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Dedication 

 

For every man who ever felt misunderstood, 

who carried desire like a secret and silence like armour. 

 

For every woman who tried to love a man 

whose language the world never taught him to speak. 

 

For the youth standing at the doorway of adulthood, 

may these pages become a mirror, 

a reminder that truth is not something you discover by accident, 

but something you build with courage, 

with honesty, 

and with the willingness to see yourself clearly. 

 

And for the two souls 

who remain my Gifts and my Treasure,  

may you grow into a world 

where men and women meet each other with truth, 
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not fear, 

and where love is something built with understanding, 

not performance. 

 

This book is yours too. 
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WHY THIS BOOK EXISTS 

 

Because men are spoken about more than they are spoken to. 

Because their mistakes are studied, but their silence is ignored. 

Because they are expected to behave like gods while being treated 

like problems. 

Because desire has been turned into a crime scene instead of a 

human truth. 

Because modern society demands emotional fluency from men 

without ever teaching them the language. 

Because women are tired of guessing, and men are tired of hiding. 

 

This book exists because the world has lost its ability to discuss 

men honestly; without fear, without politics, without pretending, 

without shame. 

 

Men are not asking for excuses. 

They are asking for understanding. 

They are asking for clarity. 
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They are asking for language that mirrors their internal world; the 

pressure, the instinct, the confusion, the hunger, the guilt, the 

humour, the wounds, the pride, the vulnerability, the duality. 

 

Men carry a Dog and a God inside them, yet society keeps forcing 

them to choose one. 

This book exists to show that a man is not whole unless both sides 

are recognised. 

 

This book exists because women deserve transparency, not 

emotional guesswork. 

Because relationships deserve honesty, not war. 

Because the modern world is full of rules that punish natural 

human behaviour instead of guiding it. 

Because attraction has become political. 

Because approach has become dangerous. 

Because desire has become misunderstood. 

 

This book exists to translate the inner lives of men into words that 

anyone — man or woman — can finally understand. 
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To remove the shame around masculine instinct. 

To remove the silence around emotional pressure. 

To return humour to conversations that became too serious. 

To return humanity to men who were reduced to stereotypes. 

To return compassion to women who carry the weight of 

misunderstanding. 

 

This book exists because truth makes life simpler. 

Because when men understand themselves, they love better. 

When women understand men, they fear less. 

When relationships operate with agreements instead of 

assumptions, peace becomes possible. 

 

This book does not defend men. 

It does not expose them either. 

It reveals them; honestly, fully, without apology, without 

exaggeration. 

 

It exists so that the next generation of men does not inherit silence 

disguised as strength. 
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So that the next generation of women does not inherit confusion 

disguised as empowerment. 

So that love, desire, and partnership can return to their original 

simplicity: 

two humans trying to make sense of each other with truth. 

 

This book exists because truth is heavy, 

but misunderstanding is heavier. 
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WHO IS DIBOSTO DIBOSTO 

 

Dibosto Dibosto is a name without a face, and that is intentional. 

The world has enough personalities, what it lacks is perspective. 

 

He is a South African-born observer of people, behaviour, pressure, 

instinct, culture, and contradiction. 

A thinker shaped by township noise and global streets. 

A witness to the private lives of men, the unspoken rules between 

women and men, and the emotional currency that governs desire. 

 

Dibosto does not write to be recognised. 

He writes to reveal. 

 

He walks through life quietly, paying attention to the things people 

whisper but never confront: 

the ego behind ambition, the hunger behind aUection, the 

confusion behind masculinity, the fear behind intimacy, the 

comedy behind shame. 
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He writes anonymously not to hide, but to free the work. 

When a face appears, people judge the face. 

When a name appears, people search for a scandal. 

But when a voice stands alone, the message survives untouched. 

 

Dibosto is not an expert. 

He is not a moral teacher, not a saint, not a villain, not a perfect 

man. 

He is a student of humanity who refuses to pretend he has 

outgrown the lessons he writes about. 

 

He writes in the language of truth: 

simple enough for anyone to understand, 

deep enough for anyone to reflect on, 

honest enough to make people uncomfortable, 

compassionate enough to help them grow. 

 

In this book, Dibosto becomes a translator for the parts of men that 

have no language; instinct, desire, fear, humour, shame, pride, 

exhaustion, confusion, softness, longing. 
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He is the voice that men often silence and the voice women rarely 

hear directly. 

 

He writes for the boy who grew too fast. 

For the man carrying two versions of himself. 

For the woman trying to love him without losing herself. 

For the modern world that keeps changing the rules without 

explaining them. 

 

Dibosto Dibosto is not here to impress you. 

He is here to tell the truth; the truth men avoid, the truth women 

sense, and the truth society keeps rewriting. 

 

His identity does not matter. 

His honesty does. 

 

And that is who he is. 
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PART I: MEN, INSTINCT, AND STORIES WE NEVER SAY OUT LOUD  
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CHAPTER 1: EVERY MAN HAS A DOG AND A GOD INSIDE HIM 

 

Every man begins life believing he is simple. He thinks he is one thing, one personality, 

one identity moving through the world with a single purpose. Then he grows older, makes 

a few decisions he can’t defend, falls for people he shouldn’t have loved, survives 

moments he doesn’t talk about, and suddenly realises something unsettling: he is not 

one man. He is two. 

 

Inside every man lives a dog and a god. 

 

The dog arrives first. Loud. Hungry. Curious. Reckless. The dog is impatient with life. It 

wants attention, thrill, desire, closeness, aUirmation, and anything that feels like proof 

of existence. The dog doesn’t negotiate. It follows impulse, smell, instinct, the sudden 

spark of interest that makes men walk into situations with confidence they definitely 

didn’t earn. 

 

The god arrives later. Usually tired. Usually quiet. Usually cleaning up. The god is the 

version of a man who wants meaning. It wants dignity, purpose, calm, and a sense of 

direction. It wants to be remembered for something more than appetite. The god is 

patient. It reflects. It forgives. It corrects. It tries to pull the dog away from disaster, even 

when disaster is wearing perfume and smiling politely. 
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Most men live negotiating between these two creatures. The dog pulls. The god restrains. 

The dog leaps. The god explains. The dog complicates. The god apologises. And 

somehow, through the chaos of these contradictions, a man becomes who he truly is. 

 

A balanced man is not one who kills the dog. A balanced man is one who refuses to 

pretend the dog does not exist. 

 

The world teaches men early to hide their impulses. Schools tell boys to behave. 

Families tell boys to be strong. Religion tells boys to be pure. Society tells men to be 

predictable. The problem is that instinct does not disappear just because manners grow 

louder. Men learn to nod politely while the dog inside is pacing, watching, calculating, 

reacting to things the world never sees. 

 

The god tries to moderate this, but even the god knows that instinct is not an enemy. 

Instinct keeps men alive. Desire keeps men curious. Appetite keeps men moving. The 

trouble is never the dog alone. The trouble is when the dog is driving and the man 

believes he is still in control. 

 

Some men let the dog rule every decision. These men explode through life. They love 

loudly, recklessly, temporarily. They apologise often and change rarely. Their stories are 
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entertaining but exhausting. They live for the rush, not the consequence. The world 

judges them, but quietly envies their freedom. 

 

Other men overfeed the god. They become disciplined, organised, intentional. They plan 

everything. They calculate risks. They avoid temptation like it’s a test they must pass to 

earn a calm life. But these men often feel incomplete. Something inside them feels 

muted. They are respected but restless. They are responsible but uninspired. They 

behave well, but they do not feel alive. 

 

A whole man is one who lets both creatures breathe. 

 

The dog brings courage. The god brings wisdom. The dog brings fire. The god brings 

direction. Without the dog, a man becomes a quiet ghost in his own life. Without the 

god, a man becomes a headline his friends whisper about. 

 

The most dangerous man is not the aggressive one or the reckless one. The most 

dangerous man is the one who believes he is above his own nature. He thinks he has 

outgrown desire, outsmarted instinct, and graduated from the chaos of impulse. That 

man will fall the hardest because he pretends the dog is dead, and anything suppressed 

long enough returns as an earthquake. 
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The dog does not disappear. It waits. 

 

It waits for stress, for loneliness, for boredom, for success, for praise, for heartbreak, for 

the moment discipline becomes too heavy to carry. It waits quietly in the bones, in the 

blood, in the parts of men they do not talk about. And when it awakens, it does so with a 

memory of everything it was denied. 

 

But the god is patient. It knows the dog is not the enemy. It knows instinct is raw energy. 

And raw energy, if guided, can build entire worlds instead of destroying them. 

 

A man who understands this duality becomes honest. Not perfect. Not healed. Just 

honest. He stops pretending. He stops performing. He stops lying to himself about what 

he wants, what he feels, and what he fears. He becomes less confused because he 

finally recognises which part of him is speaking. 

 

When the dog speaks, the tone is immediate. It says: act now, ask later. It says life is 

short, joy is important, temptation is a compliment, and desire is its own language. 

Nothing about the dog is subtle. The dog wants what it wants. 
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When the god speaks, the tone is slower. It says: think first, remember who you are. It 

says your choices echo beyond today. It says not every fire needs to be touched twice. It 

says peace is better than thrill. The god wants what lasts. 

 

A man’s emotional maturity is measured by his ability to recognise the diUerence. 

 

Growing older does not erase the dog. Success does not tame it. Marriage does not 

silence it. Religion does not purify it. Even wisdom does not eliminate it. The goal is not 

elimination. The goal is alliance. 

 

When the dog and the god work together, a man becomes powerful in ways the world 

cannot easily manipulate. He begins to understand himself instead of fearing himself. 

He begins to laugh at impulses instead of drowning in them. He begins to see women as 

partners, not puzzles. He begins to measure his life by peace, not performance. 

 

He learns the art of choosing without denying. 

 

He learns that wanting is not the same as acting. 

That desire is not the same as intention. 

That instinct is not the same as destiny. 

That hunger is not the same as truth. 
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He learns that he can feel everything without doing everything. 

 

This is where men begin to grow. 

 

Not in the suppression of their nature, but in the stewardship of it. Not in pretending to 

be saints, but in understanding their shadows. Not in choosing between dog and god, 

but in acknowledging that both have a place in the architecture of masculinity. 

 

A man who does not understand his internal conflict cannot understand his patterns. 

And a man who does not understand his patterns cannot understand his life. He moves 

through relationships confused, through friendships guarded, through responsibilities 

overwhelmed. He becomes a stranger to himself. 

 

But a man who understands the dog becomes compassionate with his own impulses. A 

man who understands the god becomes accountable with his own choices. And a man 

who understands both becomes free. 

 

Freedom is not the absence of desire. Freedom is the clarity to choose without lying 

about what you want. 
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This chapter is not about judgement. It is about understanding the architecture of male 

instinct. Every man is born with a wildness and a wisdom. The world is loud about 

controlling the wildness and quiet about nurturing the wisdom. The result is a generation 

of men who feel guilty for wanting and unprepared for choosing. 

 

The truth is simple: men are not complicated; they are conflicted. And conflict is not 

weakness. Conflict is the beginning of self-awareness. 

 

A man becomes whole the moment he stops performing as one creature and starts 

navigating as two. The dog gives him urgency. The god gives him depth. The dog makes 

him feel alive. The god makes him feel grounded. Together they create a life worth living. 

 

The conflict inside men is not a flaw. It is a map. And men who learn to read that map 

stop apologising for who they are and start living like they finally understand themselves. 

 

CHAPTER 2: DESIRE: THE FIRST LANGUAGE MEN LEARNED WITHOUT WORDS 

 

Long before boys understand the world, they feel it. And the first thing they feel deeply, 

privately, instinctively, is desire. It appears quietly, long before language, long before 

confidence, long before the world explains consequences. Desire does not wait for 
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permission. It simply arrives, unannounced, choosing the boy before the boy chooses 

anything. 

 

Desire is the first language men speak fluently without ever being taught. It is the oldest 

instinct, the one that hums beneath the bones, the one that wakes up before logic and 

sleeps only when exhausted. And because boys are rarely given the vocabulary for it, 

desire becomes something they learn through silence, curiosity, confusion, and small 

private moments they never share with anyone. 

 

Desire is not born in adulthood. It is discovered in childhood. 

 

A boy may not know the meaning of attraction, but he knows the feeling. He knows when 

he becomes aware of someone, when something inside him shifts, when his body reacts 

faster than his mind. These moments confuse him because no one explained them. He 

is told to behave, but no one tells him what he is behaving against. 

 

So boys learn desire alone. 

 

They don’t ask questions because they don’t have the language for the questions. They 

don’t express what they feel because adults often react with discomfort or discipline. 

They are left to interpret the strongest instinct of their lives with no guidance. 
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This is where misunderstanding begins. 

 

Desire becomes something men manage instead of understand. Something they fear 

instead of explore. Something they hide instead of naming. And what is hidden grows 

wild. 

 

As boys become teens, desire grows louder. Teenagers do not walk through the world; 

they rush through it, pulled by impulses that feel new, urgent, overwhelming. Desire 

becomes a fire in the bloodstream, unpredictable and uncomfortable. Many boys feel 

betrayed by their own bodies, reacting at the wrong time, in the wrong place, to the 

slightest hint of interest. 

 

The world laughs at this stage. Boys become a joke, a stereotype, a meme of 

awkwardness and uncontrollable hunger. But beneath the jokes is a deeper truth: they 

are terrified. They feel something powerful and have no idea what to do with it. 

 

There are no lessons on desire in school. No subject that teaches boys the emotional 

weight of instinct. No curriculum that explains how to separate want from action, 

curiosity from pressure, excitement from danger. 
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Instead, boys learn about desire the same way people learn about fire: by getting 

burned. 

 

When they become men, desire evolves. It becomes calmer, quieter, more complicated. 

It mixes with memory, loss, hope, ego, insecurity, loneliness, and imagination. Men are 

told to control desire, tame it, suppress it, discipline it. But control without 

understanding is rebellion waiting to happen. 

 

Men do not struggle because desire is strong. 

Men struggle because desire is silent. 

 

It speaks in feelings, not words. In impulses, not explanations. In reactions, not logic. 

Men do not wake up thinking about desire; they wake up reacting to it. 

 

Desire is not only sexual. 

Desire is attention. 

Desire is connection. 

Desire is significance. 

Desire is the need to feel alive. 
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A man who feels desired is a man who feels seen. A man who feels unseen becomes 

unpredictable. 

 

Desire is also memory. Men return to people, places, and situations because desire 

attaches itself to experience. If a moment made a man feel powerful, free, wanted, 

admired, or understood, desire will drag him back even if logic begs him to walk away. 

 

This is why a man may leave a relationship but struggle to leave a feeling. The body 

forgets slowly. The mind forgets slowly. Desire forgets last. 

 

Women often misunderstand this. They believe desire is a choice, a moral statement, or 

an intention. But desire is often none of these. It is simply a force that arrives before 

thought and lingers after consequence. 

 

A man can desire someone he does not want a future with. 

He can desire someone he does not even like. 

He can desire someone he cannot have. 

He can desire someone he should forget. 

 

Desire does not negotiate with good intentions. 
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Men rarely talk about this because desire feels like a confession. It feels embarrassing, 

childish, out of control. Men fear appearing weak, thirsty, impulsive, or shallow. So they 

build silence around their instinct. 

 

But silence is not discipline. Silence is just silence. 

 

When men do not talk about desire, they misunderstand themselves. They walk into 

relationships confused about what they feel. They walk out confused about why they 

walked in. They look for answers in behaviour instead of nature. They call themselves 

broken when they are simply human. 

 

Some men drown in desire and call it destiny. 

Some men fear desire and call it discipline. 

Some men misunderstand desire and call it love. 

Some men misuse desire and call it freedom. 

 

But a wise man sees desire as a signal, not a command. 

 

Desire is not the enemy. The enemy is pretending desire is simple. 
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As men grow older, desire changes shape again. It becomes less frantic and more 

selective. It sharpens. It matures. It shifts from quantity to quality, from impulse to 

intention, from excitement to meaning. But even then, the boy in the man remembers 

the early chaos. That memory never fully dies. 

 

This is why older men sometimes act young again when someone awakens the part of 

them they buried. It is not immaturity. It is recognition. Desire remembers what the man 

forgot. 

 

At its core, desire is the search for aliveness. It is the craving to feel something; joy, 

connection, intimacy, aUirmation, escape. Men do not want constant desire; they want 

meaningful desire. They want someone who sees them clearly enough to make desire 

feel like truth instead of hunger. 

 

Desire without purpose becomes addiction. 

Desire with purpose becomes devotion. 

 

To understand men, you must understand their desire. Not the desire they show, but the 

desire they fear, the desire they hide, the desire they chase in their minds long after they 

stop chasing it in real life. 
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Men are not confused about what they want. 

Men are confused about what to do with what they want. 

 

A man who understands desire begins to understand himself. He stops overreacting to 

his impulses. He stops apologising for his nature. He stops seeking permission for what 

is biological. Instead, he learns to interpret desire the way one interprets weather. Not 

good or bad. Just real. 

 

Understanding desire does not make a man pure. It makes him honest. And honest men 

are rarer than disciplined ones. Honesty gives desire direction. It allows men to want 

without harm, to love without fear, to resist without shame. 

 

At its deepest level, desire is not about the body. It is about presence. Men desire to be 

felt, not just touched. They desire to be chosen, not just available. They desire to be 

significant, not just seen. When desire carries dignity, it becomes connection. When 

desire carries shame, it becomes chaos. 

 

Men often pretend desire is physical because admitting it is emotional feels too 

vulnerable. But desire is emotional. Attraction may begin in the body, but desire 
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continues in the mind. The body reacts; the mind decides. And between the reaction 

and the decision lies the truth about who a man is. 

 

A man who is at peace with his desire becomes predictable in the best way. He does not 

panic when he feels something strong. He does not hide from attraction. He does not 

hurt people because he is scared of honesty. He knows that desire is a signal, not a 

verdict. 

 

The world expects men to be masters of desire. But most men are students, still learning 

a language they were never taught. 

 

The tragedy is not that men desire too much. 

The tragedy is that they understand too little. 

 

If men could speak honestly about desire, half the misunderstandings in relationships 

would disappear. Half the suspicion. Half the arguments. Half the fear. 

 

What men truly want is not freedom from desire. 

What men want is freedom from shame about desire. 
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To be able to say: 

“I feel this.” 

“I want this.” 

“This moved me.” 

“This confused me.” 

“This pulled me.” 

“This meant something.” 

“This meant nothing.” 

 

Without the world assigning judgement to their nature. 

 

Desire is not a flaw. It is a compass. But a compass is useless if the man holding it is 

afraid to look at it. 

 

Understanding desire is understanding men. And understanding men begins with 

acknowledging that their first language was not bravery or strength or ambition. It was 

want. Pure, simple, instinctive want. 

 

Everything else came later. 
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CHAPTER 3: THE THINGS MEN THINK ABOUT BUT AVOID SAYING 

 

Men think more than they speak, and feel more than they show. Most of their emotional 

life happens in silence, not because they are hiding something dark, but because the 

world has trained them to believe that speaking honestly is dangerous. The result is a 

man who carries entire conversations in his head that he will never say out loud. 

 

A man’s silence is not emptiness; it is storage. 

 

Even the loudest, most confident men carry a private world behind their social armour. 

Inside that world are thoughts that never make it to their lips. They are not secrets. They 

are simply truths that feel too heavy to share, or too complicated to explain, or too likely 

to be misunderstood. So men keep them inside, thinking three steps ahead while 

pretending everything is fine. 

 

One of the first things men think about but rarely admit is fear. Not fear of danger. Fear of 

failure. Fear of disappointing people. Fear of being “not enough” in a world that demands 

everything. Fear that they are running out of time to become the man they promised 

themselves they would be. 
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Men think about pressure constantly. The pressure to provide. The pressure to impress. 

The pressure to be calm when they are breaking. The pressure to succeed when they feel 

lost. They think about responsibilities they did not choose but must honour. They think 

about people depending on them even when they have no one to depend on 

themselves. 

 

They think about loneliness in ways that would shock the women who believe men are 

emotionally detached. Men feel loneliness intensely, but they rarely name it. Instead, 

they distract themselves with noise, work, desire, ambition, or silence. Loneliness in 

men is not always isolation. Sometimes it is simply the feeling of carrying too much with 

too few people to share it with. 

 

Men think about aging earlier than people realise. Not because they fear wrinkles or grey 

hair, but because they fear fading relevance. They fear losing their peak, their sharpness, 

their confidence, their physical strength, their ability to attract or perform. Society 

forgives aging in men publicly, but punishes it privately. A man feels it every time he 

compares himself to his younger self. 

 

Men think about their fathers more than they admit. Some think about becoming like 

them. Some fear becoming like them. Some carry pride, others resentment. Many carry 

both. For men, a father is not just a parent. He is a reference point. A shadow. A warning. 
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A blueprint. A wound. A wish. A mystery. A mirror that changes shape as the man grows 

older. 

 

Men think about women far more deeply than they pretend. Not just desire. Not just 

attraction. They think about understanding women, pleasing women, disappointing 

women, being chosen by women, being rejected by women, being replaced by women. 

They think about love, loyalty, betrayal, and the heartbreaking confusion of wanting 

someone they cannot fully understand. 

 

They think about the women they hurt. The women they lost. The women they should 

have treated better. The women they let slip away. They think about apologies they never 

delivered and feelings they never expressed. Men carry emotional ghosts quietly, long 

after the world assumes they have moved on. 

 

Men think about their friends. They think about how friendships drift with time, how men 

rarely say “I miss you,” how life pulls them apart even without conflict. Male friendships 

are built on presence, not conversation. When presence disappears, men often assume 

the bond has weakened, even if the aUection remains. They think about reconnecting, 

but rarely do. Not because they don’t care, but because they don’t know how to start. 

 

Men think about success in a way that mixes ambition with exhaustion. They imagine 

futures that excite them and futures that terrify them. They think about money 
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constantly, not because they worship it, but because financial security feels like safety, 

dignity, and the freedom to breathe. Behind every man who obsesses about money is a 

man who fears being vulnerable in ways society does not forgive. 

 

Men think about their bodies. They think about strength, weight, stamina, performance, 

endurance. They think about how their body used to feel and how it feels now. They think 

about whether they are attractive, whether they are enough, whether aging is stealing 

something essential from them. They won’t say it, but they feel it. 

 

Men think about sex, yes, but not in the shallow caricature society paints. Men think 

about performance, connection, confidence, fear of disappointing, fear of being judged, 

fear of losing desire, fear of losing ability. They think about attraction the way one thinks 

about weather: something powerful, unpredictable, and capable of changing everything 

without warning. 

 

Men think about peace. Deeply. Quietly. Constantly. They think about a life without 

noise. A life without judgement. A life where they are not performing for anyone. A life 

where they can rest. Men crave peace more than pleasure, though they rarely admit it. 

Pleasure distracts. Peace heals. 

 

Men think about giving up more often than people assume. Not in the dramatic sense. In 

the subtle sense. The tired sense. The “I need a moment to breathe” sense. The world 
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tells men to keep going, so they keep going even when they should pause. Men rarely 

allow themselves to stop, and when they do, they feel guilty for resting. 

 

Men think about love every day, even when they do not act like it. They think about who 

loves them, who loved them before, who they wish they could love better, who they hope 

to love one day. They think about whether they are lovable, whether they are diUicult, 

whether their emotions are too complex for anyone to understand. 

 

Men think about mistakes deeply. A single mistake can replay in a man’s mind for years. 

Not because he is stuck, but because he measures himself against moments he wishes 

he handled diUerently. Regret is quiet, but constant. 

 

Men think about their dreams, even the ones they pretend to have forgotten. Dreams 

about travel, business, adventure, creativity, purpose. Dreams they set aside for 

survival. Dreams they buried under responsibility. Dreams they fear will never return. 

