Facebook

@GreekAces


mailto:info%40aseksuelle.dk?subject=
https://www.facebook.com/aseksuelle/
https://www.instagram.com/aseksuelledk
http://aseksuelle.dk
https://linktr.ee/aseksuelledk
https://www.meetup.com/fr-FR/rencontres-asexuelles-meetup-ace/ 
mailto:mail%40aspecgerman.de?subject=
https://www.facebook.com/aspecgerman
https://www.instagram.com/aspec_german/
https://lsbt.me/@aspec_german
https://twitter.com/aspec_german
http://www.aspecgerman.de
mailto:greekaces.aceandproud%40hotmail.com?subject=
https://www.facebook.com/GreekAces
https://www.instagram.com/greekaces.aros/
http://linktr.ee/GreekAces

The Netherlands: The Netherlands Organisation for Asexuality
Nederlandse Organisatie Asexualiteit (NOA)

Website www.aseksualiteit.nl

YouTube https://www.youtube.com/@aseksualiteit
Email Instagram
info@aseksualiteit.nl @aseksualiteit
Facebook Twitter/X
@aseksualiteit @aseksualiteit

Nepal: Nepali Aspecs

Website https://nepaliaspecs.com/

YouTube https://www.youtube.com/@nepaliasexualsaromantics7199
Email Twitter/X

nepaliaspecs@gmail.com @AspecN

Instagram

@nepali.asexuals.aromantics

Poland: Stowarzyszenie Asfera

Website http://asfera.orq.pl

Email Instagram
asfera.stowarzyszenie@gmail.com @asfera_polish_asexuals
Facebook

@aseksualizm
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