 

Men think about death more than they admit. Not in a dramatic sense, but in a reflective 

one. They think about legacy. About whether they lived well. About the people they 

would leave behind. About whether their life meant something to anyone. 
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Men think about being understood. They carry the longing for understanding the way 

women carry the longing for emotional safety. DiUerent language, same need. 

 

The irony is that men rarely speak these thoughts aloud because they assume no one 

wants to hear them. They assume their depth will be interpreted as weakness. They 

assume their fears will be dismissed. They assume their vulnerability will be used 

against them. So they stay silent. 

 

But silence changes men. It wraps around them like armour, then hardens like a shell. 

Inside that shell, thoughts grow heavier. Emotions sharpen. Fears echo. Memories 

expand. And the man becomes more private, not because he chooses distance, but 

because he no longer knows how to share. 

 

When men do speak, they test the waters first. They oUer a half-truth to see if the world 

can handle the full one. If the reaction feels safe, they open a little more. If the reaction 

feels sharp, they close completely. This is why men often talk around their feelings 

instead of through them. They speak in humour, implication, hints, or logic instead of 

emotion. 

 

A man may never say “I’m scared,” but he will describe the problem ten diUerent ways 

hoping someone hears the fear beneath the facts. 
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He may never say “I’m lonely,” but he will call someone at random hours with nothing to 

say. 

He may never say “I’m hurting,” but he will withdraw from the world hoping someone 

notices. 

He may never say “I need help,” but he will ask about things he already knows the 

answer to, hoping for comfort instead of information. 

 

Men think in emotional paragraphs but speak in emotional sentences. 

 

This gap between thought and speech is where misunderstandings grow. Women 

believe men are emotionally empty because they speak less. Men believe women are 

emotionally overwhelming because they speak more. But both are wrong. Men are not 

empty. They are edited. 

 

A man’s mind is a library of unsent messages, unasked questions, unspoken apologies, 

and unexpressed aUection. He does not share them because he fears the cost of 

honesty more than the cost of silence. 

 

But silence has a cost. It shapes the man. It shapes his relationships. It shapes his 

identity. When a man chooses silence for too long, he begins to forget the sound of his 

own truth. 
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Understanding men requires listening to what they do not say. Their silence is full of 

meaning. Their distance is full of emotion. Their quietness is full of stories. 

 

Men think constantly. They feel deeply. They care intensely. But the world taught them to 

speak carefully. And careful speech often hides the most human parts of them. 

 

When a man finally speaks honestly, it is rarely loud. It is quiet. Almost gentle. Like 

someone opening a door they built for years. Inside that door is the truth: men are not 

simple; they are simply private. And privacy, for them, is not secrecy. It is protection. 

 

A man who feels safe will tell you everything. 

A man who does not will tell you nothing. 

 

Understanding this diUerence is understanding men. 

 

CHAPTER 4: HOW BOYS BECOME MEN LONG BEFORE THEY UNDERSTAND 
THEMSELVES 

 

Boys become men early, long before anyone teaches them what being a man actually 

means. It happens quietly, without ceremony, without a guide, without warning. One day 
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a boy is allowed to feel everything, cry freely, laugh loudly, be vulnerable without shame. 

The next day, the world taps him on the shoulder and tells him, “You’re a man now,” but 

never gives him instructions for the job. 

 

The transition is not oUicial. There is no age. No moment. No speech. It happens the first 

time a boy is told to “be strong” when he is hurting. The first time he is told to “stop 

crying” when something breaks him inside. The first time he hears, “You’re a man. Fix it.” 

A boy becomes a man when he learns that his emotions are supposed to be edited 

before anyone sees them. 

 

He becomes a man the day he realises the world will judge him by his results, not his 

feelings. 

A man before he understands money. 

A man before he understands pressure. 

A man before he understands love. 

 

Boys grow up fast not because they mature early, but because they are expected to. 

They learn to carry weight that has no name. They learn to push through moments they 

do not understand. They learn to perform strength before they feel strong. 
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A boy becomes a man when he discovers responsibility without being ready for it. 

Sometimes it’s taking care of siblings. Sometimes it’s holding secrets. Sometimes it’s 

watching adults collapse and having to stay calm. Sometimes it’s seeing struggle and 

realising he is expected to rise above it alone. 

 

The world prepares boys for survival, not for understanding themselves. 

 

Boys become men in public long before they become men internally. On the outside, 

they perform confidence, courage, direction. Inside, they remain in negotiation with 

themselves, still trying to figure out what they believe, what they want, who they are. 

 

This is why so many men arrive in adulthood carrying unfinished conversations from 

childhood. Moments that shaped them. Words that scarred them. Expectations they 

never agreed to but obeyed anyway. The boy inside the man never disappears; he simply 

adapts. 

 

A boy becomes a man the first time he hides what he feels in order to look strong. 

He becomes a man the first time he pretends not to care. 

He becomes a man the first time he loves someone silently because he fears looking 

foolish. 
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He becomes a man the first time he tries to solve something alone because he believes 

asking for help makes him less. 

 

And yet, the boy still lives inside him, asking questions the man rarely answers. 

 

The boy inside still wonders why aUection feels dangerous. 

Why vulnerability feels risky. 

Why anger becomes the easiest emotion to express. 

Why softness feels like a luxury he cannot aUord. 

Why love can feel like both medicine and threat. 

 

Boys become men by imitation before comprehension. They copy the men around them. 

Their fathers. Their uncles. Their teachers. Their older brothers. They learn strength from 

some, fear from others, silence from many. They inherit behaviours without 

understanding their roots. 

 

If a boy grows up with a present father, he learns one kind of masculinity. 

If a boy grows up with an absent father, he learns another. 

Both shape him deeply, even if neither prepares him fully. 
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A boy may grow up watching men who never cry. He may grow up watching men who 

drink to cope. He may grow up watching men who fight to feel alive. He may grow up 

watching men who chase success because they fear failure more than anything. These 

images become instructions long before he realises he has choices. 

 

Boys become men by carrying expectations that they cannot name. Expectations from 

family, culture, religion, society. Expectations that tell them how to act, how to speak, 

who to be. Expectations that often contradict their true nature. 

 

By the time a boy becomes a man, he has already learned to fear judgement. He has 

learned that being wrong comes with shame. He has learned that being emotional 

comes with embarrassment. He has learned that being honest comes with risk. 

 

And yet, the paradox remains: boys become men early, but understand manhood late. 

 

Many men only begin to understand themselves in their thirties or forties. Not because 

they were slow, but because this is when the noise settles. When the boy inside them 

finally asks to be heard. When life becomes less about proving something to the world 

and more about finding peace within themselves. 
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Some men realise that they have been living someone else’s idea of masculinity. Some 

realise they were taught to prioritise survival over happiness. Some realise they have 

been running from their own emotions for decades. Some finally understand that 

strength was never the opposite of vulnerability. 

 

A boy becomes a man long before he understands women. Long before he understands 

desire. Long before he understands love. He enters relationships carrying old scripts, 

rehearsed behaviours, inherited beliefs. He tries to love with tools he never learned how 

to use. 

 

This is why so many relationships feel like two people speaking diUerent emotional 

languages. A woman asks for honesty, not knowing a man has been trained to fear it. She 

asks for expression, not knowing expression was the first thing he was told to silence. 

She asks for vulnerability, not knowing it feels like exposure. 

 

Men are not complicated. Their conditioning is. 

 

A boy becomes a man the moment he realises the world will not wait for him to learn 

slowly. But he becomes a healthy man the moment he decides to understand himself 

anyway. 
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Growing up is not the same as evolving. Many boys grow up, but only some evolve. 

Evolution happens when the man stops performing strength and starts discovering it. 

When he lets go of other people’s definitions and finds his own. When he stops running 

from himself and finally sits with who he is. 

 

The men who evolve are the ones who listen to the boy inside; not to obey him, but to 

heal him. 

 

They look at their childhood with clarity instead of blame. 

They challenge the lessons that harmed them. 

They redefine what it means to be strong. 

They allow themselves softness without shame. 

They rewrite the rules they inherited. 

 

Most importantly, they learn that true manhood has nothing to do with ego, dominance, 

or performance. Real manhood is emotional honesty. It is self-awareness. It is 

responsibility without resentment. It is kindness without weakness. It is desire without 

deception. It is strength without cruelty. 

 

A boy becomes a man early. 

A man becomes himself much later. 
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The journey from boyhood to manhood is not about age, it is about awakening. And every 

man, no matter how old, is just beginning to understand who he truly is. 
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PART II: GROWING UP IN THE ECONOMY OF PRESSURE 

  



  
 

 48 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

CHAPTER 5: THE THINGS BOYS LEARN IN SILENCE 

 

A boy grows up listening to many voices, but the lessons that shape him the most are 

usually the ones no one actually says out loud. Silence is the first curriculum for a young 

man. Not school. Not church. Not family meetings. Silence. The quiet things he 

observes. The moments adults think he did not notice. The feelings he was never 

allowed to speak. 

 

Silence trains a boy faster than lectures ever could. 

 

A boy learns early that some questions make adults uncomfortable. 

He learns to read tension in a room before he knows the word “tension.” 

He learns to hide confusion because asking might sound disrespectful. 

He learns to adjust himself depending on who enters the space. 

 

Boys grow up in a world that speaks to them through hints and pressure. Nothing is 

direct. Nothing is explained. You just “know” or you don’t. And when you don’t, the 

silence becomes a punishment on its own. 

 

A boy learns manhood by watching men who don’t speak about what matters. He 

watches them swallow hurt. He watches them drown doubt. He watches them pretend 
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they are fine. He watches them carry weight that no one helps them unpack. He watches 

them function, not flourish. 

 

That becomes the standard. 

 

Speak less. 

Feel less. 

Show nothing. 

Handle everything. 

 

That is the first silent lesson. 

 

The second silent lesson is comparison, the thief that every boy meets before he has 

language for self-worth. Boys compare everything. Strength. Confidence. Popularity. 

How loudly someone laughs. How softly someone walks. Who gets chosen. Who gets 

ignored. Even who becomes a man “the fastest,” whatever that means to kids who 

barely understand themselves. 

 

Comparison is a shadow that follows boys into adulthood. It teaches them to see life as 

a competition long before they understand collaboration. It teaches them to measure 
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success by attention instead of purpose. It teaches them to fear failure because failure 

feels public, even when it’s private. 

 

A boy also learns silence through shame, the most poisonous teacher of all. 

 

Shame teaches him that some emotions are unacceptable. 

Shame teaches him that fear is a flaw. 

Shame teaches him that mistakes must be hidden. 

Shame teaches him that weakness is something to outrun, not understand. 

 

By the time a boy becomes a teenager, he has already absorbed dozens of unspoken 

rules: 

 

Never be too emotional. 

Never be too soft. 

Never ask for help. 

Never show confusion. 

Never look scared. 

Never admit you’re hurting. 

Never let anyone think you don’t know what you’re doing. 
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This is the foundation from which he enters manhood. A foundation made of 

expectations he didn’t agree to but must obey to survive the world’s judgement. A 

foundation that makes boys grow into men who know how to cope but not how to heal. 

 

Every man has moments that shaped him in silence: 

 

The first time he saw anger replace aUection. 

The first time he watched financial stress break a home. 

The first time he learned that love does not always protect you. 

The first time he had to act older than his age. 

The first time he realised the world does not treat boys gently. 

 

These memories do not fade. They sit under the skin like unmarked chapters. They 

inform how a man sees himself, how he approaches relationships, how he trusts, how 

he loves, how he responds to pressure. And because no one explains these things, men 

grow up thinking they are alone in what they feel. 

 

One of the biggest silent lessons boys learn is that approval comes in conditions. 
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Be strong, and you will be respected. 

Be successful, and you will be valued. 

Be useful, and you will be loved. 

 

A boy learns that his worth is tied to performance, not presence. So he grows up chasing 

achievements to prove something he never got permission to question. 

 

Some boys are told to be providers before they understand money. 

Some are told to protect their families before they understand danger. 

Some are told to be “good men” before they understand what goodness means. 

Some are told to stop being boys before they have finished being children. 

 

Silence creates rushed men. Men who never got time to grow gently. Men who entered 

adulthood with a manual full of missing pages. 

 

This is why many men collapse quietly. Not because they are weak, but because they 

were raised to believe they must break alone. Silence becomes both the teacher and the 

prison. 

 

There is another thing boys learn silently: desire. 
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From a young age, boys are taught that desire is both natural and dangerous. They are 

warned about consequences but not taught about honesty. They are told to “control 

themselves,” but not how. They are judged harshly for wanting, yet expected to perform 

as if desire is an instinct they must master without instruction. 

 

This contradiction produces confusion that follows men for decades. Desire becomes 

something they manage privately, navigate clumsily, or hide entirely. They learn to 

pretend they understand it because admitting uncertainty feels childish. 

 

The world teaches boys everything except themselves. 

 

A boy learns about responsibility, but not emotional literacy. 

He learns about strength, but not introspection. 

He learns about survival, but not fulfilment. 

He learns about pleasure, but not boundaries. 

He learns about competition, but not connection. 

 

So he enters adulthood half-built; complete on the outside, unfinished on the inside. 
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But here is the truth: everything a boy learns in silence becomes the noise he must 

confront later. Men spend their thirties or forties trying to undo the things they learned 

when no one was talking. Trying to rebuild themselves with compassion they were never 

shown. Trying to understand emotions they were taught to mute. 

 

The boy grows up. 

The silence grows with him. 

Until one day he decides he will not be raised by silence anymore. 

 

Men evolve the moment they realise they can rewrite the lessons that shaped them. 

They evolve when they replace silence with honesty. They evolve when they choose to 

speak where others swallowed words. They evolve when they recognise that 

vulnerability is not a threat, it is a doorway. 

 

When a man finally begins to understand himself, he becomes dangerous in the most 

beautiful way: not because he controls others, but because he finally controls his own 

narrative. Because he is no longer a student of silence. 

 

CHAPTER 6: PEER PRESSURE: THE SCHOOL THAT NEVER NEEDED A CLASSROOM 
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Every boy attends two schools. The first one has teachers, uniforms, timetables, and 

report cards. The second one has none of that. No principal. No rules on paper. No 

homework. No certificates. And yet, this second school shapes a boy more than his 

entire formal education. 

 

This school is called peer pressure. 

 

Peer pressure is the silent institution that teaches boys how to behave long before they 

understand who they are. It teaches them what is acceptable, what is embarrassing, 

what is powerful, what is weak, what is admired, what is mocked, what is rewarded, and 

what is punished by laughter, silence, or exclusion. 

 

Peer pressure doesn’t need a classroom because the world becomes the classroom. 

The playground becomes a lesson. 

The street becomes a lesson. 

The bus stop becomes a lesson. 

Even social media is a lesson. 

Every place where boys gather becomes a space of training. 

 

Peer pressure is most eUective because boys fear one thing more than anything else: 

being the odd one out. Boys can handle pain. They can handle stress. They can even 
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handle losing. But exclusion? Being the one who doesn’t fit? That is the deepest wound 

for a young man. 

 

So boys shape themselves according to the climate of their peers. 

 

If the boys around him celebrate danger, he will try to be fearless. 

If they celebrate comedy, he will try to be funny. 

If they celebrate girls, he will try to become desirable. 

If they celebrate physical strength, he will try to be tough. 

If they celebrate money, he will try to look rich even when he isn’t. 

 

Peer pressure teaches boys to perform versions of themselves, not to understand 

themselves. It demands that they mimic more than they reflect. For many boys, 

performance is easier than truth. 

 

Peer pressure begins with comparisons, small ones at first. 

Who grows taller first. 

Who can fight. 

Who has the best shoes. 

Who is respected. 
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Who girls notice. 

Who is confident with his voice. 

Who can hide fear better than the rest. 

 

In this school, validation is currency. 

Attention is power. 

And belonging is survival. 

 

But boys rarely admit this. They pretend everything is natural, eUortless, instinctive. 

Meanwhile the pressure cooks them slowly, teaching them to prioritise perception over 

reality. 

 

A boy learns from other boys what masculinity is supposed to look like. Not what it truly 

is. What it looks like. And because every boy is also pretending, they end up copying 

each other’s confusion. 

 

Peer pressure convinces boys that confidence is something you fake until it becomes 

real. It convinces them that mistakes must be hidden. It convinces them that apologies 

make you weak. It convinces them that silence is safer than honesty. 
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Peer pressure is also responsible for some of the first stupid things boys do, not out of 

desire, but out of fear of appearing soft. This is how boys end up in trouble they didn’t 

even enjoy. Trouble that didn’t come from their spirit but from their desperation to 

belong. 

 

This pressure does not disappear in adulthood. It just upgrades. 

 

If boys compared sneakers, men compare cars. 

If boys compared who gets attention from girls, men compare relationships, 

achievements, and lifestyle. 

If boys competed for acceptance, men compete for status, money, respect, and 

narrative control. 

 

Peer pressure becomes peer performance. 

Everyone acting like they are fine. 

Everyone pretending they have the plan. 

Everyone showcasing highlights while hiding the chaos. 

Men do not always try to impress women, sometimes they are just trying to look good in 

front of other men. 
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This is why so many men end up in lifestyles they can’t sustain. They are not always 

chasing desire,  they’re escaping insignificance. They are not addicted to pleasure, 

they’re addicted to validation. They are not obsessed with luxury; they’re terrified of 

looking poor, small, or left behind. 

 

Peer pressure convinces men that they must look successful before they actually are. 

That they must look confident before they feel confident. That they must look stable 

even when life is falling apart. The performance becomes a habit, and the habit 

becomes a personality. 

 

But here’s the trick: every man thinks he is the only one pretending. 

 

Inside his mind: 

Everyone else looks certain. 

Everyone else looks secure. 

Everyone else looks in control. 

Everyone else seems to know exactly who they are. 

 

But if you listen closely, every man has doubts echoing under his bravado. Every man 

feels pressured to be something more than he feels inside. Every man fears judgement. 
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Every man fears being exposed as imperfect. Peer pressure did not just shape him, it 

wired him. 

 

Men carry that wiring into relationships. They perform competence even when they are 

confused. They perform strength even when they are exhausted. They perform 

detachment even when they crave connection. And because they fear being 

misunderstood, they rarely speak up about it. 

 

Peer pressure is the school where boys graduate without learning themselves. 

 

But there comes a time; usually in a man’s thirties or forties, when the pressure loses its 

authority. He stops seeking applause from the sidelines. He becomes tired of 

performance. He starts wanting authenticity instead of approval. He realises that the 

opinions of the crowd never built his peace. 

 

That is when a man begins to step out of the invisible classroom he grew up in. He starts 

redefining what masculinity means to him instead of what the world taught him. He 

chooses honesty over image. He chooses substance over performance. He chooses 

self-respect over peer validation. 

 

Peer pressure taught him to fit in. 
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Wisdom teaches him to stand out. 

 

A boy learns in silence. 

A man learns by unlearning. 

 

CHAPTER 7: WHEN EGO MEETS YOUTH: THE FIRST STUPID THINGS WE DO 

 

There is a specific age where boys believe they are invincible. Not strong. Not skilled. 
Not wise. Just invincible. It’s a dangerous period because the confidence is loud but the 
wisdom is whispering from very far away. 

 

This is the season where ego and youth shake hands for the first time. And once they 
agree to work together, chaos becomes predictable. 

 

Every man remembers that stage, the years where he acted first and thought later. The 
years where the word “consequences” sounded like a rumour. The years where he 
believed the world was watching his every move, celebrating his every win, forgiving his 
every mistake. Youth creates the illusion of a spotlight even when no one is looking. 

 

The first stupid things men do usually happen because ego is writing the script. 

 

Ego says: impress them. 

Youth says: now. 

Ego says: don’t look weak. 

Youth says: never. 

Ego says: you can handle anything. 

Youth says: we’ll see. 



  
 

 62 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

 

This is how boys turn into teenagers who test every boundary: academic, emotional, 
physical, sexual, financial. They don’t always do these things because they want to, 
sometimes they are just afraid of looking inexperienced. Youth hates inexperience. Ego 
hates embarrassment. Together, they create performance pressure that feels like life 
and death. 

 

The first stupid things boys do are usually about proving something that no one asked 
them to prove. 

 

They chase girls not because they’re ready for love, but because they think attention will 
make them men. 

They flex money they don’t have because they think image carries more weight than 
stability. 

They fight over pride because losing feels like humiliation. 

They pretend to know everything because asking questions feels like surrender. 

 

Ego whispers that competence must be faked. Youth obeys. 

 

This combination makes boys allergic to patience. Everything must happen fast. Growth 
must be immediate. Respect must be instant. Validation must be guaranteed. Youth 
does not believe in slow progress, it believes in shortcuts. 

 

This is why so many boys enter early adulthood with emotional debts they didn’t plan for. 
They burn bridges. They break hearts. They damage friendships. They damage 
themselves. Not because they are bad, but because they are untrained. Ego made the 
decisions. Youth paid the price. 

 

If you ask a man in his thirties what he regrets the most, he will rarely mention money. 
He will mention moments, moments where his ego was louder than his common sense. 
Moments where he hurt someone who didn’t deserve it. Moments where he tried to 
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impress people who weren’t watching. Moments where he thought he was playing a 
game when he was actually shaping his character. 

 

One of the first stupid things boys do is confuse attention with value. They believe being 
seen is the same as being respected. Being popular is the same as being significant. 
Being desired is the same as being wanted for who they truly are. They only learn much 
later that someone can love your image but not your soul. 

 

Youth loves applause. Ego thinks applause is proof. Neither understands that applause 
is cheap. 

 

Another stupid behaviour: taking risks without understanding the cost. Boys jump into 
situations thinking they will escape unharmed because they always have. They mistake 
luck for skill. They mistake adrenaline for courage. They mistake recklessness for 
bravery. 

 

The world forgives boys until one day it doesn’t. 

 

This is the age where men think heartbreak will kill them, not realising it is simply 
preparing them. They think failure defines them, not realising it is shaping them. They 
think mistakes are permanent, not realising mistakes are sand, not stone. 

 

When ego meets youth, boys overcommit to the wrong things; friendships that were 
temporary, relationships they were not ready for, lifestyles they couldn’t aUord, 
reputations they couldn’t maintain. They agree to expectations they never understood. 
They promise futures they cannot deliver. They create versions of themselves that feel 
exciting at first but exhausting later. 

 

This period is predictable because every man experiences the same internal conflict: 
the desire to be admired versus the desire to be authentic. In youth, admiration usually 
wins. A man spends years chasing admiration before realising authenticity was the thing 
he needed all along. 
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Boys also underestimate pressure. They think they can handle it simply because they’re 
young. But pressure has no mercy. A teenage boy with an inflated ego is the easiest 
target for manipulation; by friends, by girls, by older men, by society. Youth believes it 
cannot be used. Ego believes it cannot be fooled. Both are often wrong. 

 

A boy becomes a man the first time his ego costs him something real. Something he 
cannot hide. Something he cannot deny. Something he cannot fix with charm or 
excuses. That moment humbles him more than any lecture ever could. 

 

And yet, ego is not the enemy. Youth is not the enemy. They are simply untrained forces. 
With age, ego becomes purpose. Youth becomes energy. Wisdom becomes the filter. 

 

The goal is not to kill the ego, it is to educate it. 

The goal is not to regret youth,  it is to extract meaning from it. 

 

The first stupid things we do are not failures. They are lessons that refuse to come gently. 
They shape the man we become. They teach accountability. They expose weaknesses. 
They reveal fears. They force us to grow in directions we did not anticipate. 

 

A man only stops doing stupid things when he realises he has something to lose that 
matters more than pride. When he discovers peace is more valuable than performance. 
When he learns that respect is earned from within before it is expected from others. 

 

In the end, ego and youth are not villains. They are two boys trying their best to navigate a 
loud world. They just need guidance. They need boundaries. They need wisdom. And 
they need time, time to grow into something that doesn’t destroy the man but 
strengthens him. 

 

Every man was once a boy who did things he didn’t understand. The goal is not to erase 
those years, but to understand them. Because understanding is the beginning of 
mastery. 
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CHAPTER 8: THE SLAY QUEEN ERA AND THE COST OF LOOKING SUCCESSFUL 

 

There has always been a dance between men and women, but the modern era created a 
new choreography; one built on image, lifestyle, and economic theatre. This is the era of 
the slay queen, the influencer-before-influencer era, the time when beauty, wealth, 
nightlife, and performance collided to create a social economy that runs as loudly as 
any stock market. 

 

This era didn’t begin on social media. It began in nightclubs, in VIP lounges, in private 
parties, in estates where champagne flowed before wisdom, where men performed 
wealth and women performed desirability. It began the moment society decided that 
looking successful was more important than being stable. It grew from insecurity 
disguised as ambition, and ambition disguised as self-expression. 

 

The slay queen era is a mirror, showing men what they fear, what they desire, and what 
they try hardest to hide. 

 

Every man knows this world even if he never participated in it. Because the slay queen 
era is not about specific women; it is about the pressure to look like you belong to a 
lifestyle you cannot explain. It is about the economics of image; who has access, who 
has power, who pays the bill, who earns the attention. 

 

Men often misinterpret slay queens as simple, materialistic, or opportunistic. But slay 
queens are not a personality; they are a symptom of a social climate where everything is 
currency: bodies, confidence, alcohol, clothes, proximity, beauty, influence, 
connections. 

 

A slay queen is not just a woman who dresses well. She is a woman who understands 
the language of male ego better than some men understand themselves. She knows 
how to activate that ego, stretch it, stroke it, provoke it, reward it. She understands that 
many men do not seek love, they seek reflection. They want someone to mirror back the 
image they want the world to see. 
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She gives that reflection; sometimes sincerely, sometimes strategically. And men reward 
that reflection, sometimes generously, sometimes recklessly. 

 

Slay queen culture grows where male insecurity grows. 

Where men fear insignificance. 

Where men fear being overshadowed. 

Where men fear being ordinary. 

Where men fear being broke. 

 

Because nothing exposes a man’s sense of worth faster than a room full of beautiful 
women who are evaluating him silently. Suddenly, a man’s pride becomes a 
performance. His wallet becomes his confidence. His car becomes his personality. His 
lifestyle becomes his defence mechanism. 

 

This is not about rich men. Even broke men participate through illusion. They borrow, 
they overspend, they lie, they promise, they pretend. Because in the slay queen 
economy, it is not about being wealthy,  it is about looking chosen. 

 

Women are not the problem. Men are not the problem. 

The culture of survival-through-image is the problem. 

 

The slay queen era thrives on mutual exploitation; not necessarily malicious, but 
transactional. A woman may enter this world seeking opportunity, visibility, financial 
relief, or even fun. A man may enter seeking validation, ego fulfilment, companionship 
without emotional responsibility, or the illusion of power. 

 

Both sides know the rules, even when they pretend not to. 

 

Men pay for experiences they cannot emotionally aUord. 

Women accept attention they cannot safely navigate. 
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Both walk away feeling something is missing. 

 

The pressure aUects men in ways they rarely confess. 

 

A man may buy drinks for a table to convince himself he is relevant. 

He may take out loans to impress strangers who won’t remember his name. 

He may chase women he doesn’t like because being seen with them helps him breathe 
through his insecurity. 

He may become addicted to environments where he feels temporarily powerful, until 
the morning when reality humbles him again. 

 

In this era, success became theatre. 

Desire became performance. 

Relationships became negotiation. 

 

There is also a silent danger that men almost never talk about: the trap of emotional 
unavailability. A man who has lived long enough in this world begins to associate 
intimacy with risk. He learns to distrust aUection because he’s seen how easily it can be 
purchased. He learns to believe that everyone wants something. He becomes 
suspicious, calculating, withdrawn. He mistakes caution for wisdom, and loneliness for 
protection. 

 

Slay queen culture does not just expose men financially, it exposes their emotional 
immaturity. It forces them to confront the parts of themselves they hide behind money, 
fashion, and loud spaces. 

 

The truth is, men fear being seen as inadequate. 

Women fear being used. 

Both fears feed each other, creating a cycle where no one is truly authentic. 
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Some men enter this world to escape insecurity; others enter because they are deeply 
insecure. Some women enter this world to escape hardship; others enter because they 
are deeply ambitious. Everyone is running from something or running towards 
something; validation, relief, excitement, belonging. 

 

Behind the glitter, there are consequences. 

 

Men become trapped in lifestyles they can’t sustain. 

Women become trapped in expectations they can’t maintain. 

Everybody smiles, nobody is okay. 

 

And yet, there is an undeniable truth: this era taught men honesty through discomfort. It 
taught them how fragile ego is under pressure. It taught them how expensive insecurity 
can become. It taught them that not everyone who admires them admires them, some 
admire the benefits. 

 

It taught them the price of performance. 

 

But it also taught resilience. It taught many men to outgrow the hunger for applause. To 
recognise the diUerence between lust and loneliness. To respect themselves beyond 
material display. To seek connection beyond the stage lights of nightlife. To let go of 
relationships built on transaction, not truth. 

 

The slay queen era will not disappear. It will evolve. It will mutate. It will become more 
digital, more global, more subtle. But men who understand themselves will not be 
controlled by it. They will not collapse under the pressure of image. They will not spend 
to impress people who don’t know their middle name. They will not choose short-term 
validation over long-term peace. 

 

The real lesson is simple: 

You cannot outsource your self-worth. 
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Not to a woman. 

Not to a lifestyle. 

Not to a party. 

Not to applause. 

 

A man who knows himself cannot be manipulated by a mirror. A man who does not know 
himself will confuse every mirror for meaning. 
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PART III: PRIVATE SPACES, PRIVATE RULES  
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CHAPTER 9: INSIDE THE WORLD OF MEN: WHY BACHELOR HOMES TELL STORIES 

 

Every man has a world that belongs only to him. A private space where he removes the 
costume of certainty, hangs up the armour of performance, and exists without needing 
to impress anyone. For some men, this world is a car. For others, a corner of the house. 
But for many, it is the bachelor home, the first environment where a man’s inner truth 
becomes visible. 

 

A bachelor home is not just a place where a man sleeps. It is a silent autobiography. It 
reveals what he values, what he fears, what he avoids, what he desires, and what he 
hasn’t healed yet. Women notice this immediately. Men almost never do. 

 

Step inside a man’s house and you step inside his psychology. 

 

A bachelor home can expose discipline long before salary. It can expose chaos long 
before heartbreak. It can expose ambition long before success. It can expose loneliness 
long before he admits it. A man can pretend in public, but the home will always tell the 
truth. 

 

There are men who live in homes that look like waiting rooms — clean, empty, 
undecorated, quiet. These men are usually in transition, both emotionally and 
spiritually. They live as if they might leave at any moment. Their space feels temporary 
because they feel temporary. They are present in life, but not rooted. 

 

There are men who live in homes overflowing with gadgets, expensive toys, unnecessary 
furniture, and loud décor. These men grew up hungry for abundance. Their home is not 
about comfort — it is about declaring victory over the scarcity they once survived. 
Whether they feel victorious is another story, but the house performs it beautifully. 

 

There are men who live in homes that smell of ambition — books, whiteboards, gym 
equipment, projects half-done. These are men in evolution. Their home is a workshop. 
Their rooms are chapters. Their walls are reminders. Their kitchen is an afterthought. 
They live for purpose more than pleasure. 
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There are men whose homes are curated with artistic precision — candles, colours, 
textures, quiet music, plants that have never died. These are men who have made peace 
with themselves. They value calm. They understand energy. They know the beauty of 
entering a space that feels like a conversation with the soul. 

 

And then, there are the homes that confuse women the most — the ones that look like a 
hotel room. Minimalist. Tidy. Neutral. Everything intentional. Nothing emotional. These 
men are controlled, careful, private. Their space is structured because their life is 
structured. But it also means entry into their heart is a slow process. Not because they 
don’t feel, but because they feel too deeply to expose it recklessly. 

 

Women walk into bachelor homes expecting to see lifestyle. 

Instead, they see secrets. 

 

They see how a man rests. 

How he treats himself. 

How he hides pain. 

How he celebrates himself. 

How he avoids his own company. 

 

A bachelor home tells a woman if the man is ready for love or if he is merely ready for 
companionship. It tells her whether she is entering a stable life or a temporary chapter 
disguised as adventure. It tells her whether he seeks peace or distraction. 

 

Men don’t realise this, but women read spaces like men read faces. A woman will notice 
the type of soap he buys, the arrangement of his shoes, the condition of his towels, the 
presence or absence of sentimental items, the smell of the room, the softness or 
hardness of the bed. She will not judge him for it — she will interpret him through it. 
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A man may fold his laundry without thinking. A woman will see discipline, routine, 
emotional control. A man may leave dishes in the sink casually. A woman will see 
internal clutter, a busy mind, or a lack of personal grounding. A man may have a 
mismatched home. A woman will see a man who grew up without guidance on domestic 
love. 

 

The home becomes a psychological x-ray. 

 

Bachelor homes also reveal loneliness in ways men don’t always admit. The unopened 
wine bottle. The empty fridge. The untouched living room. The single plate. The silence 
that feels too comfortable. Or too loud. 

 

A man who lives alone becomes fluent in himself — sometimes too fluent. He may 
forget how to share space. He may forget the rhythm of partnership. He may forget the 
inconvenience of compromise. His home becomes both his sanctuary and his bubble. 

 

But bachelor homes also display freedom — the kind of freedom that women 
sometimes misunderstand. A man’s home is the one place where he does not negotiate 
himself. He chooses the furniture he likes, the lighting he prefers, the chaos he tolerates, 
the order he enforces. It is the only environment where he does not have to justify his 
decisions. 

 

This sense of ownership is why some men take long to settle into relationships. Their 
home is the first place they ever felt fully in control. Letting someone into that space is 
not simple. It is not just about sharing a bed — it is about sharing identity. 

 

And yet women often expect to find traces of other women inside a bachelor home. They 
look for signs. Clues. Hair pins. A forgotten perfume. The mysterious second toothbrush. 
And of course, the infamous objects that spark suspicion — like the pink robe, but that 
story belongs to the next chapter. 

 

Bachelor homes carry stories of past relationships that never got closure. Gifts that 
stayed. Photos that were almost thrown away but weren’t. Furniture bought for a vision 
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that dissolved. Objects that remind a man of who he used to be, even if he pretends 
otherwise. 

 

A man’s home reveals what he has let go of and what he is still negotiating with. It 
reveals whether he has healed or simply moved on. It reveals if he is ready for 
connection or still learning himself. 

 

In truth, bachelor homes are not mysterious. They are honest. They are the only place 
where men stop performing masculinity and simply live. They are the blueprint of the boy 
he was and the map of the man he is becoming. 

 

A woman entering that space may think she is stepping into his life. 

But really, she is stepping into his solitude. 

 

And solitude, when understood, is sacred. 

 

CHAPTER 10: THE PINK BATHROBE: WHAT IT AWOKE, WHAT IT EXPOSED 

 

A pink bathrobe should be harmless. It should be soft fabric, warm colour, nothing more. 
But in the world of men and women, where insecurity mixes with imagination, a pink 
bathrobe becomes a whole investigation. It becomes evidence. It becomes a clue in a 
crime that never happened. It becomes a story before anyone knows the truth. 

 

The pink bathrobe is the most accurate lie-detector ever invented — not because it 
exposes the man, but because it exposes the woman who sees it. 

 

A woman will enter a bachelor’s home and greet the living room politely. She will admire 
the couch. Comment on the art. Compliment the smell. Pretend she didn’t scan the 
bathroom the moment she walked past it. And once she enters, her eyes will go straight 
to the robe. 
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Not the grey one. 

Not the white one. 

Not the one he actually uses. 

The pink one. 

 

Something about a pink robe in a man’s bathroom wakes up ancient instincts. Territorial 
instincts. Suspicious instincts. Emotional instincts. Women who never cared about 
interior design suddenly become textile inspectors. Fabric detectives. Colour-coded 
forensic analysts. 

 

A woman will touch the robe casually, as if checking the softness. In truth, she’s 
checking ownership. She wants to know: is this robe mine in the future or someone 
else’s from the past? She touches it to read its history. 

 

A pink bathrobe is not just cloth. It is a symbol. 

It says: “Women have been here.” 

It says: “Someone added softness to this space.” 

It says: “Another queen walked these tiles.” 

It says: “I am not the first.” 

 

And even if a woman is not territorial, the robe talks loudly. 

 

This is the irony: men buy robes for practicality. 

Women interpret them for spirituality. 

 

A man buys a robe because he liked the colour combination, or because the shop had a 
sale, or because it matched the towels, or because it made the bathroom feel warm. 
That’s it. Pure simplicity. Zero storyline. 
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But women read meaning even when men write none. 

 

The robe becomes a question mark hanging on the wall. 

 

The questions start small. 

 

Why pink? 

Who bought it? 

Who used it? 

Who washed it? 

Why is it hanging like it has a purpose? 

 

And the most dangerous question of all: 

Why didn’t he remove it before I came? 

 

A woman begins to analyse. 

If the robe looks untouched, she suspects a fresh cover-up. 

If the robe looks used, she suspects a deeper history. 

If the robe looks perfectly placed, she suspects deliberate presentation. 

If the robe looks messy, she suspects shared comfort. 

 

A pink robe triggers imaginations even Netflix cannot compete with. 

 

But beneath the humour, something more serious is playing out. 

 

The robe exposes how deeply women crave clarity. 

Not control. 
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Not exclusivity. 

Clarity. 

 

The robe awakens the truth of modern love: people want to feel chosen, not provisional. 

 

Women fear being temp replacements. They fear stepping into a life where another 
woman’s presence still lingers. A robe becomes a metaphor for emotional space — is 
this spot available, or already occupied? 

 

For men, the robe means nothing. 

For women, it means everything the man won’t say. 

 

Men underestimate how much women read a room. 

They think women see décor. 

Women see habits. 

Women see memory. 

Women see emotional fingerprints. 

Women see if the home is open for new energy or still grieving an old one. 

 

A pink robe can tell a woman more about a man than his entire hour-long conversation. 

 

If the robe is clean and intentional, she sees a man who prepares for guests — 
thoughtful, organised, socially mature. 

If the robe is old and fading, she sees a man who holds onto past comforts — not always 
emotionally, but symbolically. 

If the robe is new, she wonders if she is the first to see it. 

If the robe is luxurious, she wonders if he bought it for someone specific. 

If the robe is one of many robes, she wonders if he runs a guesthouse for hearts. 
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Women are not dramatic — they are instinctive. 

 

What the robe really exposes is the diUerence in how men and women read space. 

 

Men see function. 

Women see story. 

 

Men see comfort. 

Women see context. 

 

Men see a garment. 

Women see a timeline. 

 

The robe is also a reminder of how men’s independence unsettles women. Not because 
women are controlling — but because an independent man can feel intimidating. When 
a woman sees a man who can cook for himself, clean his space, decorate his home, 
manage his time, and care for himself emotionally, she realises he does not need her. 

 

And in modern dating, where many women have been conditioned to oUer care as 
currency, this can feel destabilising. 

 

A pink bathrobe is not threatening because it represents another woman. 

It’s threatening because it represents a man who lives comfortably without one. 

 

It whispers: “He will not collapse if you leave.” 

It whispers: “You are not entering a broken space; you are entering a complete one.” 

It whispers: “Your presence must add value, not replace a gap.” 
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Some women find this empowering. 

Some find it intimidating. 

Some find it confusing. 

 

And men, confused, keep asking: 

“Why does this robe bother you?” 

 

Because men don’t understand that the robe is not a problem — it is a prophecy. It tells 
a woman everything she needs to know about what role she might play in this man’s life. 

 

A robe in a home that is curated with intention says: 

He has standards. 

He respects himself. 

He will expect partnership, not parenting. 

 

A robe in a home that is chaotic says: 

He is not ready for emotional order. 

He may need healing, not romance. 

 

A robe in a home that is sterile says: 

He is safe, but hard to access. 

He lives in his head more than his heart. 

 

A robe in a home that feels lived-in says: 

He is open. 

He is human. 
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He is grounded. 

 

But only the pink robe sparks the drama — because colour carries meaning even when 
men deny it. 

 

In the end, the pink robe is simple. It is a test neither man nor woman intended to create. 
It is a reminder that relationships are shaped not only by words and actions, but by 
symbols — small, innocent objects that awaken deeper questions. 

 

The robe exposes two things at once: 

 

How men misunderstand the emotional intelligence of women. 

And how women sometimes overestimate the emotional complexity of men. 

 

You can remove the robe. 

But you cannot remove the instinct it awakens. 

 

CHAPTER 11: JEALOUSY, TERRITORY, AND THE STRANGE SCIENCE OF POSSESSION 

 

Jealousy is an emotion people pretend they don’t have, but everyone feels. It is a 
universal instinct dressed in diUerent clothes. Men show it through silence. Women 
show it through questions. But jealousy is not really about insecurity — it is about 
territory. Humans are territorial in ways they refuse to admit, especially in love. 

 

We talk about love like it is romantic, but its foundation is survival. Humans want to 
know where they belong, who they belong to, and who belongs to them. Jealousy is 
simply the alarm system for belonging. 

 

A woman’s jealousy is not proof that she doubts her beauty. It is proof that she values 
her emotional investment. Jealousy comes from the fear of replacement, not the fear of 
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competition. Most women are not afraid of other women — they are afraid of becoming 
invisible to the man they care about. 

 

Men misunderstand this. They think jealousy means control. They think it is drama. They 
think it is emotional immaturity. But jealousy is not a request for control; it is a request 
for clarity. 

 

This is why even small things — like a pink robe, an unfamiliar perfume scent, a forgotten 
earring back, a neatly made bed — can awaken deep instincts. A woman is not just 
looking at objects; she is reading the emotional history of the space. She wants to 
understand whether she is entering a heart with room for her or a heart still occupied. 

 

Possession is not ownership. It is emotional geography. A woman wants to know: 

Is this my space to grow into? 

Or am I a guest in someone else’s story? 

 

Men, on the other hand, experience possession diUerently. A man does not show 
jealousy through questions — he shows it through behaviour. He becomes protective. 
Sometimes cold. Sometimes distant. Sometimes too attentive. Sometimes too quiet. 
Men rarely verbalise jealousy because admitting vulnerability feels like surrender. 

 

Male jealousy is delayed. Slow to appear. Slow to leave. 

Female jealousy is immediate. Precise. Informed. 

 

The strange science of possession becomes visible when two people begin to invest 
emotionally. Before that, everything is casual. Nobody cares who else is around. Nobody 
asks questions. Nobody checks the bathroom. Nobody reads into the fridge contents. 
But once there is emotional interest, the instincts awaken like guard dogs. 

 

A woman will notice the smallest details: 

A second glass on the counter. 
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A hair that doesn’t match hers. 

A missing cushion. 

A recently washed blanket. 

A drawer that looks rearranged. 

 

Men think this is unnecessary. 

Women think it is obvious. 

 

The truth is, women are not looking for proof of infidelity — they are looking for 
assurance of significance. They want to know they matter. They want to know the man is 
emotionally available, not half-invested because he is juggling histories. 

 

Jealousy becomes toxic only when it tries to control. But in its pure form, it is simply the 
desire to feel safe in love. 

 

Possession is also misunderstood. People confuse it with dominance. But real 
possession is softer. It is not “You belong to me.” It is “I hope I matter enough for you to 
stay.” That is the hidden meaning behind most jealousy. 

 

A woman will ask questions not because she wants to interrogate, but because she 
wants emotional orientation — the same way people want a map before entering new 
territory. 

 

Where am I? 

What are we doing? 

Who am I to you? 

What should I expect? 

 

These are not jealous questions. They are survival questions. 
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Men, however, often interpret questions as threats. When a woman asks “Who was 
here?” a man hears “You don’t trust me.” But she is not questioning his character; she is 
questioning her position. She wants to know whether she is building something real or 
temporary. 

 

In truth, jealousy is not a sign of insecurity. Avoidance is. 

 

Jealousy means you care. 

Avoidance means you are numb. 

IndiUerence is the real danger, not jealousy. 

 

Territory in relationships is not about control — it is about emotional clarity. Two people 
cannot build intimacy if they do not know where they stand. The moment someone feels 
displaced, jealousy appears to protect their emotional investment. 

 

Even in modern dating, where everything is “casual,” jealousy still exists. People pretend 
they don’t care, but their hearts disagree. Men pretend to be unbothered even when 
silent panic rises. Women pretend to be chilled even when their instincts evaluate every 
detail. Humans pretend because vulnerability has become an endangered behaviour. 

 

Possession becomes healthy when it is mutual — when both people feel chosen. When 
both feel safe. When both feel secure enough to let each other breathe. When the 
territory is not a battlefield but a shared home. 

 

Jealousy becomes dangerous when it is rooted in fear instead of honesty. 

When someone is afraid to lose what they never fully had. 

When someone is afraid to admit they want more. 

When someone is afraid to express desire. 
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Jealousy thrives where communication is weak. 

 

Most modern jealousy problems are not caused by betrayal, but by ambiguity. People 
don’t betray each other as much as they leave each other confused. The heart fills in the 
gaps with stories — often dramatic ones. 

 

Jealousy is just the heart saying: 

“Tell me what is mine to hold, and what is not.” 

 

Possession is the heart saying: 

“Let me know if I’m home or just visiting.” 

 

This chapter is not about defending jealousy but understanding it. It is not about 
encouraging possession but redefining it. Humans were never meant to love without 
attachment. Love without a sense of territory is just aUection. Love with clarity becomes 
devotion. 

 

The strange science of possession is simple: 

People want to be wanted. 

People want to be chosen. 

People want assurance. 

 

Without that, even a pink bathrobe becomes a threat. 

 

CHAPTER 12: WHY INDEPENDENT MEN ARE TREATED LIKE EMOTIONAL CRIMINALS 

 

There is a strange phenomenon in modern relationships: the more independent a man 
is, the more suspicious people become of him. Independence should be attractive. It 
should symbolise maturity, stability, emotional intelligence, and self-respect. But 
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instead, society often treats independent men like emotional criminals — as if their 
ability to function alone is proof that they must be hiding something. 

 

An independent man intimidates not because he is strong, but because he is self-
contained. His peace does not need external approval. His happiness is not outsourced. 
His life does not fall apart when someone leaves. For many people, this is unsettling. 

 

We live in a world where many have built their identities around being needed. Someone 
who does not need you feels like a problem, even if they treat you with kindness. 

 

Independent men are often misunderstood for one simple reason: we confuse 
emotional autonomy with emotional secrecy. But they are not the same. 

 

Independence says: “I can take care of myself.” 

Secrecy says: “I don’t want you to know me.” 

Silence says: “I don’t trust this space.” 

Distance says: “I need time.” 

 

People mix these languages until everything becomes suspicion. 

 

Women especially receive mixed messages about independence. On one hand, they 
want a man who has his life together — a man who can cook, clean, think, plan, budget, 
fix things, communicate, and grow. But once they meet him, another instinct awakens: 
the instinct that asks, “If he can do all this alone, what exactly does he need me for?” 

 

A man who needs nothing is romantic only in theory. In practice, he is diUicult to place 
emotionally. If he can live, travel, work, rest, and thrive without assistance, a woman 
begins to wonder: 

Where do I fit in? 

What role do I play? 
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What part of his life is reserved for me? 

Will I ever feel essential? 

 

Independent men don’t mean to trigger these questions — but their lifestyle does. 

 

A man who keeps his home in order, who understands his emotions, who doesn’t panic 
in solitude, who doesn’t chase people to feel whole, who is comfortable with silence, 
who can entertain himself, who invests in personal growth, who values freedom — this 
man poses a subtle threat to the relationship model most people were taught. 

 

People expect men to need saving. 

People expect men to be emotionally clumsy. 

People expect men to be dependent in some way — financially, emotionally, 
domestically. 

 

A man who breaks this expectation breaks the script. And whenever a script breaks, 
people respond with suspicion instead of curiosity. 

 

Independent men also suUer from another assumption: that independence equals 
unavailability. Women often assume that such men are too detached, too self-focused, 
too comfortable alone, or too uninterested in partnership. But the truth is the opposite. 
Independent men often love deeply — they simply refuse to love from dysfunction. 

 

They do not want a relationship where they must shrink themselves to make someone 
feel secure. 

They do not want a partner who confuses emotional responsibility with emotional 
labour. 

They do not want a connection rooted in dependency instead of mutual choice. 

They do not want to be loved for what they provide, but for who they are. 
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This kind of man can scare people who are used to transactional forms of aUection. 

 

In many cultures, women were raised to believe that a man’s weakness is their entry 
point. If he can’t cook, she becomes essential. If he can’t clean, she becomes valuable. 
If he can’t manage emotions, she becomes the stabiliser. If he can’t structure his life, 
she becomes the guide. 

 

But what happens when a man comes fully assembled? 

What happens when he has done the emotional work? 

What happens when he is stable before the relationship, not because of it? 

 

Suddenly the old strategies don’t work. 

Suddenly love requires vulnerability, not utility. 

Suddenly the relationship demands authenticity, not performance. 

Suddenly presence matters more than service. 

 

Many people — men and women — are unprepared for that kind of emotional intimacy. 
It requires honesty. It requires courage. It requires showing up without hiding behind 
what you can oUer. 

 

This is why independent men often get labelled as “emotionally unavailable” when they 
are simply selective. They take time to open up because opening up is meaningful, not 
automatic. They commit slowly because they understand the weight of commitment. 
They reveal themselves carefully because they know their worth. 

 

Independence becomes a crime the moment someone cannot find their place in your 
life. Instead of reflecting on their own emotional needs, they project insecurity onto you. 

 

“He’s hiding something.” 

“He must be seeing someone else.” 
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“No man can be this sorted.” 

“He’s too calm — something is oU.” 

“He doesn’t need me enough.” 

 

The assumption is simple: if a man is peaceful alone, he must be dangerous in love. 

 

But independent men do not avoid relationships. They avoid chaos. They avoid 
emotional immaturity. They avoid people who think love must come with suUering. They 
avoid relationships where they are punished for being whole. 

 

A healthy relationship is not built on dependency — it is built on choice. Two people who 
choose each other every day, not because they cannot survive alone, but because their 
lives are richer together. 

 

The world teaches men to perform strength, not to embody it. So when a man truly 
embodies strength — emotional stability, groundedness, self-awareness, responsibility 
— society becomes confused. We were trained to expect male dysfunction. Stability 
looks suspicious. 

 

Independent men must not shrink themselves to make others feel secure. They must not 
dim their peace to match someone’s chaos. They must not apologise for outgrowing the 
emotional scripts of the past. 

 

True intimacy is not threatened by independence — it is strengthened by it. 

 

Because the highest form of love is not “I need you to survive.” 

It is “I choose you even though I can.” 
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PART IV: SEX, HUMOUR, AND THE BODY WE FIGHT AGAINST 
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CHAPTER 13: PERFORMANCE: THE WORD THAT SCARES MEN THE MOST 

 

There is one word that can turn even the most confident man into a quiet philosopher: 
performance. Not work performance. Not gym performance. Not leadership 
performance. No — that performance. The one linked to sex, desire, ability, masculinity, 
expectation, ego, and history. 

 

Performance is the private exam men keep rewriting in their minds, even when nobody is 
marking the paper. 

 

Men fear that word not because they are weak, but because they were raised to believe 
their worth lives inside it. From an early age, boys are taught that being a man means 
having control, confidence, ability, stamina, consistency. No room for doubt. No space 
for fear. No permission to struggle. 

 

Women can speak openly about their fears around intimacy. 

But men? 

Men treat performance like a secret assignment from the universe — fail it once and you 
lose your certificate of masculinity. 

 

The pressure starts long before sex ever happens. It begins with conversations between 
boys — exaggerated stories, lies masquerading as experience, bragging mixed with 
insecurity. Boys create myths about performance before they ever understand intimacy. 
They measure each other through imagination, not reality. 

 

By the time a boy becomes a man, he already believes that performance is the ultimate 
proof of masculinity. And because society reinforces this idea, the fear becomes silent 
and deep. 

 

Performance anxiety is not a sexual issue — it is an identity issue. 
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Men do not fear disappointing a partner. 

They fear being seen as inadequate. 

They fear losing the illusion of control. 

They fear being judged for something deeply personal. 

They fear being replaceable. 

 

Performance is the one arena where a man’s ego has no armour. 

No car can help him. 

No title can save him. 

No money can cover him. 

No charm can rescue him. 

No status can upgrade him. 

 

It is just him, his body, his desire, his vulnerability, and his truth. 

 

And truth is scary. 

 

Many men learn to perform instead of experience. They approach intimacy like a job — 
something to execute, perfect, deliver. They confuse satisfaction with success. They 
confuse pleasure with pressure. They confuse connection with assessment. 

 

This is why some men become more focused on “doing well” than actually feeling 
anything. They try to impress rather than connect. They chase outcomes instead of 
presence. The moment performance becomes the goal, intimacy becomes a 
competition he cannot win. 

 

But here is the part men rarely say aloud: 

Men fear intimacy because intimacy removes the performance mask. 
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It exposes everything: 

Insecurity. 

Desire. 

Hope. 

Fear. 

Softness. 

Confusion. 

History. 

Humanity. 

 

Intimacy demands honesty — and honesty is the hardest performance of all. 

 

Performance anxiety is also shaped by culture. In many African households, sex is 
discussed either as sin or power, but never as emotion. Boys are taught the mechanics, 
not the meaning. They learn that masculinity is proven through action, not connection. 
They learn that women expect perfection, even though no woman has ever requested it. 

 

Men internalise this mythology until intimacy becomes a battlefield. 

Not with the woman. 

With themselves. 

 

The moment a man believes he is being evaluated, his body switches from desire to 
defence. His mind becomes an enemy. His heart beats too fast. His confidence 
escapes. His instincts drown in self-consciousness. He becomes both the participant 
and the critic of his own experience. 

 

And ironically, this pressure makes performance worse. 

 

But here is the real secret — one men never admit, and women never say loudly enough: 
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Most performance issues are caused by expectation, not ability. 

 

A man who feels safe performs better than a man who feels perfect. 

A man who feels accepted performs better than a man who feels judged. 

A man who feels connected performs better than a man who feels tested. 

 

Performance is emotional, not mechanical. 

 

Men are not machines. Their bodies respond to stress, to fear, to shame, to uncertainty, 
to emotional friction. When a man feels pressure, his body protects him. When he feels 
peace, his body supports him. 

 

Performance is simply the body’s reaction to the emotional climate in the room. 

 

This is why communication is so powerful. A woman who creates safety unlocks a man 
more eUectively than any technique. A man who communicates openly frees himself 
from the weight of expectation. 

 

The best intimacy happens when performance is replaced by presence. 

 

True performance is not about lasting longer. 

True performance is not about technique. 

True performance is not about strength. 

True performance is not about ego. 

True performance is about awareness — of self, of partner, of connection, of energy, of 
rhythm, of vulnerability. 

 

A man performs best when he is not performing. When he is simply being. 
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And yet, many men never experience this freedom because they fear the judgement of 
one failed moment. They fear that a single night defines them for life. They fear the 
rumours that shaped their youth. They fear the jokes. They fear the loss of respect. 

 

But here is the truth men must learn: 

Your masculinity is not measured by a moment. 

Performance is not a report card. 

One bad night does not mean a bad identity. 

One mistake does not equal failure. 

One soft moment does not remove your strength. 

 

Men need to stop thinking of performance as an exam and start seeing it as a language 
— a language that grows with trust, time, experience, and honesty. 

 

Performance does not demand perfection. 

It demands authenticity. 

 

And authenticity, unlike ego, never fails. 

 

CHAPTER 14: WHEN YOUR BODY SPEAKS BEFORE YOUR MIND IS READY 

 

There is a moment every man encounters in his life — a moment where the body speaks 
a language the mind did not approve, did not plan, did not expect, and definitely did not 
want. It is the moment where desire, emotion, stress, fear, confusion, memory, energy, 
and instinct collide inside one man’s skin. And suddenly, his body makes a decision 
before he does. 
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Men act like their bodies are obedient. Like the body is a soldier and the mind is the 
general. But anyone who has lived long enough knows the truth: the body has its own 
politics. 

 

Sometimes the mind says, “Relax,” and the body says, “Not today.” 

Sometimes the mind says, “Don’t get excited,” and the body says, “Too late.” 

Sometimes the mind says, “We’re ready,” and the body says, “Actually, we are not.” 

 

This is where shame creeps in — the shame men hide with jokes, excuses, silence, or 
distraction. Because men were raised to believe that a “real man” controls everything: 
his emotions, his decisions, his reactions, his performance, his body. Admitting that the 
body has a mind of its own feels like admitting failure. 

 

But the body is not disobedient. It is simply honest. It tells the truth before the man is 
ready to face it. 

 

The first truth the body reveals is emotional tension. 

Men do not make the connection easily, but the body does. 

If a man is stressed, anxious, overwhelmed, guilty, confused, or mentally absent, the 
body responds immediately. The body does not wait for the mind to catch up. It shuts 
down, or speeds up, or redirects energy elsewhere. 

 

Women think men detach easily. But a man’s body is the first thing to betray him when 
he is emotionally unsettled. 

 

The second truth the body reveals is fear. 

Fear of failure. 

Fear of embarrassment. 

Fear of judgement. 

Fear of disappointing someone. 
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Fear of not being enough. 

 

A man may enter intimacy confident in his ability, but the moment pressure enters the 
room, his body may panic. Not because he wants to — because his instincts protect 
him. The body chooses safety before pleasure. It chooses escape before expression. It 
chooses caution before courage. 

 

The third truth the body reveals is desire — often at the wrong time. 

Men joke about this because humour feels safer than vulnerability. But behind the jokes 
is a real experience: men’s bodies can express interest before the mind forms intention. 
This is why boys spend their teenage years confused, embarrassed, and trying to 
negotiate with biology. 

 

As men mature, the problem does not disappear; it simply changes shape. Instead of 
spontaneous desire, they now face unpredictable reactions based on emotional 
connection, comfort, familiarity, respect, or the lack thereof. 

 

Men perform best with women they trust. 

But ironically, men are most nervous with women they admire. 

The body becomes clumsy when the heart is involved. 

 

This is something women rarely understand: 

When a man truly cares, he becomes more vulnerable physically. 

When he doesn’t care, the body is relaxed because nothing is at stake. 

 

The body is loudest in the relationships that matter the most. 

 

Another truth the body reveals is emotional honesty. 

If a man is not fully present, the body refuses to pretend. 

If he feels manipulated, the body resists. 
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If he feels unsafe, the body shuts down. 

If he feels objectified, the body withdraws. 

If he feels unseen, the body becomes quiet. 

 

Society never teaches men that their bodies speak emotionally. Women understand this 
intuitively — they have been raised to listen to their bodies. Men were trained to ignore 
theirs. 

 

This is why so many men enter adulthood with emotional fluency in two languages: 

Silence and performance. 

 

But the body refuses to speak either. It speaks truth. 

 

When a man is tired, the body slows. 

When a man is unhappy, the body disconnects. 

When a man is stressed, the body protects itself. 

When a man is joyful, the body opens. 

When a man feels desired, the body becomes expressive. 

When a man feels respected, the body relaxes. 

 

A man’s body is a mirror showing him the things he refuses to say out loud. 

 

The mind might deny loneliness, but the body reveals it. 

The mind might deny sadness, but the body carries it. 

The mind might deny fear, but the body reacts to it. 

The mind might deny desire, but the body exposes it. 

 

The biggest misunderstanding in intimacy is this: 
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A man is not always in control of his body. 

A man is not always sabotaged by his body. 

A man is often revealed by his body. 

 

Women often interpret these physical responses as lack of interest or lack of attraction. 
But the truth is usually the opposite. When a man is emotionally invested, his body 
becomes more sensitive. His mind becomes more alert. His heart becomes more 
involved. That pressure can interrupt pleasure, but it does not remove desire. 

 

If anything, it intensifies it. 

 

This is why the best intimacy is built, not performed. The body needs familiarity, trust, 
safety, humour, slow moments, steady rhythm. The body needs permission to be 
human, not heroic. 

 

Men must learn to stop fighting their bodies and start listening to them. The body is not 
the enemy. It is the messenger. 

 

When your body speaks before your mind is ready, it is not betrayal — it is 
communication. 

It is telling you that something inside needs attention. 

It is telling you that you are overwhelmed, not broken. 

It is telling you that you care, not that you are weak. 

It is telling you that pressure is not romantic. 

 

The sooner men understand this, the sooner they stop treating intimacy as a 
performance and start treating it as a conversation — with themselves and with the 
person they share it with. 
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A man who listens to his body becomes a better lover, not because he gains control, but 
because he gains understanding. 

 

And understanding is the first step toward mastery. 

 

CHAPTER 15: THE FREQUENCY TRUTH: A SECRET MEN ALREADY KNOW 

 

There is a truth men rarely say out loud, not because it is scandalous, but because the 
world is not ready to hear it without judgment. It lives in the back of the male mind, 
whispered between instinct and biology, shaped by experience, misunderstood by 
society, and punished by moral confusion. 

 

The truth is simple: a man’s desire is not occasional — it is rhythmic. 

Desire is not an event — it is a frequency. 

 

Men understand this intuitively. Their bodies speak in pulses, patterns, cycles. Their 
emotional balance, physical confidence, mental calm, and sense of connection often 
depend on one thing: regular release. 

 

Not reckless release. 

Not irresponsible release. 

Not destructive release. 

Simply frequency. 

 

It is not about chasing women. 

It is not about chasing lust. 

It is not about proving manhood. 

It is about maintaining internal rhythm — the natural cycle that stabilises the male mind. 

 



  
 

 100 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

Society teaches men to suppress this truth. Religion teaches them to shame it. Culture 
teaches them to hide it. Women often misunderstand it. But the male body does not 
care about social discomfort. It operates through biology, not public opinion. 

 

Desire for men is not a switch — it is a heartbeat. 

 

When a man understands his frequency, he understands himself. 

When he ignores his frequency, he becomes restless without explanation. 

When he is judged for his frequency, he becomes emotionally exiled inside the 
relationship. 

 

This secret — the frequency truth — explains why many men feel most grounded when 
intimacy is consistent. Not dramatic intimacy. Not complicated intimacy. Simple, 
steady, honest intimacy. 

 

This is not about hypersexuality. 

It is not about addiction. 

It is not about ego. 

 

It is about rhythm. 

 

A woman may ask, “Why do you want me so often?” 

The real answer is: “Because my body finds peace in this rhythm.” 

 

A woman may ask, “Is it all you think about?” 

The real answer is: “It is how my body resets.” 

 

A woman may ask, “Am I not enough?” 

The real answer is: “This is not about enough — it is about balance.” 
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Men who express this truth are often shamed. 

Men who suppress it become frustrated. 

Men who misunderstand it become reckless. 

Men who embrace it responsibly become centred. 

 

When desire is frequent, men think clearly. 

When desire is suppressed, men think heavily. 

When desire is shamed, men feel guilty. 

When desire is accepted, men feel connected. 

 

The frequency truth is not about quantity — it is about consistency. Men do not need to 
have sex every day, but their bodies feel most aligned when intimacy is not treated as a 
rare event. 

 

A woman may see frequency as physical. 

A man experiences frequency as emotional. 

 

It regulates mood. 

It calms the nervous system. 

It softens irritability. 

It strengthens confidence. 

It deepens connection. 

It anchors commitment. 

 

The world misunderstands men because it misunderstands male biology. Men are wired 
for release not just to reproduce, but to remain emotionally balanced. The same way 
women experience hormonal cycles that shape their mood, men experience the 
frequency cycle that shapes their emotional landscape. 
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But unlike women, men are not given spaces to discuss this. 

Men are not allowed to express this without judgement. 

Men are not encouraged to understand this scientifically or spiritually. 

 

So they hide. 

They pretend. 

They overcompensate. 

They detach. 

 

And society calls this emotional immaturity when it is actually emotional silence. 

 

When a man finds a partner who understands his frequency, she does not just satisfy 
him — she stabilises him. Their intimacy becomes a language, a bond, a grounding 
mechanism. It becomes part of their communication, not their duty. 

 

But the frequency truth is often misused. Some men use it as justification for 
irresponsibility. Some weaponize it to manipulate. Some use it to excuse cheating. That 
is not frequency — that is immaturity. 

 

True frequency is honest, ethical, mutual. 

 

It respects boundaries. 

It honours commitment. 

It recognises humanity. 

It deepens connection. 

It creates safety, not secrecy. 
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Men also misunderstand their own frequency at times. They confuse physical need with 
emotional emptiness. They chase bodies to fill spiritual hunger. They use pleasure to 
mask unhealed wounds. They seek validation where they should seek meaning. 

 

Frequency without self-awareness becomes chaos. 

Frequency with self-awareness becomes stability. 

 

A man who understands his frequency becomes a calmer man. He becomes more 
emotionally available because he is not fighting internal tension. He becomes more 
honest because his instincts have room to breathe. He becomes more aUectionate 
because his body is aligned. 

 

This is why many men thrive in relationships where intimacy is consistent, gentle, and 
unforced. Not because they are obsessed with sex, but because they are aligned with 
their own biology. 

 

The frequency truth is not a sexual principle — it is a psychological one. 

It is the rhythm of male peace. 

The rhythm of male grounding. 

The rhythm of male emotional clarity. 

 

Men are at their best when they stop pretending their desire is random. Desire for men is 
intentional, natural, and rhythmic. 

 

And the men who embrace this are the ones who evolve past shame into understanding 
— the ones who build connections rooted in truth instead of performance. 
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CHAPTER 16: WHY DESIRE IS MEDICINE WHEN HONESTY IS PRESENT 

 

Desire becomes dangerous when it is hidden. It becomes destructive when it is denied. 
It becomes chaotic when it is performed instead of expressed. But when desire is paired 
with honesty — clean, direct, unshaken honesty — it becomes something else entirely. 

 

It becomes medicine. 

 

Most men grew up believing desire is something to control, suppress, disguise, or 
apologise for. From school to church to relationships, the message was repeated: “Don’t 
let desire expose you.” So men learned to shrink. To edit themselves. To breathe through 
their own instincts as if they were misbehaving. 

 

But the body never forgets what it is. 

And desire is the body’s way of telling the truth. 

 

The truth that a man wants closeness. 

The truth that he wants connection. 

The truth that he wants touch that feels like safety, not transaction. 

The truth that he wants to feel chosen, not tolerated. 

 

The world has made desire look like it only benefits men. But real desire — honest desire 
— benefits both people because it opens the emotional windows that both sides 
pretend don’t exist. 

 

A man in his honest desire becomes softer, not harder. 

More attentive, not selfish. 

More vulnerable, not aggressive. 

More emotionally present, not distant. 
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Because desire, when spoken cleanly, is not lust — it is longing. 

 

It is the longing to be seen without the mask. 

The longing to be wanted without performing. 

The longing to be received without judgment. 

The longing to be held in a world that keeps telling men to hold themselves up alone. 

 

Honesty turns desire into medicine because it removes the fear. 

Fear of rejection. 

Fear of punishment. 

Fear of being misunderstood. 

Fear of being labelled “too much.” 

 

When a man can say, “This is how I feel,” without trembling, pretending, or negotiating 
himself down, he becomes lighter. The tension breaks. The shame dissolves. The guilt 
shrinks. The emotional inflammation calms. 

 

Honest desire unclenches the male mind. 

 

Women often misunderstand this not because they lack empathy, but because they 
were raised under a diUerent script. To many women, desire is emotional first, physical 
second. To many men, desire is physical first, emotional immediately after. Both feel 
deeply — they just arrive diUerently. 

 

Honesty bridges the distance. 

 



  
 

 106 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

When a man is honest about his desire, a woman does not need to guess. She does not 
need to decode attitude. She does not need to interpret silence. She does not need to 
wonder whether she is wanted or merely convenient. 

 

Honesty creates clarity. 

Clarity creates safety. 

Safety creates intimacy. 

Intimacy creates healing. 

 

Men who hide their desire often look distant, but they are not distant — they are scared. 
Scared of rejection, scared of being shamed for wanting, scared of admitting how deeply 
they need connection to feel balanced. Society mocks male desire too easily, forgetting 
the emotional architecture beneath it. 

 

A man who can express desire without arrogance becomes a man who can love without 
fear. 

 

And a woman who receives that desire without suspicion becomes a partner who loves 
without performing. 

 

The medicine works both ways. 

 

Desire without honesty is pressure. 

Desire with honesty is connection. 

 

Desire without honesty is noise. 

Desire with honesty is harmony. 

 

Desire without honesty is transactional. 
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Desire with honesty is relational. 

 

Men sometimes believe vulnerability weakens their masculinity, but the opposite is true. 
A man who hides everything cracks from the inside. A man who speaks truth stands 
stronger because nothing is squeezing his inner world shut. 

 

Honesty makes desire sustainable. 

Honesty makes intimacy safe. 

Honesty makes love possible. 

 

And the secret — the part men rarely say — is that most men do not want to conquer 
anything. They want to surrender into a space where they are understood. They want to 
experience desire without being punished for it. 

 

When a man is allowed to be honest, his desire becomes gentle. 

When a man is understood, his desire becomes generous. 

When a man is not shamed, his desire becomes loyal. 

 

Honesty transforms desire from a biological urge into an emotional experience. 

 

It becomes medicine for stress. 

Medicine for loneliness. 

Medicine for insecurity. 

Medicine for the fear of not being enough. 

 

Most conflicts in relationships come from dishonesty, not desire. Most breakups start 
with silence, not temptation. Most distance grows from pretending, not wanting. 

 

When desire is spoken openly, the relationship stops guessing. It starts breathing. 
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The world has made men ashamed of needing touch, needing aUection, needing 
release, needing softness, needing connection outside of performance and 
responsibilities. 

 

But every man knows — even the quiet ones — that desire is not a sin. It is the body’s 
way of staying alive, grounded, balanced, and connected. 

 

And when shared honestly, it heals more than it harms. 

 

Honesty makes desire human. 

Honesty makes desire safe. 

Honesty makes desire sacred. 

 

Because at the heart of every man is the simplest truth he struggles to say: 

 

“I want you… not just for my body, but for my peace.” 
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PART V: LIFE IN THE SHADDOWS OF TEMPTATION AND POWER 
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CHAPTER 17: BEHIND CLOSED DOORS: A WORLD BUILT ON SECRECY 

 

There is the world we walk in during the day, and then there is the world that only comes 
alive when the curtains close. Every society has its hidden rooms, but for men — 
especially men who rise, men who hustle, men who become visible — the hidden world 
becomes a second home. Not because they are evil, reckless, or addicted to chaos, but 
because the public world leaves no space for their private truths. 

 

Behind closed doors, men breathe diUerently. 

They relax their spine. 

They stop performing strength. 

They stop pretending they have everything under control. 

They stop negotiating how human they are allowed to be. 

 

In the day-world, a man must be reliable, disciplined, respectable, productive, 
contained. But in the night-world — the secret world — he becomes honest in ways he 
cannot explain to anyone who has not lived it. This is where the rules change, the masks 
fall, and the truth comes out in low light. It is not always pretty, but it is honest. 

 

Every society has these spaces: hotel rooms, backrooms of expensive lounges, private 
estates with too many security guards, guesthouses that never ask questions, clubs 
where nobody cares about your real name, apartments where curtains stay permanently 
half-closed. Men who move through these spaces share a silent agreement: what 
happens here doesn’t travel. 

 

Secrecy becomes the currency. Not money. Not sex. Secrecy. 

 

Because secrecy protects reputations, careers, marriages, friendships, business deals, 
political futures, and entire public identities. Secrecy is the oxygen of the hidden world. 
Without it, the whole structure collapses. 
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People judge men for this world, but they rarely ask what drives them into it. Most men 
do not go behind closed doors looking for sin. They go looking for relief. For an escape 
from the pressure of always being the strong one. The provider. The fixer. The 
peacemaker. The example. The “good man.” 

 

Sometimes, men enter the hidden world because they want something they cannot say 
out loud without risking judgment. Sometimes, they enter because temptation is easier 
to follow than loneliness. Sometimes, it is curiosity. Sometimes, ego. Sometimes, the 
thrill. Sometimes, the emptiness. Sometimes, the need for a reality that does not 
demand perfection. 

 

And sometimes — this is the truth people do not want to hear — it is simply because the 
world has made the private desires of men unacceptable in public. 

 

Behind closed doors, men meet characters who feel like fiction but are very real: the 
charming host who knows everybody’s secrets but never speaks; the wealthy friend who 
uses luxury to build a kingdom of influence; the woman who can read a room faster than 
the men can read her; the fixer who arranges things without paperwork; the friend who 
invites you but warns you not to ask too many questions. 

 

These environments create a kind of emotional fog. A man walks in thinking he’s in 
control, but the room has its own gravity. The music is low. The lighting is flattering. The 
alcohol is flowing. The laughter is louder than usual. Everyone looks like they’re 
escaping something. No one looks uncomfortable, but everyone looks vulnerable. 

 

It is a place where men reveal the parts of themselves that are locked away in daylight. 
Their insecurities show. Their desires show. Their confusion shows. Their loneliness 
shows. Their need for validation shows. Their hunger for freedom shows. Their fear of 
being ordinary shows. 

 

The world outside laughs at the scandals. The world inside knows they could happen to 
anyone. 
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Behind closed doors, poor decisions feel like natural steps. Boundaries dissolve. 
Promises stretch. Rationality becomes something that will return “tomorrow.” The truth 
is, secrecy makes men bold. Not strong — bold. And boldness without consequence 
becomes dangerous. 

 

This is how otherwise disciplined, wise, respected men find themselves in situations 
they never planned to be in. It is not always evil. Sometimes it is foolishness. Sometimes 
it is pressure. Sometimes it is loneliness wearing perfume. Sometimes it is the thrill of 
being seen by people who do not know your responsibilities, your failures, your fears. 

 

Every man who has ever been in these private worlds carries a story he will never tell. 
Not because he is ashamed — but because the story no longer belongs to him alone. 
Too many people, too many egos, too many risks, too many consequences. 

 

And that is the thing about the hidden world: it binds men together in silence. The 
secrecy becomes a brotherhood, not of sin, but of vulnerability. A room full of men who 
would never admit publicly that they are tired, emotionally starving, or craving escape. 

 

These worlds do not absolve men. 

They expose them. 

Not as monsters — but as humans caught between desire and discipline. 

 

Behind closed doors, men realise what they cannot say out loud: 

“I am carrying too much.” 

“I am exhausted.” 

“I need something that feels like freedom.” 

“I do not know how to be perfect anymore.” 

 

The secret world is not glamorous. It just looks glamorous from the outside. On the 
inside, it is a collection of wounded people hiding from their daylight identities. 

 



  
 

 113 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

And yet — men return to it. 

Not because they are dogs. 

Not because they are gods. 

But because the world has never taught them how to be fully human in public. 

 

Behind closed doors, the truth comes out: men are not addicted to secrecy; they are 
addicted to spaces where judgment cannot find them. 

 

CHAPTER 18: TERRENCE ZOKA AND THE ANATOMY OF PREDICTABLE CHAOS 

 

Every group of men has a Terrence Zoka. 

If you don’t think your group has one, then you are probably him. 

 

Terrence is that friend who walks with charm but carries thunder. The man who means 
well but arrives with drama folded neatly under his jacket. The one who can turn an 
ordinary Friday into a documentary, a scandal, a road trip, or a funeral for someone’s 
dignity. There is no middle ground with him. He is either the life of the night or the reason 
the night needs life support. 

 

Terrence Zoka is not a villain. He is a phenomenon. 

 

You can’t predict him, but you can always explain him when trouble comes. He’s the guy 
who swears he will behave, then two hours later is negotiating with a bouncer, a stranger, 
a woman with questions, or life itself. And the most dangerous part is not what he does. 
It’s how unintentional he makes it all look. 

 

Terrence does not wake up planning damage. Chaos follows him because he mistakes 
confidence for control. He believes that because he has survived many nights, the night 
owes him cooperation. That belief has carried him far, and that is exactly why it is 
dangerous. 
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He moves comfortably through private spaces. Houses over clubs. Invitations over 
crowds. Discretion over noise. Privacy feels safer to him. Fewer witnesses. Fewer rules. 
Faster intimacy. He believes chaos only happens when things are public. 

 

This is how predictable chaos forms. 

 

It doesn’t announce itself. It blends into routine. The same drinks. The same laughter. 
The same belief that nothing truly bad ever happens to people who know what they’re 
doing. 

 

Terrence Zoka teaches us that male chaos is rarely born from desire. It is born from 
emptiness, the type men are not allowed to express. So they fill it with noise, women, 
alcohol, luxury, adrenaline, secrecy, and unpredictable nights. Not because these things 
satisfy them, but because they distract them from the quiet questions they do not know 
how to ask. 

 

What looks like excess is often avoidance. What appears as appetite is untreated 
loneliness wearing confidence as camouflage. Terrence does not chase chaos because 
he loves destruction. He chases it because stillness feels like exposure, and exposure 
feels dangerous. 

 

There was a Christmas Eve that interrupted this rhythm. 

 

Terrence had promised to bring a salad. Nothing dramatic. Just a bowl meant to arrive 
before the family sat down. Terrence was not unreliable with family. When he said he 
would come, he came. When he said he would bring something, it arrived. 

 

That is why the absence mattered. 

 

The night before Christmas did not feel dangerous. A friend. Music. Drinks poured 
generously because caution felt unnecessary. Three women arrived without tension or 
warning. They were not introduced as risk. They were received as part of the night. 
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The house felt owned. Familiar. Controlled. 

 

That illusion did most of the work. 

 

Terrence does not remember losing consciousness. He remembers losing sequence. 
Time thinned. Awareness slipped. Control left quietly. 

 

When he came back to himself, the room felt wrong. Not chaotic. Emptied. Phones 
gone. Wallets gone. Watches gone. Doors unlocked. Drawers opened with patience. The 
house had been stripped calmly. 

 

What mattered was not what was stolen. 

 

It was how long he had been gone. 

 

Back home, the salad never arrived. 

 

Calls went unanswered. Messages unread. Irritation became confusion. Confusion 
became instinct. Terrence did not disappear casually. His silence broke pattern. 
Someone trusted that feeling. 

 

By the time Terrence was found, the margin was clear. How close unconsciousness had 
come to permanence. How easily the night could have ended without return. 

 

This was not seduction gone wrong. 

It was vigilance surrendered. 
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There is a version of danger men rarely discuss. In private spaces, some men are not 
predators or conquerors. They are opportunities. Ego becomes the entry point. 
Hospitality becomes the unlocked door. 

 

Drink spiking here is quiet and strategic. A stronger pour. A moment of distraction. 
Chemistry replacing awareness before the body can object. Men wake disoriented, 
robbed, unsure how much time has passed, unsure how to explain what happened 
without sounding foolish. Reporting feels heavier than silence. Pride absorbs the loss 
and calls it experience. 

 

What saved Terrence was not strength. It was recognition. Someone noticed he was 
missing. Someone knew his pattern well enough to know something was wrong. 

 

The salad mattered because it broke the lie. 

 

Because unmanaged desire always exposes itself through something small before it 
destroys something permanent. 

 

That night should have ended the pattern. 

 

It didn’t. 

 

Predictable chaos does not end after one warning. It adapts. Terrence made 
adjustments, not changes. Fewer people. More caution. Better locks. Boundaries that 
looked like maturity but were still anchored in appetite. 

 

This is the anatomy of predictable chaos. The lesson is understood but not integrated. 
Fear sharpens awareness without governing desire. Confidence survives and renames 
the warning as experience. 

 

Terrence is not evil. He is familiar. 
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And that is what makes him dangerous. 

 

Because chaos is not random. It is appetite repeated with variation. It is the belief that 
control can be negotiated with the night. 

 

The night does not negotiate. It collects. 

 

 

CHAPTER 19: THE PRICE OF LUXURY NIGHTS AND THE LIES THAT FOLLOW 

 

Luxury nights come with a smell — a mix of perfume, expensive alcohol, leather seats, 
dim lighting, and secrets warming up in the corner. They come with a soundtrack too: 
laughter that’s a little too loud, music that’s a little too smooth, and men pretending 
they’re not checking their bank balance before ordering the next round. 

 

Luxury nights don’t start with chaos. They start with intention: 

“Let’s just have a quiet one.” 

“We deserve to unwind.” 

“We’ve been working hard.” 

“It’s just vibes, my boy.” 

 

But luxury has a personality. It is patient, seductive, and strategic. It waits until the 
second bottle before revealing its true plan. After that, you’re no longer in control — you 
are a passenger sitting in the front seat of your own questionable decisions. 

 

The truth is, luxury nights are not about enjoyment. They are about escaping the weight a 
man carries during the day. In the light, a man must be responsible. At night, he is 
allowed to be reckless — or at least pretend to be. 
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But luxury comes with a price long before the bill arrives. 

 

There are three currencies in the luxury-night economy: 

Money. 

Energy. 

Honesty. 

 

Men always believe only the first one matters. 

They learn too late that the other two are more expensive. 

 

Let’s begin with money. 

 

Luxury nights are built on illusion — the illusion that the person paying is in control. But 
luxury environments are designed to take that control away. The lighting, the music, the 
service, the flattery, the exclusivity… it creates a psychological pressure to perform 
wealth, not just possess it. 

 

A man who says, “I won’t spend much,” is lying to himself. 

A man who says, “I know my limit,” is negotiating with the devil. 

A man who says, “This is my last round,” is speaking prophecy he will not fulfil. 

 

Luxury doesn’t ask — it whispers. 

It whispers, “Just one more.” 

It whispers, “Don’t be the cheap one.” 

It whispers, “You can aUord this, even if your future self cannot.” 

 

And men obey because ego, alcohol, and male pride form a choir that sings louder than 
logic. 
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Then comes the second currency: energy. 

 

Luxury nights take more than they give. They drain the emotional battery a man spends 
the entire week trying to charge. The laughter feels loud, but it is hollow. The flirting looks 
exciting, but it is predictable. The conversations appear deep, but they evaporate in the 
morning. 

 

A luxury night is a loan; fun now, fatigue later. 

 

But the third currency is the most expensive: honesty. 

 

Luxury nights force men into lies;  not dramatic lies, but survival lies. 

 

Lies to partners: “I’m on the way.” 

Lies to the boys: “I’m fine.” 

Lies to themselves: “This is the last time.” 

 

Every man knows the lies that follow luxury nights: 

 

“I didn’t spend that much.” 

“She was just friendly.” 

“I barely drank.” 

“We didn’t go anywhere after.” 

“I forgot to reply.” 

“I was tired.” 

“It wasn’t that deep.” 
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Men lie because they fear the consequences. 

But deeper than that — men lie because they fear the questions. 

 

Luxury nights expose insecurities men don’t want to face: 

Why do I need this environment to feel alive? 

Why do I care what strangers think of me? 

Why am I performing wealth instead of building it? 

Why do I feel empty when the lights come back on? 

 

These are not comfortable questions. They demand honesty. And honesty demands 
change. Change demands discipline. Discipline demands consistency. Consistency 
demands giving up the very nights that distract men from their emptiness. 

 

That is why the lies continue. 

 

Luxury nights also create emotional debt, especially with women. Because luxury nights 
almost always involve women who understand the economy better than men. 

 

A man enters the night thinking: 

“I am paying for the experience.” 

 

A slay queen enters thinking: 

“I am being paid by the experience.” 

 

Ambition meets loneliness. 

Charm meets insecurity. 

Ego meets strategy. 
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And when dawn arrives, both walk away with diUerent interpretations of the night. 

 

But the cost becomes clear in the morning. 

Luxury nights always send invoices late. 

 

The price is not only the bill; it is the guilt, the confusion, the “what did I do?”, the “why 
did I say that?”, the “how did we end up there?”, the “what will my partner think?”, the 
“what did I promise?”, the “who took photos?”, the “who remembers too much?” 

 

Luxury has no mercy. 

It allows enjoyment without responsibility, until later. 

 

This world is not evil. It is simply built on emotional loopholes. 

Men enter seeking relief. 

Women enter seeking opportunity. 

The night oUers both, for a cost. 

 

Some men can walk away untouched. 

Others pay with reputation. 

Others pay with relationships. 

Others pay with self-respect. 

 

But the deepest cost of luxury nights is this: 

 

They make temporary emotions feel permanent. 

They make temporary people feel important. 

They make temporary decisions feel like destiny. 
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A man wakes up realising he traded long-term peace for short-term escape. And that is 
the price he must confront. 

 

Luxury nights are fun — until they start rearranging your life. 

 

And the lies that follow are not lies of deceit. They are lies of survival. A man trying to 
protect the version of himself he wants to be, not the version that walked into that room. 

 

Luxury does not destroy men. 

It exposes the fractures already there. 

 

CHAPTER 20: BLACKMAIL, PRIDE, AND THE THINGS MEN FEAR EVEN MORE THAN 
LOVE 

 

Blackmail does not start with a threat. 

It starts with a moment. 

 

A moment where a man forgets who he is supposed to be. 

A moment where he lets the night guide him instead of his logic. 

A moment where he believes secrecy is a guarantee, not a gamble. 

 

And most importantly; a moment where pride whispers, “Bro, nothing will happen. 
Relax.” 

 

Blackmail is not about crime. It is about vulnerability. 

It thrives where men pretend they have no weaknesses. 

It grows where men assume they are safe because they are careful. 

It succeeds where a man believes he is too smart to be trapped. 
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But blackmail, especially in the social universe of high-pressure men, has one rule: 

 

It only needs one window, not a door. 

 

One conversation recorded. 

One photo taken. 

One message sent in confidence. 

One moment of ego. 

One moment of loneliness. 

One moment inside a night that promised freedom but delivered consequences. 

 

Men fear blackmail more than heartbreak because heartbreak attacks emotions — 
blackmail attacks identity. 

 

A broken heart you can hide. 

A scandal you cannot. 

 

A heartbreak can be healed. 

But a leaked moment can unbuild a career, a marriage, a public reputation, a legacy, a 
family name. 

 

That’s why blackmail is the ghost in the luxury-night economy. It is invisible, shapeless, 
patient, and always nearby. It hides between temptation and stupidity, between vibes 
and truth, between fantasy and morning. 

 

And, as always, men think it won’t happen to them. 
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But here’s the truth the world refuses to admit: 

 

Blackmail survives because men are ashamed of being human. 

 

If men could tell the truth about their desires, their mistakes, their weaknesses, their 
curiosity, their loneliness, the whole blackmail industry would collapse overnight. 

 

But men hide. 

Men pretend. 

Men perform perfection. 

Men protect their image like a second God. 

Men say, “I’m fine,” even when their life is on fire. 

 

That is why blackmail works. 

Not because men are chaotic — but because they are terrified of being seen without 
their armour. 

 

Let’s talk about the people involved in this game. 

 

Some blackmailers are opportunists — they see a vulnerable man and think, “Here is my 
hustle.” 

Some are strategic — they enter environments already looking for the richest, the 
loneliest, the drunkest, the most influential. 

Some are accidental — a situation escalates, a misunderstanding forms, and suddenly 
a man owes silence to a person who should never have had that power. 

 

But the most dangerous blackmailers are the ones who look harmless. 

The ones who smile. 

The ones who comfort. 
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The ones who say, “Don’t worry, I would never expose you.” 

The ones who appear too kind to be calculating. 

 

Men fall hardest into traps wrapped in gentleness. 

 

This chapter is not written to shame men. It is written to show why this world is so 
sensitive. Behind every successful man is a long shadow — a shadow full of decisions, 
impulses, temptations, and secrets most people never hear about. The bigger the man 
becomes, the longer the shadow stretches. And shadows attract hunters. 

 

Even the strongest men fear blackmail because they know the truth: once someone 
holds your secret, they hold your silence. 

 

And silence can cost more than money. 

 

It can cost reputation. 

Friendships. 

Relationships. 

Business partnerships. 

Freedom. 

Respect. 

Self-worth. 

 

Some men have paid financially. 

Some have paid emotionally. 

Some have paid socially. 

Some have paid with years of their life. 

Some have paid with the collapse of everything they built. 
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What blackmail really attacks is not the secret — it attacks a man’s ability to forgive 
himself for it. 

 

That’s why blackmail thrives in environments filled with shame. 

Shame is the blackmailer’s business partner. 

Pride is the advertiser. 

Fear is the accountant. 

 

Men fear blackmail more than love because love requires vulnerability — but blackmail 
weaponizes it. 

 

Love exposes the heart. 

Blackmail exposes the whole life. 

 

What makes this worse is that men rarely speak out. 

Brothers don’t confess these stories. 

Friends don’t share the details. 

Even close circles will say, “That guy messed up,” without asking how many of them 
could have been in the same situation. 

 

Men don’t talk because they don’t want to look stupid. 

But stupidity is not the cause, humanity is. 

 

And this is the part no one says out loud: 

 

A man who is ashamed of his past becomes easy to manipulate in his future. 
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Women get judged harshly for their choices. 

Men get judged harshly for their secrets. 

Everyone carries risk. 

But men carry silence. 

 

So let me give you the Dibosto truth without sugar: 

 

The day a man becomes honest with himself, blackmail loses all its teeth. 

Not because the world becomes kinder — but because he stops being afraid of being 
human. 

 

Pride destroys men quietly. 

Honesty saves them loudly. 

Vulnerability is not weakness — it is insurance. 

 

Blackmail only works on a man who believes his mistakes are bigger than his ability to 
grow from them. 

 

Luxury nights are temporary. 

Chaos is temporary. 

Temptation is temporary. 

But the lies that follow can live forever if a man refuses to face himself. 

 

This chapter is not a warning. 

It is a mirror. 

And every man knows what part of himself he sees in it. 
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Interlude: The Price of Unmanaged Desire 

 

Unmanaged desire rarely arrives as danger. It arrives as permission. Permission to 
indulge, to access, to experience without pause. It promises discretion and pleasure 
without cost. What it delivers is a reckoning that begins only after the night ends. 

 

The spaces where unmanaged desire thrives are not chaotic. They are engineered. 
Private houses. Gated estates. Short-term rentals booked under other names. These 
environments remove friction by design. No public witnesses. No shared accountability. 
Everyone believes privacy is protection. Everyone forgets that privacy expires. 

 

The first consequence is not scandal. It is confusion. 

 

People leave quietly. No arguments. No raised voices. Cars pull away at diUerent times. 
The damage begins later, when memories do not align and timelines fracture. What felt 
mutual becomes uncertain. Assumptions collapse under reflection. 

 

Phones gain weight. Messages written casually become records. Images shared 
privately outlive intention. A moment captured by someone else’s device becomes 
permanent. What felt contained begins to spread without moving at all. 

 

Hospitals see what parties hide. 

 

Emergency admissions after private gatherings are common and understated. 
Dehydration mistaken for anxiety. Panic attacks presenting as cardiac events. Internal 
injuries explained vaguely. Chemical reactions dismissed as exhaustion. Medical staU 
record facts, not stories. Blood is drawn. Files are created. Records remain. 

 

Unprotected sex in these environments is rarely framed as a decision. It is treated as 
momentum. No one wants to interrupt the night. No one wants to be the cautious one. 
Weeks later, clinics replace bedrooms. Test results replace assumptions. The body 
corrects the lie that desire told. 
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The Risk That Follows You Home 

 

Sexual risk does not end when the night does. 

 

In spaces driven by excess, unprotected encounters are normalized through 
assumption. Testing is discussed vaguely, if at all. Silence fills the gap where 
responsibility should be. The danger lives in delay, in the window between exposure and 
certainty. 

 

For married men and men in committed relationships, this risk does not remain 
personal. It travels. It enters shared beds, shared bathrooms, shared futures. Partners 
become involuntary participants in decisions they never agreed to. 

 

Testing is often done alone. Silence is chosen over disclosure. Intimacy at home 
becomes mechanical or avoided entirely. Distance grows without explanation. Fear 
replaces honesty. 

 

Some men wait for certainty before speaking. Others never speak at all. 

 

This is not only cowardice. It is terror. Terror of destroying a home. Terror of becoming the 
villain in one’s own family. Terror of admitting that desire outran responsibility. 

 

Silence does not neutralize risk. It compounds it. 

 

When infections are discovered later, the betrayal is not only sexual. It is existential. 
Trust collapses retroactively. Reassurances become suspect. Love is reinterpreted as 
negligence. 
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HIV carries a diUerent gravity. Lifelong treatment. Disclosure obligations. Psychological 
strain. A diagnosis reshapes intimacy permanently. Desire becomes calculation. The 
future becomes conditional. 

 

Children do not need details to feel rupture. Homes change temperature. Arguments 
acquire weight. Distance becomes permanent even when families remain intact. 

 

This consequence does not announce itself loudly. It outlives the night that caused it. 

 

Pregnancy does not negotiate. 

 

When it appears, tone shifts immediately. Conversations become transactional. 
Support is oUered conditionally. Timelines are imposed. Solutions are framed as 
generosity. The burden is carried unevenly. The woman’s body absorbs the outcome. The 
man’s life reorganizes around it. 

 

Abortions in this world are not public debates. They are quiet procedures arranged 
quickly. Payments are transferred discreetly. Silence is requested. Recovery is expected 
to be eUicient. Emotional aftermath is treated as inconvenience rather than injury. 

 

Some women leave physically intact and psychologically destabilized. The chemical 
crash is severe. Dopamine drops. Shame rises. Being intensely desired and then 
abruptly erased creates a vacuum. When that vacuum meets isolation, depression 
follows. In extreme cases, suicidal ideation emerges. These outcomes rarely reach the 
men involved. 

 

Men experience a diUerent collapse. 

 

Fear arrives first. Fear of exposure. Fear of accusation. Fear of losing everything built 
carefully over years. Once fear sets in, rational behaviour erodes. Messages are deleted. 
Conversations are rehearsed. Legal advice is sought before emotional accountability. 
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Blackmail rarely announces itself as threat. It arrives as expectation. As implication. As 
the suggestion that silence requires maintenance. When money enters the equation, 
interpretations harden. What was once framed as consensual becomes transactional in 
retrospect. When payment is refused or delayed, narratives shift. 

 

Police involvement does not require guilt to be devastating. 

 

Once a report exists, privacy ends. Statements are frozen. Contradictions become 
suspicion. Memory gaps become evidence. Investigations move slowly. Anxiety moves 
fast. Outcomes remain unpredictable regardless of truth. 

 

False accusations and real violations exist in the same ecosystem because the 
ecosystem erodes clarity. This does not cancel either reality. It makes resolution rare. 
Unmanaged desire creates environments where everyone is exposed and no one is safe. 

 

Reputational damage rarely arrives publicly. It erodes quietly. Invitations stop. Projects 
stall. Networks distance themselves without explanation. Trust dissolves invisibly. The 
punishment is not dramatic. It is permanent. 

 

Money fails as protection. 

 

Silence cannot be purchased cleanly. Payments invite expectation. Expectation 
becomes leverage. Leverage does not expire. Each attempt to resolve the problem 
extends it. Fear becomes chronic. 

 

Psychologically, men fracture in predictable ways. Hypervigilance replaces confidence. 
Intimacy becomes suspicious. Control becomes obsession. Some retreat entirely. 
Others escalate recklessly, mistaking numbness for freedom. 

 

Women carry a diUerent residue. Distrust. Hardened boundaries. Self-blame misplaced 
onto judgment rather than system. Desire becomes dangerous. Healing becomes 
private labour. 
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When the Hunter Becomes the Target 

 

There is a version of drink spiking that rarely enters public conversation because it 
embarrasses the men it happens to. 

 

In private spaces driven by excess, some men are not the predators of the night. They are 
the opportunity. 

 

Strangers are invited into controlled environments under the illusion of power. A woman 
met casually, often from the margins of the city, is elevated temporarily into luxury. 
Champagne replaces caution. Hospitality replaces vigilance. The man believes he is 
hosting the night. 

 

He is not. 

 

Drink spiking in these cases is strategic. It is quiet. It is professional. A stronger pour. A 
drink accepted without suspicion. A moment of distraction. Chemistry replaces control 
before awareness catches up. 

 

Men wake hours later disoriented. Sometimes alone. Sometimes on unfamiliar floors. 
Sometimes with no memory at all. Phones are gone. Watches are gone. Cash 
disappears. Laptops vanish. Keys are missing. Entire homes are emptied with precision. 

 

The robbery is rarely violent. That is what makes it eUective. 

 

The damage extends beyond property. Bank accounts are compromised. Access codes 
are exploited. Identity details are harvested. Financial systems are penetrated before the 
man understands he has been violated. 

 

Reporting rarely follows. 
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Men hesitate to explain how a stranger entered their home. Ego blocks honesty. Shame 
replaces logic. The story sounds implausible even to the person telling it. Police reports 
feel like admissions of stupidity rather than victimhood. 

 

So, silence is chosen. 

 

What remains is a private reckoning. A realization that power created vulnerability. That 
control was assumed rather than earned. That recklessness invited exploitation. 

 

These incidents do not fit the dominant narrative of harm, which is why they remain 
undocumented publicly. But they circulate quietly among men who have lost too much 
to speak openly. 

 

This is not about innocence. It is about miscalculation. 

 

Unmanaged desire convinces men that access equals dominance. It blinds them to the 
reality that every uncontrolled environment becomes an opportunity for someone else. 

 

The night does not care who thought they were in charge. 

 

Death Is Not a Metaphor Here 

 

There are moments when unmanaged desire does not end in regret or negotiation. It 
ends completely. 

 

Deaths linked to private indulgence rarely arrive as spectacle. They arrive as accidents. 
Overdoses misjudged. Bodies pushed beyond limits already compromised by 
exhaustion and substances. Falls on staircases built for aesthetics rather than safety. 
Vehicles driven by people who believed they were sober enough. Pools entered without 
supervision. Showers taken alone when the body was already failing. 
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Nobody plans for this. 

 

Substances interact unpredictably. Alcohol compounds eUects. Dehydration 
accelerates collapse. Pre-existing conditions become lethal when ignored. The body 
does not negotiate with ego. It shuts down. 

 

When someone dies, panic replaces pleasure instantly. 

 

Rooms are cleared. Phones are hidden. People scatter. Arguments erupt over whether to 
call emergency services or security first. Time is lost deciding how to protect reputations 
rather than lives. Those minutes matter. 

 

Death collapses discretion immediately. 

 

Paramedics do not care about privacy. Police do not care about status. Death 
certificates do not care about intention. Witnesses become suspects. Silence becomes 
suspicious. Everyone present becomes part of a timeline they cannot control. 

 

Families receive incomplete stories. Employers receive vague explanations. Media 
receives fragments. Rumours fill the gaps. No version feels suUicient because no 
version restores what was lost. 

 

Survivors carry permanent residue. 

 

Men carry guilt they cannot resolve. Some replay the night endlessly, searching for the 
moment intervention should have happened. Others suppress it until it returns as 
anxiety, addiction, or emotional detachment. 
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Women carry a diUerent burden. Being the last to see someone alive. Being present 
when something went wrong. Being questioned repeatedly. Being blamed quietly or 
explicitly. Trauma does not care whether the event was intentional or accidental. 

 

Deaths connected to unmanaged desire rarely resolve cleanly. They live in grey zones. 
Accidents without clear intent. Negligence without a single perpetrator. Responsibility 
diUused across everyone and no one. 

 

But moral weight does not diUuse. 

 

The question lingers long after investigations close. Could this have been prevented. 
Should someone have slowed the night down. Why didn’t anyone stop. 

 

This is the cost the fantasy never budgets for. 

 

Pleasure is sold as harmless. Access is mistaken for immunity. Risk is underestimated 
because it has not happened yet. 

 

Death ends the argument. 

 

When it enters the story, it strips away every justification about freedom, desire, or 
indulgence. What remains is simple. Unmanaged desire does not only damage lives. 
Sometimes it ends them. 

 

This chapter does not exist to frighten. It exists to document. 

 

The real price of unmanaged desire is not sex. It is the loss of coherence. The inability to 
say clearly what happened, what was agreed, and who carries the consequence. 

 

Desire without governance is not freedom. It is exposure. 
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And exposure, unlike pleasure, does not fade with time. 

 

 

 

  

 

PART VI: WOMEN, LOVE, AND THE TRUTH UNDER THE TRUTH 
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CHAPTER 21: THE WOMEN WHO LOVED US, LEFT US, FORGAVE US, RETURNED 

 

A man’s life is measured not by the money he earns, the deals he signs, or the nights he 
survives — but by the women who passed through his story and left fingerprints on his 
becoming. Every man has a catalogue of women who shaped him, humbled him, 
corrected him, confused him, rescued him, and sometimes destroyed him before 
rebuilding him again. 

 

These women are not just romantic memories. They are emotional teachers. 

 

The woman who loved him first. 

The woman who challenged him. 

The woman who exposed him. 

The woman who left him for reasons he understood only years later. 

The woman who forgave him when he didn’t deserve it. 

The woman who returned when life had softened them both. 

The woman who stayed without trying to change him. 

And the woman who changed him without trying to stay. 

 

Men rarely speak openly about these women. Pride edits the details. Shame hides the 
truth. Ego adds filters. But every man carries a private record of the women who touched 
his life in ways he could never articulate. 

 

Some names he whispers. 

Some names he avoids. 

Some names he still feels in his chest when he hears a song, passes a street, sees a 
hairstyle, or smells a perfume. 

 

The women who shape men are not random. They arrive with purpose — even when the 
relationship itself feels accidental. A man can learn courage from one, patience from 
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another, accountability from another, restraint from another, humility from another, 
confidence from another, and heartbreak from the one he thought would be his last 
chapter. 

 

Love, for most men, is not a straight line. It is a series of emotional shocks, lessons, 
recoveries, victories, and losses stitched together into identity. 

 

And the truth is, the women who loved men did not always love the man — they often 
loved the potential inside him. Women are dreamers disguised as realists. They see the 
possible versions of a man long before he meets them himself. They see the man 
beneath the excuses, beneath the chaos, beneath the performance, beneath the fear. 

 

That is why losing a good woman hits diUerently; she wasn’t just loving your present, she 
was investing in your future. And when she walks away, she walks away with an entire 
vision you didn’t realise she was building. 

 

But let’s be honest: men break hearts too. 

Not because they are cruel, but because they are unprepared. 

 

Unprepared for the emotional demands they never learned growing up. 

Unprepared for the responsibility of another person’s trust. 

Unprepared for the weight of consistency. 

Unprepared for the discipline required to show up every day. 

Unprepared for the vulnerability required to be fully known. 

 

And so men withdraw, disappear, compartmentalise, or distract themselves with the 
busy noise of life. Meanwhile, women feel every change as if the house of connection is 
shifting under their feet. 

 

Yet women return too. 
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This is the part men rarely admit. 

 

Sometimes they return physically. 

Sometimes they return through memory. 

Sometimes through a message sent at the right or wrong time. 

Sometimes through forgiveness. 

Sometimes through a lesson that never expires. 

 

Many men attempt to replace women they never worked to understand. It never works. 
You cannot replace a teacher with a student. You cannot replace depth with distraction. 
You cannot replace emotional truth with convenience. 

 

Men often learn this late. 

 

Here is the quiet truth every man eventually discovers: 

 

The women who loved him built parts of him he now relies on. 

The women who left him exposed parts of him he needed to confront. 

The women who forgave him softened parts of him he thought were stone. 

The women who returned reminded him that life is not linear — it is circular. 

 

And the strange thing? 

Even the painful stories carry beauty. 

 

A woman who leaves teaches a man how to close a chapter without bitterness. 

A woman who forgives teaches him that grace is a real language. 

A woman who returns teaches him that growth is possible for both sides. 

A woman who stays teaches him that stability is not boring, it is sacred. 
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But the most powerful lessons come from the women men disappointed — the ones 
who saw the truth before the man was ready to receive it. A man grows the most from 
the woman who forced him to look at himself, not the one who worshipped him blindly. 
Blind love builds ego. Honest love builds character. 

 

Every man has a woman he still owes an apology. 

Every man has a woman he still thanks silently. 

Every man has a woman who taught him something he could not learn alone. 

Every man has a woman he remembers diUerently now that he is older. 

 

This chapter is not about blame. It is about gratitude — even for the heartbreaks. 
Because the emotional evolution of a man is shaped by collisions, not comfort. 

 

And here’s the final quiet truth: 

 

A man does not become “better” because he finds the right woman. 

He becomes better because he finally listens to the lessons the women before her tried 
to teach him. 

 

CHAPTER 22: THE EMOTIONAL ECONOMY: WHO PAYS, WHO PRETENDS, WHO WINS 
NOTHING 

 

Every relationship, whether casual or committed, has an emotional economy running 
underneath it. It is not written, taught, or openly discussed — but every man and woman 
feels it. 

 

Someone is giving more. 

Someone is receiving more. 

Someone is working harder. 
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Someone is pretending harder. 

And most times, someone is losing quietly while the other one doesn’t notice. 

 

People talk about love as if it is this spiritual cloud floating above daily life. But the truth 
is, love behaves more like money — it can be invested, wasted, borrowed, saved, stolen, 
overspent, under-appreciated, mismanaged, or used to manipulate. 

 

This is not cynicism. 

It is the architecture of emotional exchange. 

 

Men and women bring their own currencies into relationships: 

Attention. 

Time. 

AUection. 

Loyalty. 

Forgiveness. 

Patience. 

Consistency. 

Vulnerability. 

Desire. 

Silence. 

 

Some currencies are heavier than others. 

 

A man’s silence can cost more than a woman’s tears. 

A woman’s forgiveness can cost more than a man’s eUort. 

A man’s presence can heal more than a thousand apologies. 

A woman’s withdrawal can collapse a man’s identity. 
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We pretend these things are invisible, but every relationship feels them like gravity. 

 

Let’s break down the emotional economy in the simplest Dibosto terms: 

 

There are three types of people in relationships: 

The Payer 

The Pretender 

The One Who Wins Nothing 

 

The Payer is the one who invests emotionally — sometimes too much, sometimes too 
early, sometimes without boundaries. They give because giving feels natural. They love 
without calculating return. They hold the relationship together with their softness, their 
eUort, their check-ins, their patience, their emotional labour. 

 

In many relationships, women become the Payers. 

In others, men do. 

Gender doesn’t decide it — emotional history does. 

 

The Pretender is the one who acts like they are contributing but rarely does. 

They give enough to keep the relationship alive but not enough to grow it. 

They oUer promise instead of presence. 

They oUer desire instead of commitment. 

They oUer attention instead of accountability. 

 

Pretenders do not intend to hurt anyone — they simply lack emotional capacity. 

They love the warmth, but not the work. 

They love the feeling, but not the responsibility. 
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They love the idea of love, not the maintenance. 

 

And then there is the One Who Wins Nothing. 

 

This is the person who does the emotional heavy lifting but receives no reward — not 
loyalty, not stability, not honesty, not reciprocity. They stay hopeful while the relationship 
drains them one drop at a time. They build a future in their mind while the other person is 
still deciding what they want for lunch. 

 

The emotional economy is cruel because the one who wins nothing is usually the one 
who deserved everything. 

 

But here is the twist nobody likes to admit: 

 

Men often misunderstand which role they occupy. 

 

A man might believe he is the Payer because he provides materially, but emotionally he 
might be the Pretender — present financially but absent spiritually. A man might think he 
is the victim, but his partner has been the one quietly paying the emotional bills for 
years. A man might think he is in control, only to discover he has been the One Who 
Wins Nothing because he invested in someone who loved the idea of him more than the 
reality. 

 

Relationships collapse not because of infidelity, miscommunication, or personality 
diUerences — those are symptoms. The cause is imbalance. When one person keeps 
paying and the other keeps pretending, eventually the currency dries up. 

 

But this chapter is not a warning — it is clarity. 
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Men especially struggle with the emotional economy because they were never trained to 
see emotions as currency. They see actions, not feelings. They track eUort, not empathy. 
They count sacrifices, not softness. 

 

A woman can say, “You don’t listen,” and a man will respond with, “But I pay the bills,” 
not realising emotional presence is the bill she has been paying alone. 

 

A man can believe he is contributing because he is loyal, while ignoring that loyalty is a 
baseline, not an investment. 

 

A woman can think she is loving a man, but what she is really loving is the future version 
she hopes he becomes. 

 

Everyone is paying. 

Everyone is pretending. 

Everyone is losing something. 

 

But the person who wins nothing is always the one who keeps hoping the emotional 
exchange will become fair — even though the signs have been loud for months, 
sometimes years. 

 

What makes this economy painful is that nobody teaches us the rules. 

We learn them through heartbreak. 

Through disappointment. 

Through the realisation that eUort does not guarantee reciprocation. 

Through the quiet collapse of relationships that looked strong on the outside. 

 

The emotional economy requires accounting. 

It requires honesty. 
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It requires self-awareness. 

It requires men to ask, “What emotional currency do I actually bring?” 

It requires women to ask, “What am I carrying that was never mine?” 

 

And it requires both people to understand this simple truth: 

 

Love is not sustained by grand moments — it is sustained by consistent investment. 

 

A relationship is not destroyed by a lack of love — it is destroyed by a lack of equity. 

 

Every relationship needs emotional bookkeeping, or else someone ends up bankrupt. 

 

 

Interlude: The Unspoken Violence of Expectation 

 

Expectation is rarely recognised as force. 

It does not announce itself with threats or raised voices. 

It arrives quietly, dressed as hope, patience, romance, or good intention. 

And because it does not look like violence, it is rarely treated as danger. 

 

But expectation, when mistaken for agreement, carries weight. 

When that weight is resisted, it seeks leverage. 

When leverage fails, it escalates. 

 

Expectation is not consent. 

Hope is not agreement. 

Assumption is not commitment. 



  
 

 146 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

 

These distinctions are simple in language and devastating in consequence when 
ignored. 

 

Many people do not ask questions to discover truth. 

They ask questions to stabilise fantasy. 

They seek reassurance that the story they have already written will remain intact. 

When honesty interrupts that story, it is not received as clarity. 

It is experienced as threat. 

 

Truth does not destroy relationships. 

It reveals which ones were already imaginary. 

 

When expectation has been internalised as destiny, refusal is not processed as 
disappointment. 

It is processed as loss. 

Not the loss of a person, but the loss of an imagined future that had already been 
emotionally occupied. 

 

From that loss emerges accusation. 

From accusation comes moralisation. 

From moralisation comes justification. 

 

This is how expectation mutates. 

 

At first, it demands explanation. 

Then reassurance. 

Then compliance. 
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When compliance does not arrive, boundaries are reframed as cruelty. 

Silence becomes abandonment. 

Distance becomes punishment. 

Honesty becomes violence. 

 

This is the paradox of escalation. 

Engagement fuels drama. 

Disengagement is framed as heartlessness. 

Boundaries are interpreted as betrayal. 

 

There is no safe response once expectation refuses to die. 

 

What begins as emotional entitlement does not always remain emotional. 

 

In many contexts where relational disputes intersect with cultural pressure, economic 
dependency, and silence around emotional coercion, unmanaged expectation becomes 
dangerous terrain. 

 

Gender-Based Violence (GBV) does not always begin with intent to injure. 

It often begins with entitlement refusing to release control. 

 

It begins when expectation is mistaken for ownership. 

When refusal is interpreted as disrespect. 

When autonomy is experienced as provocation. 

When boundaries are treated as betrayal rather than clarity. 

 

What starts as emotional entitlement escalates. 
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Arguments harden into confrontations. 

Confrontations turn into intimidation. 

Intimidation seeks submission. 

 

And when submission does not arrive, force enters the room. 

 

Gender-Based Violence is rarely sudden. 

It is progressive. 

It builds through ignored warnings, normalised control, moralised jealousy, and the 
belief that access to another person’s body, time, loyalty, or future is owed. 

 

Property is often the first casualty. 

Phones smashed. 

Doors broken. 

Clothing destroyed. 

Personal spaces violated. 

 

These acts are not random. 

They are messages. 

 

They reassert dominance. 

They punish defiance. 

They announce that control is still being claimed. 

 

When emotional coercion fails privately, it seeks legitimacy elsewhere. 

 

Protection orders emerge not as punishment, but as containment. 
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As recognition that emotional expectation has crossed into threat. 

That negotiation has failed. 

That safety now requires distance enforced by law. 

 

Yet even then, expectation can resist restraint. 

 

Some interpret legal boundaries not as limits, but as insults. 

Accountability becomes persecution. 

Consequences become injustice. 

 

And in documented cases, this trajectory does not stop at intimidation or injury. 

 

Death enters not as intention, but as outcome. 

A confrontation that escalated beyond control. 

A moment where expectation, entitlement, and proximity collided. 

 

Not all violence begins with fists. 

Some begins with expectation refusing to die. 

 

This is not a rejection of commitment, nor a critique of chosen exclusivity. 

It is a warning against silent contracts; against moral ambush, and against emotional 
coercion disguised as love. 

 

Men can be reckless with bodies. 

People can be reckless with expectations. 

 

Both forms of recklessness destroy lives when unmanaged. 
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Expectation without agreement is not love. 

It is coercion. 

 

When love is mistaken for entitlement, rejection becomes a threat. 

And threats do not seek understanding. 

They seek enforcement. 

 

This interlude oUers no solution. 

No prescription. 

No comfort. 

 

Only a warning. 

 

That expectation carries force. 

That silence carries consequence. 

And that any bond built on unspoken obligation was never stable to begin with. 

 

Some relationships collapse because desire was unmanaged. 

Others collapse because expectation was allowed to masquerade as destiny. 

 

Both leave wreckage. 

Only one is still rarely named. 
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CHAPTER 23: WHY LOVE IS NEVER EQUAL, BUT CAN STILL BE KIND 

 

Equality is the dream. 

Balance is the lie. 

Kindness is the truth. 

 

People love to talk about “equal relationships,” as if love is a 50/50 mathematical 
formula that two people can sign like a contract. But real life has never worked that way, 
and real relationships do not care about modern slogans. 

 

Love has never been equal. 

It has only ever been negotiated. 

 

One person always loves a little deeper. 

One always apologises a little sooner. 

One always forgives a little faster. 

One always holds the emotional furniture when the house shakes. 

One always feels the distance first. 

One always remembers the details the other forgets. 

 

This imbalance is not failure, it is human nature. 

 

Love is not a mirror; it is a rhythm. 

And in every rhythm, someone leads and someone follows at diUerent moments. 

 

The strongest relationships are not built on equality. They are built on kindness, the 
willingness to fill the gap when your partner cannot meet you halfway. 
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Sometimes the man carries more. 

Sometimes the woman carries more. 

Sometimes both carry nothing because the relationship is dying quietly. 

Sometimes both carry everything because they are terrified of losing each other. 

 

But equality? 

That is a fantasy sold by people who have never been in real emotional trenches. 

 

Kindness is the real currency. 

 

Kindness is what makes love sustainable, not fairness. 

 

Let’s be honest: men and women experience love diUerently. 

Men love in silence. 

Women love in detail. 

Men love in bursts. 

Women love in patterns. 

Men love with fear. 

Women love with hope. 

 

These diUerences make balance impossible. But they also make love interesting, 
unpredictable, and deeply transformative. 

 

A relationship becomes painful only when the imbalance turns into entitlement. 

 

When one partner expects the other to always carry more. 

When eUort becomes one-sided. 
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When kindness becomes obligation. 

When emotional labour turns into silent resentment. 

When one person begins to feel used instead of loved. 

 

That is when the imbalance wounds instead of nurtures. 

 

But imbalance itself is natural. 

Someone always arrives at the relationship more healed. 

Someone always arrives more broken. 

Someone always arrives with more emotional tools. 

Someone always arrives needing more patience. 

 

Fairness is not the goal — understanding is. 

 

The reason love feels unequal is because both people are dealing with diUerent 
emotional histories. No two hearts break in the same shape. No two minds heal at the 
same speed. No two souls trust at the same temperature. 

 

Love is not the merging of two identical people. 

It is the merging of two very diUerent timelines. 

 

This is why kindness is everything. 

Kindness allows the relationship to breathe around the diUerences. 

Kindness allows the imbalance to become safe instead of painful. 

Kindness allows the relationship to move without collapsing. 
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Men especially struggle with this truth. Many men grow up believing they must be 100% 
all the time: the provider, the rock, the protector, the consistent one. So when they 
cannot meet this unrealistic expectation, they feel like failures. 

 

Women struggle too. Many women grow up believing they must carry emotional weight 
without complaint: the nurturer, the forgiver, the one who understands even when she is 
misunderstood. So when the load becomes too heavy, they feel guilty for wanting 
reciprocity. 

 

Both are unfair expectations. 

Both cause burnout. 

Both distort love. 

 

Love becomes beautiful when both partners accept that equilibrium is impossible — but 
compassion is not. 

 

Kindness means recognising your partner’s limits without punishment. 

Kindness means giving what you can without losing yourself. 

Kindness means receiving without shame. 

Kindness means loving without trading. 

Kindness means remaining gentle even when the world isn’t. 

 

The most mature relationships don’t aim for fairness. 

They aim for partnership. 

 

Partnership means: 

Sometimes you lead. 

Sometimes I lead. 

Sometimes we both limp. 
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Sometimes one of us drags the other to the finish line. 

Sometimes we rest. 

Sometimes we fight. 

Sometimes we disagree. 

But we keep choosing each other anyway. 

 

This chapter is a reminder that love is not designed to be equal — it is designed to be 
shared. 

 

Your partner will not always meet you halfway. 

But they can meet you with honesty. 

With eUort. 

With kindness. 

With presence. 

With the desire to try again tomorrow. 

 

Fairness changes. 

Feelings change. 

Seasons change. 

People evolve. 

Love bends and shifts with them. 

 

But kindness? 

Kindness is the only constant strong enough to carry the imbalance of two human 
beings trying their best in a world that never taught them how to love in the first place. 
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CHAPTER 24: THE SILENT NEGOTIATIONS INSIDE EVERY RELATIONSHIP 

 

Every relationship has two versions: 

The one people see, 

and the one that actually exists. 

 

The public version is edited. Polished. Symmetrical. 

Two people smiling, holding hands, posting curated moments, looking like harmony 
made flesh. But the real version — the private one — is stitched together with a series of 
silent negotiations that nobody outside the relationship ever sees. 

 

A relationship is not built on romance. 

It is built on agreements nobody signs. 

 

Agreements about how much truth each person can handle. 

Agreements about which battles are worth fighting. 

Agreements about how much of the past is allowed into the present. 

Agreements about boundaries that shift depending on mood, history, and danger. 

Agreements about the small lies that keep peace and the small truths that would break 
it. 

 

People like to pretend relationships are simple, but if love were simple, therapists would 
be unemployed and heartbreak would not exist. The truth is, relationships survive 
because both people are constantly negotiating — with themselves, with each other, 
and with their own emotional ghosts. 

 

The negotiations begin softly. 

 

“Are you okay?” 
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“Yes.” 

Negotiation Number One: The agreement to hide discomfort when timing is wrong. 

 

“Do you trust me?” 

“Yes.” 

Negotiation Number Two: The agreement to silence doubts in the name of stability. 

 

“Where do you want this relationship to go?” 

“Let’s see.” 

Negotiation Number Three: The agreement to pretend patience while fear is still in the 
room. 

 

These exchanges are not lies. They are emotional diplomacy. 

 

Every relationship needs diplomacy because humans are complicated. Two people, with 
two pasts, two traumas, two definitions of love, two ideas of intimacy, two ways of 
arguing, two ways of healing, cannot simply “fit.” They have to adjust. They have to 
soften. They have to negotiate every day. 

 

Some negotiations are loud. 

Some negotiations are whispered. 

But the most important ones are silent — the ones that happen in the mind when 
nobody is talking. 

 

“I’m hurt, but I will let this go.” 

“I don’t understand you, but I will choose compassion today.” 

“I love you, but I need space.” 

“I need reassurance, but I won’t beg for it.” 

“I want honesty, but I fear the truth.” 
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“I want closeness, but my history is pulling me back.” 

 

These silent negotiations shape the emotional landscape of a relationship. 

They determine how conflict unfolds, how intimacy grows, how forgiveness works, how 
trust survives. 

 

A relationship is not destroyed by what is said. 

It is destroyed by what is never said. 

 

Silence can be a form of love. 

Silence can also be a form of punishment. 

Silence can be peace. 

Silence can be resentment dressed in politeness. 

 

That is why emotional negotiation is delicate. 

One wrong move, and something breaks quietly. 

 

But here’s the part we rarely admit: 

Every person brings emotional debts into a relationship. 

 

A woman may still be negotiating with the ghosts of past betrayal. 

A man may still be negotiating with the pressure of always being strong. 

A woman may be negotiating with abandonment wounds she never speaks about. 

A man may be negotiating with childhood silence that taught him to swallow emotions 
instead of sharing them. 

 

People think they are negotiating with each other, but they are actually negotiating with 
each other’s history. 
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That is why patience matters. 

That is why understanding matters. 

That is why kindness matters more than fairness. 

 

Silent negotiations are not weaknesses — they are survival tools. 

They allow relationships to function even when both people are imperfect. 

They allow partners to grow at diUerent speeds. 

They allow love to breathe around the flaws. 

 

But silent negotiations can also become emotional quicksand. 

 

When one person always adjusts while the other refuses to change, imbalance becomes 
resentment. 

When one person carries emotional labour while the other carries convenience, 
connection becomes strain. 

When one person keeps forgiving while the other keeps repeating, love becomes fatigue 
disguised as loyalty. 

 

Silent negotiation must have two signatures — even if they’re invisible. 

 

Relationships thrive when both people learn to communicate not only with words, but 
with timing, tone, empathy, boundaries, and emotional literacy. When both people 
understand this truth: 

 

“I may not always understand your pain, but I am willing to meet you in it.” 

 

Loving someone means negotiating constantly: 

With their fears. 
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With their habits. 

With their weaknesses. 

With their dreams. 

With their version of aUection. 

With their version of conflict. 

With their version of healing. 

 

There is no perfect alignment. 

There is only willingness. 

 

Willingness to try. 

Willingness to listen. 

Willingness to adjust without losing yourself. 

Willingness to speak before resentment builds a home in your chest. 

 

A relationship is not a place where two perfect people meet. 

It is a place where two imperfect people negotiate peacefully. 

 

And the greatest negotiation — the one that holds everything together — is this: 

 

“I choose you, even on the days when choosing myself feels easier.” 

 

That is love beyond performance. 

That is commitment beyond convenience. 

That is partnership beyond romance. 
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PART VII: THE MODERN WORLD: ATTRACTION ON TRIAL 
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CHAPTER 25: THE DEATH OF THE APPROACH: WHY “HELLO” BECAME DANGEROUS 

 

There was a time when a man could walk up to a woman, say “Hello,” and the world 
wouldn’t collapse. A smile was just a smile. Interest was just interest. A compliment was 
a compliment, not a legal scenario. But somewhere between social media outrage, HR 
policies, broken trust, trauma, and the fear of being misunderstood, the simple act of 
approaching someone became one of the riskiest moves a man can make. 

 

The death of the approach didn’t happen suddenly. 

It happened gradually — one scandal, one viral thread, one policy change, one bad story 
at a time. 

 

Men today don’t fear rejection. 

Men today fear accusation. 

Men today fear misinterpretation. 

Men today fear being labelled something they are not. 

Men today fear losing respect for expressing interest in the wrong way, on the wrong day, 
to the wrong person. 

 

This fear is not irrational. It is historical. 

 

Too many men abused the privilege of approaching. 

Too many men forced themselves into spaces where they were not wanted. 

Too many men confused desire with entitlement. 

Too many men made women feel unsafe without caring. 

 

And now all men pay the price — even the good ones. 

 

The approach died because trust died. 
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Modern women walk through a world where danger has a male face too often. 

Modern men walk through a world where intention has a legal consequence too quickly. 

Both sides are traumatised in diUerent languages. 

 

A man doesn’t want to be seen as a predator. 

A woman doesn’t want to be treated as prey. 

So now everyone waits for the other to speak first. 

 

The approach didn’t die — it became a negotiation with fear. 

 

Men rehearse lines in their head like they are preparing for court: 

“Excuse me, sorry to bother you…” 

“No pressure, but I just wanted to say…” 

“Hi, hope this is not inappropriate…” 

“I swear I’m not weird, but…” 

 

By the time the man finishes apologising for existing, he has already killed the 
confidence that made him interesting. 

 

Women feel this too. 

The world has become so suspicious that even genuine interest feels dangerous. 

A woman can like a man and still avoid showing it because she doesn’t want to send the 
wrong signal. 

 

Attraction used to be organic. 

Now it feels like paperwork. 
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The modern world outsourced chemistry to apps because apps protect everyone from 
accountability. 

Swipe left — no consequences. 

Swipe right — still no consequences. 

Ignore messages — no shame. 

Block — no explanation needed. 

 

Apps removed the courage from the approach and replaced it with digital convenience. 

Men stopped approaching not because they lost interest in women, but because they 
lost the world where approaching was safe. 

 

But here’s the truth: 

Approach culture is not dead — it is scared. 

And it is scared because men and women no longer know how to trust each other in 
public without misreading signals. 

 

A man approaches a woman today and immediately checks the environment: 

Is she alone? 

Does she look uncomfortable? 

Is anyone watching? 

Is she going to think I’m threatening? 

Is someone going to record this? 

Will my tone be misinterpreted? 

Will I trend? 

 

This is the anxiety that lives inside men now. 

 

We pretend men are too weak. 
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We pretend men should “man up.” 

But the truth is, men are terrified — not of women, but of the consequences of being 
misunderstood by them. 

 

But let’s be brutally honest: 

Men also ruined the approach with ego. 

 

The loud ones, the rude ones, the ones who couldn’t take no, the ones who saw women 
as prizes instead of people — they damaged the simplicity of the ancient dance. They 
turned interest into harassment, persistence into intimidation, and compliments into 
discomfort. 

 

Now the rest of the men, the ones who simply want to connect respectfully, must walk 
through the ruins with caution. 

 

But here is the quiet truth this chapter is leading to: 

 

The approach is not dead — it is transforming. 

 

The new approach requires emotional intelligence, not just confidence. 

It requires awareness, not bravado. 

It requires timing, not pressure. 

It requires reading energy, not forcing outcomes. 

It requires humility — the ability to walk away without feeling rejected. 

 

A modern approach is subtle. 

Soft. 

Considered. 

Respectful. 



  
 

 166 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

 

It sounds like: 

 

“Hi, I noticed your energy and wanted to introduce myself. If the timing isn’t right, no 
pressure.” 

 

It sounds like oUering a choice, not creating an obligation. 

 

Women respond to approaches when they feel safe. 

Men approach better when they don’t feel judged. 

 

The problem is not women. 

The problem is not men. 

The problem is fear — on both sides. 

 

A world full of fear cannot flirt. 

A world full of trauma cannot trust. 

A world full of suspicion cannot dance the old dance. 

 

Yet humans still want connection. 

Still want love. 

Still want intimacy. 

Still want that spark that apps cannot recreate. 

 

So the approach will return — not as the old confident walk across the room, but as a 
new form of emotional sophistication that recognises the weight of modern dynamics. 

 

Approaching someone today is not dangerous when done with awareness. 
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It is dangerous when done with entitlement, arrogance, or ignorance. 

 

Men do not need to stop approaching. 

They need to approach with humanity. 

 

Because at the end of the day, attraction has not died. 

Only the script has changed. 

 

CHAPTER 26: THE OFFICE ROMANCE FUNERAL 

 

Once upon a time, oUice romance was normal. Not ideal, not perfect, but normal. Two 
people spent eight hours a day side by side, shared deadlines, shared jokes, shared 
stress, shared Wi-Fi, and somehow shared feelings without HR calling an emergency 
meeting. 

 

That world is dead now. 

 

Today, the workplace is the most policed emotional space on Earth. 

Not because people have stopped feeling attraction — but because the consequences 
of acting on it have become nuclear. 

 

The modern corporate environment turned the possibility of romance into a potential 
scandal, a disciplinary hearing, or a headline. A simple compliment can become a case 
file. A friendly smile can be misread as an advance. A private lunch can turn into an 
email trail. A relationship can end someone’s career long before it even begins. 

 

This chapter is not here to complain. 

It is here to explain why the funeral happened. 
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First: Power. 

The workplace naturally creates hierarchies. 

Even when nobody is abusing them, they exist. 

One person earns more. 

One has more influence. 

One has more experience. 

One has more authority. 

And this imbalance creates a minefield where any romantic connection is immediately 
questioned: 

“Is it genuine?” 

“Is it manipulation?” 

“Is it pressure?” 

“Is it ambition?” 

“Is it consent or convenience?” 

 

Nobody wants to solve that puzzle anymore. 

 

Second: Fear. 

Nobody trusts the workplace to protect them. 

Women fear being cornered or misunderstood. 

Men fear being accused or misinterpreted. 

Everyone fears rumours more than feelings. 

 

The modern workplace is a surveillance zone — cameras, emails, screenshots, gossip, 
open-plan oUices, whisper networks, HR manuals longer than the Bible. Even saying 
“You look nice today” now requires a legal department. 

 

Third: History. 
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Too many stories went wrong. 

Secret aUairs. 

Power abuses. 

Bosses exploiting junior staU. 

Coworkers lying to cover infidelity. 

Colleagues protecting each other instead of the vulnerable. 

People losing jobs, divorces, reputations, entire futures — all because feelings mixed 
poorly with corporate structures. 

 

Nobody forgot. 

Everyone learned. 

 

Fourth: Professional masks. 

People go to work wearing armour. 

You present your competent self, not your intimate self. 

You hide your flaws, your needs, your fears, your heart. 

Love requires truth. 

Work requires strategy. 

The two do not coexist easily. 

 

A relationship needs vulnerability. 

A career needs performance. 

And when two people try to build romance inside an environment where everyone is 
performing, someone always ends up confused: 

 

“Did they like me or did they respect my role?” 

“Did I open up too much?” 

“Did I misread this?” 



  
 

 170 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

“Are they flirting or being polite?” 

 

Work flirts are dangerous because they look real in the moment but collapse the second 
someone gets a promotion or a warning. 

 

Fifth: No clean escape. 

Relationships end — naturally, loudly, silently, painfully. 

But breakup at work? 

You still have to see them tomorrow. 

And the next day. 

And the next month. 

And at year-end functions. 

And in meetings where your ex is presenting Q2 results while your heart is still 
processing the breakup. 

 

It is not romantic. 

It is emotional torture. 

 

This is why real relationships that start at work now happen in the shadows — after 
hours, oUsite, in Uber rides, behind disclaimers, NDAs, whispered warnings from HR, 
and hopeful misunderstandings. 

 

But even then, the people involved hold their breath. 

One wrong rumour and both careers evaporate. 

 

So the oUice romance died a quiet, dignified death. 

Everyone attended the funeral — even those who pretend they didn’t. 

But here is the twist: the desire didn’t die. 
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People still catch feelings. 

People still get butterflies during presentations. 

People still get nervous when a coworker smells too good in the elevator. 

People still write messages and delete them. 

People still daydream about harmless possibilities. 

 

What died is not attraction — it is access. 

 

The real tragedy is this: 

The workplace used to be the last natural space where adults met organically, beyond 
apps and algorithms. Now that door is shut. The new generation must fall in love through 
screens, curated profiles, and instant judgments. 

 

Few realise what was lost. 

 

But there is a hopeful ending here. 

 

Love has not disappeared — it has just migrated. 

It now requires clearer boundaries. 

Better communication. 

Explicit consent. 

Transparency. 

Self-awareness. 

Courage outside the oUice, not inside it. 

 

The oUice romance funeral was not the end of connection. 

It was the end of careless connection. 
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The world is changing. 

People are adapting. 

But attraction is stubborn — it refuses to die. 

 

CHAPTER 27: LONELINESS FOR SALE: A MARKET BUILT ON HUMAN EMPTINESS 

 

There is a new marketplace in the world — bigger than fashion, bigger than alcohol, 
bigger than entertainment. A marketplace built on the oldest human ache: loneliness. 

 

People don’t talk openly about loneliness anymore. 

They talk about “self-care,” “boundaries,” “independence,” “soft life,” “grind mode,” and 
“protecting my energy” — all beautiful phrases that sometimes are just disguises for 
isolation. The world has become a place where everyone is surrounded, but very few are 
connected. 

 

And companies saw the gap. 

Businesses realised they don’t need to sell products — they can sell companionship, 
attention, validation, digital presence, and illusions of intimacy. 

 

Loneliness became profitable. 

And anything profitable becomes industrial. 

 

The dating apps were the first factories. 

They didn’t create love. They created tra?ic. 

Endless swipes, endless choices, endless matches, endless dopamine. 

People chasing connection but ending up in conversations that die after “hey.” 

 

Apps turned aUection into consumer behaviour: 
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Swipe. Match. Chat. Ghost. Repeat. 

All of it designed to keep people coming back — not to help them find partnership. 

 

Every swipe reminds you that someone else is “better,” 

that time is running out, 

that intimacy is seasonal, 

that interest is temporary, 

that attraction is disposable. 

 

But apps didn’t invent this truth — they monetised it. 

 

Loneliness is now a subscription service. 

 

You can pay for attention. 

Pay for validation. 

Pay for curated fantasies. 

Pay for someone to talk to you. 

Pay to avoid silence. 

Pay to avoid the feeling of being unwanted. 

 

Even social media joined the industry — the market of curated loneliness. 

People post pictures of their best days, while hiding the fact that their nights are empty. 
Everyone looks happy, but happiness is becoming performance art. 

 

Influencers look loved, but the comments section is their real relationship. 

Celebrities look fulfilled, but the applause is their medication. 

People look in control, but only when someone is watching. 
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Loneliness sells because it hides in plain sight. 

 

Men especially suUer quietly. 

Society taught men to fear vulnerability, to fear reaching out, to fear emotional need. So 
men silently subscribe to invisible coping mechanisms — work addiction, gym 
obsession, casual sex, nightlife, alcohol, ego-driven achievements — all distractions 
from the feeling that they are not emotionally held by anyone. 

 

Women suUer diUerently. 

Loneliness becomes comparison. 

The pressure to match the filtered lives of peers. 

The fear of choosing wrong in love. 

The fear of being alone forever. 

The exhaustion of always being emotionally available to others but not receiving the 
same care. 

 

Loneliness is not just emptiness — it is exhaustion. 

 

People are tired of performing confidence. 

Tired of pretending they don’t need anyone. 

Tired of acting strong because the world punishes weakness. 

Tired of hiding the desire to be held, seen, desired, chosen, understood. 

 

But here is the painful irony: 

The world is full of people who want connection — yet everyone is waiting for someone 
else to make the first move. 

 

So businesses stepped in to fill the gap. 
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Apps act like matchmakers but behave like casinos. 

Entertainment acts like intimacy but behaves like distraction. 

Luxury lifestyle acts like identity but behaves like camouflage. 

 

The result? 

A global crisis of emotional starvation. 

 

For the first time in history, people can live full social lives without any real touch. 

 

No hugs. 

No eye contact. 

No conversations deeper than data. 

No vulnerability. 

No commitment. 

No presence. 

 

Just digital noise. 

Digital attention. 

Digital companionship. 

Digital desire pretending to be real. 

 

But loneliness cannot be cured by performance. 

It can only be cured by presence. 

 

Here is the uncomfortable truth we must face: 
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People are not lonely because they lack partners. 

People are lonely because they lack emotional safety. 

 

Safety to speak. 

Safety to be imperfect. 

Safety to want love without embarrassment. 

Safety to approach without fear. 

Safety to try again after heartbreak. 

Safety to be human in a world selling superhuman personas. 

 

Loneliness is a symptom of a world that has made vulnerability dangerous. 

 

But loneliness is also an invitation — a reminder that we still crave something real. It 
proves that despite the digital noise, the human heart remains analogue. It beats for 
connection, not content. It craves intimacy, not interaction. It longs for love, not likes. 

 

The world may profit from loneliness, but it cannot cure it. 

Only people can. 

 

And the courage to connect — honestly, gently, without performance — is still the most 
rebellious act in a world selling emotional substitutes. 

 

CHAPTER 28: DATING APPS AND THE RISE OF DIGITAL DISAPPOINTMENT 

 

Dating apps arrived like salvation — a modern answer to ancient desires. In the 
beginning, people believed technology would finally simplify the chaos of attraction. No 
more guessing. No more awkward approaches. No more waiting for fate to behave. Just 
profiles, pictures, and possibilities lined up like a digital marketplace of human hope. 
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But hope is dangerous when packaged as convenience. 

And very quickly, dating apps became the most eUicient disappointment machine ever 
invented. 

 

The problem is not the technology. 

It is the psychology behind it. 

 

Apps promised variety, but delivered confusion. 

They promised connection, but delivered exhaustion. 

They promised opportunity, but delivered overwhelm. 

 

People swipe not because they know what they want, but because they don’t know how 
to sit with loneliness. The app became a vending machine for reassurance — every 
match a small dopamine hit, every conversation a possibility, every rejection a reminder 
of fragility. 

 

Dating apps turned attraction into admin. 

Swipe. Match. Chat. Ghost. Unmatch. Repeat. 

 

It feels like progress, but it’s emotional cardio with no destination. 

 

No history. 

No context. 

No nuance. 

Just curated faces and strategic angles. 

 

Dating apps are not evil — they simply expose the weaknesses humans try to hide. 
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Weakness #1: Choice addiction. 

When people have too many choices, they stop choosing. 

You can’t commit when your brain believes there is always someone “better” one swipe 
away. 

Your heart becomes a shopper, not a seeker. 

 

Weakness #2: Performance. 

Everyone becomes a brand. 

Pictures edited. 

Bios rehearsed. 

Interests curated. 

Even your personality becomes a marketing strategy. 

 

People are not meeting — their avatars are. 

 

Weakness #3: Emotional impatience. 

The moment a conversation slows down, someone disappears. 

The moment someone feels triggered, they ghost. 

The moment something feels real, someone sabotages it. 

It’s not because people don’t want love; it’s because vulnerability feels more dangerous 
online. 

 

Weakness #4: Disposability. 

Apps make people feel replaceable. 

You stop investing in one connection because there are ten more waiting. 

You stop forgiving small flaws because the next profile looks “simpler.” 

You stop trying because the app rewards detachment. 
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Digital dating has a silent economy of emotional waste. 

 

But the greatest disappointment of apps is not the people using them — it is the 
expectations placed on them. 

 

Technology cannot compensate for human courage. 

It cannot replace the natural chemistry of a shared moment. 

It cannot imitate the energy that happens when two people meet organically. 

It cannot force emotional readiness. 

It cannot teach communication. 

It cannot produce vulnerability. 

It can only oUer access — and access without intention leads nowhere. 

 

And yet, for all their flaws, dating apps reveal something important about the modern 
world: 

 

People are not hopeless — they are overwhelmed. 

People are not cold — they are cautious. 

People are not uninterested — they are insecure. 

People are not noncommittal — they are afraid of choosing wrong. 

 

Dating apps are not killing love. 

They are exposing the reality that most people were never taught how to choose, how to 
communicate, how to commit, or how to stay. 

 

The disappointment comes from expecting too much from a system built on scarcity 
disguised as abundance. 
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And here is the irony that hurts but heals: 

 

People still believe love is possible. 

They still download the apps again after deleting them. 

They still talk to strangers again after ghosting. 

They still imagine a future with someone they haven’t met. 

Hope refuses to die — even after a thousand failed conversations. 

 

So what is the lesson? 

 

Dating apps can introduce people, but they cannot create connection. 

They can start conversations, but they cannot sustain them. 

They can match energy, but they cannot match souls. 

They can open the door, but they cannot make anyone walk through it. 

 

Love still requires the same ancient ingredients: 

Presence. 

Honesty. 

Courage. 

Timing. 

Commitment. 

Humour. 

Kindness. 

And the willingness to choose one person while the world keeps oUering new options. 

 

Digital disappointment is real — but so is digital possibility. 

The question is not whether dating apps work. 
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The question is whether people are ready to show up honestly when they use them. 
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PART VIII: CULTURE, SPIRIT, AND THE WEIGHT OF EXPECTATION 
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CHAPTER 29: AFRICAN MEN, GLOBAL RULES: THE COLLISION NO ONE TALKS 
ABOUT 

 

The modern man lives in a world built from Western ideas — Western psychology, 
Western feminism, Western HR policies, Western dating norms, Western expectations 
of masculinity, Western definitions of emotional intelligence. 

But African men? 

They grew up inside a diUerent emotional universe entirely. 

 

So when global rules collide with local upbringing, confusion is born — not because 
African men are unwilling to adapt, but because the world rarely acknowledges the 
emotional histories they carry. 

 

African boys were not raised with language for vulnerability. 

They were raised with instructions: 

“Be strong.” 

“Don’t cry.” 

“Handle it.” 

“Don’t embarrass us.” 

“Provide.” 

“Protect.” 

“Survive.” 

 

There was no chapter on emotional literacy. 

No training in conflict resolution. 

No guide for navigating modern romance. 

No lessons on anxiety or depression. 

No space for expressing fear without being shamed. 
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African boys learned early that the world responds to weakness with punishment, not 
compassion. So they grew up fearing vulnerability the same way they feared hunger, 
poverty, or shame. 

 

Then the global rules arrived — loud, fast, and uncompromising. 

 

“Men must express their emotions openly.” 

“Men must be gentle and communicative at all times.” 

“Men must avoid assertiveness or it is toxic.” 

“Men must approach romantically, but not too forward.” 

“Men must lead, but not dominate.” 

“Men must be confident, but not intimidating.” 

“Men must be strong, but soft.” 

“Men must be masculine, but not threatening.” 

 

African men look at these rules and think, 

“Where was this training supposed to come from?” 

 

You cannot give a man a new script without acknowledging the old one he was forced to 
memorise for survival. 

 

African masculinity was built in a world of scarcity, responsibility, fear, and duty. The 
West built masculinity in a world of rights, comfort, and individual expression. These are 
not compatible starting points. 

 

So African men walk through modern society with two backpacks: 

 

One filled with inherited expectations. 
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Another filled with new rules they must follow to avoid being seen as dangerous, 
outdated, or uncivilised. 

 

The clash exhausts them. 

 

African men are expected to be emotionally fluent in a language they were never taught. 

They are expected to perform sensitivity under social structures that still demand 
hardness. 

They are expected to love in ways they never witnessed growing up. 

They are expected to be vulnerable in cultures that punish vulnerability with mockery. 

 

This does not mean African men cannot evolve. 

They can — and they are. 

But evolution requires space, not shame. 

 

Shaming men never leads to transformation. 

It leads to silent withdrawal, resentment, or emotional shutdown. 

 

African men are also navigating something Western men do not face: 

the weight of cultural expectation. 

 

You must be strong for your family. 

You must take care of your siblings. 

You must pay black tax. 

You must succeed so your mother’s sacrifices weren’t wasted. 

You must secure your family name. 

You must lead your household. 

You must protect the woman you love — financially, emotionally, physically. 
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Even when you are breaking, you must break quietly. 

 

And on top of these expectations, you must obey Western emotional rules that 
contradict your upbringing. 

 

It is a double curriculum with no teachers. 

 

So African men improvise. 

They learn on the job. 

They watch global trends and try to translate them into the logic of their upbringing. 

They try to be gentle without being seen as weak. 

They try to be expressive without losing respect. 

They try to be modern without betraying tradition. 

They try to love loudly without losing their masculinity. 

 

This collision is not a failure — it is an unspoken burden. 

 

But here is the truth nobody says: 

 

African men are some of the most adaptive human beings alive. 

 

They survived entire systems designed to crush them. 

They built families with limited resources. 

They learned to sacrifice without applause. 

They navigated trauma without therapy. 

They became men with very little emotional guidance. 
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So evolving into emotionally intelligent partners is not impossible for them — it simply 
requires that the world meets them with context, not condescension. 

 

African masculinity is not broken. 

It is transitioning. 

 

And any transition deserves understanding, not judgement. 

 

The future of African men is not found in rejecting global rules, nor in blindly adopting 
them. It is found in creating a new masculinity — one that blends strength with softness, 
leadership with partnership, culture with introspection, pride with humility. 

 

A masculinity that honours ancestors while embracing emotional truth. 

A masculinity that can say, “I love,” without fear. 

A masculinity that allows men to be whole, not performative. 

 

African men are not behind. 

They are evolving under pressure. 

 

And evolution under pressure creates diamonds. 

 

CHAPTER 30: WHAT TRADITION KNEW THAT PSYCHOLOGY FORGOT 

 

Modern psychology talks loudly. 

Tradition talks quietly. 

But the quiet has wisdom the textbooks never captured. 
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In today’s world, everyone is armed with terms — trauma, boundaries, attachment 
styles, red flags, gaslighting, emotional labour, inner child, self-regulation. These 
concepts are useful, yes. They gave language to wounds we used to hide. 

 

But while psychology brought vocabulary, tradition brought understanding. 

And somewhere along the way, the world forgot that the two are supposed to work 
together — not compete. 

 

African traditions understood humans long before certifications existed. 

 

They knew the heart without studying its biology. 

They knew relationships without writing manuals. 

They knew community without building institutions. 

They knew healing without using clinical language. 

 

Tradition was not perfect — no system is — but it carried a depth that modern 
psychology cannot replace: context, culture, belonging, rhythm, identity, and the 
spiritual logic of being human. 

 

Modern psychology forgot the things that made us human before we ever learned how to 
analyse ourselves. 

 

Tradition knew that the mind and the soul are not separate. 

Psychology tries to treat them individually. 

 

Tradition knew that wisdom often comes from elders. 

Psychology sometimes dismisses elders as outdated. 

 

Tradition knew that healing requires community. 
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Psychology often isolates healing into one-on-one appointments. 

 

Tradition knew that people are shaped by forces that cannot be measured — ancestors, 
spirituality, energy, environment, collective identity. 

Psychology prefers the measurable, the visible, the rational. 

 

Tradition told us: 

“A person does not heal alone — they heal through people.” 

 

Psychology says: 

“Healing begins with the self.” 

 

Both are right. 

Both are incomplete. 

 

African systems of understanding had no DSM-5, but they had councils, rituals, 
ceremonies, and storytelling circles that allowed people to process life publicly and 
safely. Not everything was solved, but nothing was faced alone. 

 

In tradition, a man didn’t collapse quietly inside his chest. 

He had uncles, elders, neighbours, men’s gatherings, rites of passage — structures that 
carried him when he couldn’t carry himself. 

 

Modern men have Google searches and podcasts. 

 

Tradition taught accountability through community. 

Psychology teaches accountability through introspection. 

Both are necessary, but one without the other creates imbalance. 
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A man who only listens to tradition may ignore his internal world. 

A man who only listens to psychology may ignore his external reality. 

 

Tradition understood masculinity diUerently — not as dominance, but as responsibility. 

 

Carry your home. 

Protect your lineage. 

Respect your partner. 

Respect yourself. 

Do not shame your family. 

Do not run from your burdens. 

 

Modern psychology redefines masculinity through emotional openness, vulnerability, 
therapy, communication, reflection. 

 

Both versions are important. 

One shapes duty. 

One shapes emotional wellness. 

But the truth is — a complete man needs both. 

 

Tradition also understood femininity beyond aesthetics. 

It knew the power, intelligence, softness, and spiritual intuition of women. 

It taught women to be leaders in ways the world pretended not to notice — through 
wisdom, timing, influence, emotional intelligence, and spiritual authority. 

 

Modern systems speak of women’s empowerment as if it is new. 

African tradition would laugh gently: 
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“Women have always been powerful — now you just have microphones.” 

 

Tradition knew relationships weren’t transactions. 

They were unions of families, histories, spirits, and futures. 

That’s why heartbreak used to be handled communally. 

Today, heartbreak is handled in isolation through playlists and blocked numbers. 

 

Tradition wasn’t perfect, but it understood the fundamental truth modern psychology 
keeps forgetting: 

 

Humans are not machines that need troubleshooting — 

they are stories that need listening. 

 

Tradition listened. 

Psychology analyses. 

Both are needed. 

 

But the failure of modern society is pretending psychology can replace the wisdom of 
cultures that kept people emotionally steady for centuries. 

 

The West gave language. 

Africa gave meaning. 

 

The West measures. 

Africa interprets. 

 

The West treats individuals. 

Africa treats communities. 
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The West asks, “What happened to you?” 

Africa asks, “Who is walking with you?” 

 

In the end, the collision between tradition and psychology is not a battle — it is an 
opportunity. 

 

A modern African man can go to therapy and go to an elder. 

A modern African woman can read self-help books and trust her ancestral intuition. 

A modern couple can understand attachment theory and honour cultural rituals. 

A modern family can use modern language and traditional wisdom. 

 

This chapter exists to remind the reader that healing did not begin with textbooks — nor 
will it end with them. 

 

Tradition kept people alive. 

Psychology explains why. 

Together, they can help us become whole. 

 

CHAPTER 31: MORALITY, MASKS, AND THE EXHAUSTION OF PRETENDING TO BE 
GOOD 

 

Modern life demands performance. 

Not talent. 

Not skill. 

Not eUort. 

Performance — the constant need to appear “good,” “balanced,” “respectful,” “woke,” 
“emotionally literate,” “non-problematic,” “healthy,” “perfectly adjusted,” and “safe.” 



  
 

 193 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

 

It is exhausting. 

 

People are no longer trying to be good — they are trying to look good, and the mask is 
heavier than the moral compass. 

 

Morality today is less about integrity and more about optics. 

It’s about what people think you are, not who you actually are when the doors close and 
your phone dies. 

 

The world created a theatre, and everyone is acting: 

Pretend you’re calm. 

Pretend you’re healed. 

Pretend you don’t crave. 

Pretend you don’t struggle. 

Pretend you don’t hurt. 

Pretend you don’t fail. 

Pretend you don’t judge. 

Pretend you’re fine. 

 

But the truth is simpler and messier: 

 

People are good and flawed at the same time. 

People are moral and tempted at the same time. 

People are kind and selfish at the same time. 

People are decent and chaotic at the same time. 

People are spiritual and sinful at the same time. 
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Humans live in contradiction. 

But the modern world refuses to accept contradiction, so people hide behind masks 
that were never meant to be permanent. 

 

The pressure to appear “good” is destroying honesty. 

 

Men pretend to be saints. 

Women pretend to be unbothered. 

Couples pretend to be perfect. 

Friends pretend to be supportive. 

Families pretend to be united. 

Leaders pretend to be strong. 

Hearts pretend to be healed. 

 

Pretending became survival. 

 

African culture understood something the world often forgets: 

Humans need room to misbehave, confess, learn, and re-enter society without being 
permanently punished. 

Not because misconduct is acceptable, but because humans are imperfect and 
capable of redemption. 

 

Modern morality, however, oUers shame instead of rehabilitation. 

One mistake — you’re done. 

One misstep — you’re cancelled. 

One bad decision — you’re labelled forever. 

 

No wonder people wear masks. 
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The world does not forgive what it demands you to hide. 

 

But the contradiction is this: 

 

People want authenticity, but punish it when they see it. 

 

Everyone says, “Be yourself,” 

until your real self doesn’t match their script. 

 

Everyone says, “Communicate honestly,” 

until your truth makes them uncomfortable. 

 

Everyone says, “Heal,” 

but they want your healing to look aesthetic, not human. 

 

The pressure to perform goodness is a kind of emotional apartheid — separating the 
“acceptable self” from the “true self.” 

 

Men especially suUocate under this pressure. 

 

A man must be soft but strong. 

Confident but humble. 

Honest but careful. 

Sexual but controlled. 

Traditional but modern. 

Stable but expressive. 

Available but not needy. 
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Romantic but not intense. 

Ambitious but not insensitive. 

 

This is not morality — this is performance anxiety. 

 

Women carry masks too — the mask of the unbreakable queen who is always fine, 
always strong, always resilient, always empowered. But even strength gets tired. Even 
queens need somewhere to cry without judgement. 

 

This chapter is not about rejecting morality. 

It is about rejecting the lie that anyone is perfect. 

 

Human beings are shadows and light. 

Humans are desire and restraint. 

Humans are wisdom and foolishness. 

Humans are kindness and ego. 

Humans are loyalty and temptation. 

Humans are discipline and indulgence. 

 

But the world teaches people to hide their shadow side, instead of understanding it. 

This creates emotional hypocrisy — people pretending to be angels while living like 
humans. 

 

The exhaustion comes from maintaining the mask, not from living the life. 

 

True morality is not performance — it is honesty. 

 

It is saying: 
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“I am trying.” 

“I failed today.” 

“I will do better tomorrow.” 

“I am learning my triggers.” 

“I am fighting my impulses.” 

“I am not proud of everything, but I’m working on it.” 

 

Morality without truth becomes theatre. 

Truth without morality becomes chaos. 

The real journey is balancing both without collapsing under the pressure of the world’s 
expectations. 

 

The mask must come oU one day. 

And when it does, the person behind it should not be a stranger. 

 

Because goodness is not a performance — it is a practice. 

A lifelong practice. 

A practice that understands mistakes, evolution, and renewal. 

 

This chapter marks the end of illusion. 

The next one reveals what sits underneath: 

 

Desire, instinct, honesty — the raw materials of humanity. 
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PART IX: THE SECRET INSTINCT  
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CHAPTER 32: WHY MEN NEED RELEASE MORE THAN ADVICE 

 

There are certain truths about men that society refuses to acknowledge because they 
don’t fit the modern script. One of them is this: men think clearer, love better, behave 
softer, and make wiser decisions when their body is not in a state of pressure. 

 

Release is not just physical 

—it is neurological, emotional, psychological, and spiritual. 

 

But instead of accepting this reality, the world tries to fix men with speeches, lectures, 
threats, punishments, motivational talks, therapy jargon, and YouTube wisdom. 
Everyone has advice for men, but very few understand the biology underneath the 
behaviour. 

 

A man in a state of pressure is a diUerent creature from a man in a state of release. 

 

Advice rarely works on tension. 

Advice works on calm. 

 

The world keeps giving men advice while their minds are on fire. 

It’s like trying to teach someone philosophy during a heart attack. 

 

This is not about disrespecting advice. 

Advice is useful — when the internal weather is stable. 

 

Release keeps the weather stable. 

 

People forget something simple: men’s bodies are wired for overflow. 

When there is no release, the overflow becomes noise. 
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Noise becomes distraction. 

Distraction becomes irritation. 

Irritation becomes impulsive decisions. 

Impulsive decisions become chaos. 

 

This is not an excuse — it is a real physiological chain reaction. 

 

Sexual release, whether through intimacy or self-regulation, resets a man’s internal 
system in ways textbooks do not fully capture. His breathing changes. His stress 
hormones drop. His clarity increases. His emotional bandwidth opens. His patience 
multiplies. 

 

He becomes more human, less combustible. 

 

But the world doesn’t talk about this. 

The world shames the conversation. 

So men carry the pressure in silence, hoping nobody notices the storm inside. 

 

Women interpret the silence as emotional withdrawal. 

Society interprets the restlessness as immaturity. 

Therapists interpret it as “avoidance behaviour.” 

Friends interpret it as moodiness. 

Colleagues interpret it as aggression. 

 

Nobody sees the simple truth beneath all the layers: 

 

This man is overloaded. 
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Release is not about sex addiction, hypersexuality, or irresponsibility. 

It is about system regulation — the same way crying regulates grief, sleep regulates 
fatigue, and talking regulates emotional weight. 

 

Men grew up being told to control desire, but nobody taught them how to manage 
pressure. 

So they either suppress it until it becomes poison, 

or they release it recklessly without understanding the science behind the need. 

 

The truth is: stable men are released men. 

 

A man who regulates his body is calmer. 

A calmer man is easier to love. 

A man easier to love is easier to reason with. 

A man easier to reason with is easier to build with. 

A man easier to build with becomes a better partner, friend, father, colleague, and 
human being. 

 

This does not mean men should be driven by lust. 

It means men should not be ashamed of a natural need that profoundly aUects their 
wellbeing. 

 

Every human has a pressure valve. 

For men, one of the major valves is release. 

 

But because society attaches shame, morality, and politics to it, men start hiding their 
biology behind fake discipline. And hidden biology always explodes somewhere — 
sometimes quietly, sometimes loudly, sometimes destructively. 
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There is a reason men who feel emotionally supported and sexually aligned behave 
diUerently from men who feel starved in silence. 

It’s not just about pleasure — it’s about balance. 

 

A man with balance is not a danger. 

A man without balance becomes unpredictable. 

 

Modern society is obsessed with fixing men through conversation, but very few want to 
understand the machinery that makes these conversations possible. 

 

You cannot fix a starving man with a motivational quote. 

You cannot fix a drowning man with a therapy pamphlet. 

You cannot fix a pressured man with intellectual advice. 

 

First regulate. 

Then reason. 

 

Release is not the whole solution, but it is the foundation. 

 

A man who feels aligned in his body can finally hear advice, process guidance, take 
accountability, act responsibly, love intentionally, and choose wisely. 

 

Without release, everything feels like noise. 

With release, everything becomes clearer. 

 

This chapter is not about promoting reckless indulgence — it is about acknowledging the 
biology that shapes the emotional world men live in. 
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Men do not need more criticism. 

They need more understanding of the internal storms they were never taught to navigate. 

 

CHAPTER 33: THE RITUALS THAT RESTORE THE MIND 

 

Everyone talks about mental health today — therapy, journaling, mindfulness, “self-care 
Sundays,” digital detoxes, cold plunges, gym culture, meditation apps. The world is full 
of expensive ways to cope, but sometimes the missing piece is the simplest one: 

 

Men need rituals, not reminders. 

Rituals anchor the soul in a world that won’t stop moving. 

 

Modern men are exhausted not because they lack solutions, but because they lack 
rhythm. They wake up into chaos, work through pressure, sleep through anxiety, repeat 
the cycle, and wonder why the mind never settles. 

 

A ritual is not a hobby. 

It is not a trend. 

It is not a product. 

It is not something you download. 

It is something you return to — consistently — until your nervous system trusts it. 

 

African cultures understood this long before psychology packaged wellness into 
content. 

 

Every man had rituals that grounded him: 

Fetching water at dawn. 

Praying with elders. 

Greeting the morning sun. 
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Working the land. 

Sitting around fire with other men. 

Listening to stories that aligned the mind. 

Walking barefoot to feel the earth’s truth. 

Pouring out frustrations in communal spaces. 

 

These rituals were designed to make the mind steady. 

Today, the modern man’s rituals have become notifications, stress, caUeine, and 
survival. 

 

No wonder his spirit shakes. 

 

Men who lack rituals lose orientation. They stand, but they are not stable. They work, but 
they are not centred. They love, but they are not grounded. They fight battles without 
armour. 

 

This chapter is about returning to the rituals that restore the mind — not the fashionable 
ones, but the ones that speak to the human condition. 

 

Ritual 1: Silence before the world wakes up. 

A man needs a moment when nobody wants anything from him — no calls, no 
messages, no expectations. Silence cleans the mind like water cleanses the skin. 

 

Ritual 2: Movement that is not for performance. 

Gym culture turned exercise into aesthetics. 

But true movement — stretching, walking, breathing, slow intentional motion — 
stabilises the nervous system more than six-pack goals could ever do. 

 

Ritual 3: Honest reflection without punishment. 
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A man must sit with his thoughts without judging himself like a court. Reflection is not 
confession — it is calibration. 

 

Ritual 4: Touch that is meaningful, not transactional. 

A hug. 

A kiss. 

A hand on the shoulder. 

Human touch is ancestral medicine. 

 

Men underestimate how much touch they are denied — and how much it destabilises 
them. 

 

Ritual 5: Release — physical, emotional, mental. 

Not indulgence. 

Regulation. 

A steadying of the internal weather. 

 

Ritual 6: Purpose anchored by small wins. 

Not the big victories — the small consistent ones that remind a man that he is moving, 
growing, changing. 

 

Ritual 7: Closing the day intentionally. 

Most men go to bed with unfinished thoughts tangled around their mind. A simple ritual 
of closure — writing one line, sitting in silence, acknowledging the day — resets the 
emotional temperature. 

 

Rituals restore clarity because they remind men of who they are when the world is not 
watching. They also protect men from the emotional drift that happens when life feels 
too big, too fast, too demanding. 
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The truth? 

 

Men without rituals drift into self-destruction. 

Men with rituals drift into self-mastery. 

 

Self-destruction is not always loud. 

It’s the slow death: 

Ignoring the body. 

Avoiding emotions. 

Drowning in routine. 

Losing curiosity. 

Disconnecting from spirit. 

Living on autopilot. 

 

Self-mastery is not dramatic. 

It’s the quiet rising: 

A man becomes softer, not weaker. 

Steadier, not rigid. 

More aware, not paranoid. 

More present, not performative. 

 

Ritual is how a man returns to himself. 

 

It is how he regulates pressure before it becomes crisis. 

How he processes desire before it becomes sabotage. 

How he calms anxiety before it becomes anger. 
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How he restores identity before the world rewrites it for him. 

 

Every man needs rituals that belong to him, not society. 

Not Instagram trends. 

Not expensive programs. 

Not other men’s routines. 

 

A ritual only works if it feels like home. 

 

This chapter is the bridge between biology and spirituality, between instinct and identity, 
between survival and sanity. 

 

If men were taught rituals earlier in life, fewer would collapse quietly in adulthood. 

 

CHAPTER 34: THE DOG AND THE GOD: A BALANCE ONLY HONESTY CAN CREATE 

 

Every man carries two forces inside him — the Dog and the God. 

Not in opposition. 

In tension. 

In conversation. 

 

The Dog is instinct. 

The God is intention. 

 

The Dog is desire. 

The God is discipline. 
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The Dog wants release. 

The God wants meaning. 

 

The Dog lives in the body. 

The God lives in the conscience. 

 

And the truth no one wants to say out loud is this: 

A man cannot kill either side without killing himself. 

 

Modern society teaches men to deny their Dog — to pretend desire is shameful, 
impulsive, immature, dangerous. 

Traditional society teaches men to overfeed their Dog — as if desire alone makes them 
powerful. 

 

Both are incomplete. 

Both are lies. 

 

A man becomes whole when he understands that the Dog and the God are not enemies 
— they are twins raised in diUerent houses. 

 

The Dog teaches honesty. 

The God teaches responsibility. 

 

The Dog teaches what the body wants. 

The God teaches what the soul can live with tomorrow. 

 

When a man honours only his Dog, he becomes reckless — controlled by impulse, 
driven by lust, and confused by the destruction he leaves behind. 
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When a man honours only his God, he becomes brittle — full of suppressed desires, 
outwardly polite, inwardly conflicted, easily broken by temptation. 

 

But when a man honours both, something powerful happens: 

 

He becomes balanced. 

He becomes real. 

He becomes gentle without being fragile. 

He becomes strong without being abusive. 

He becomes disciplined without being imprisoned. 

He becomes free without being chaotic. 

 

The Dog protects a man from emotional starvation. 

The God protects a man from emotional self-destruction. 

 

The Dog reminds him he is human. 

The God reminds him he is accountable. 

 

Too many men are taught to live in extremes — either act like saints or act like animals. 

But life exists in the middle, where instinct and wisdom learn to dance instead of fight. 

 

Desire is not evil. 

Discipline is not imprisonment. 

A man needs both to survive himself. 

 

This is where honesty becomes oxygen. 
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A man must be honest about what he feels — the Dog. 

And honest about what he chooses — the God. 

 

Without honesty, the Dog becomes secretive. 

Without honesty, the God becomes performative. 

 

A dishonest man is ruled by whichever force is louder that day. 

An honest man negotiates with both. 

 

Honesty says: 

“I want this.” 

“I am tempted.” 

“I am overwhelmed.” 

“I am not okay.” 

“I need release.” 

“I need aUection.” 

“I need discipline.” 

“I need guidance.” 

“I need space.” 

 

The Dog appreciates truth because it releases pressure. 

The God appreciates truth because it strengthens clarity. 

 

The most destructive men are those who pretend they have no Dog. 

The most conflicted men are those who pretend they have no God. 
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Real men integrate both. 

 

The Dog makes the man alive. 

The God makes the man responsible. 

Together, they make the man complete. 

 

And this is the secret few will admit: 

 

A man who learns to balance the Dog and the God becomes emotionally stable — 
stable enough to love well, lead well, forgive well, apologise well, and choose well. 

 

Balance does not come from suppression. 

It comes from awareness. 

 

A man who knows his Dog understands temptation. 

A man who knows his God understands consequences. 

 

When both sides are respected, a man becomes grounded — not because he is perfect, 
but because he is aligned. 

 

The Dog and the God are not a war inside the man. 

They are a conversation. 

 

They ask each other: 

“What is honest?” 

“What is wise?” 

“What is possible?” 

“What is safe?” 
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“What is meaningful?” 

“What is real?” 

 

A powerful man is not the one who kills instinct. 

A powerful man is the one who listens to both inner forces and moves with balance. 

 

This chapter is the spine of the entire book: 

Men are not monsters. 

Men are not saints. 

Men are not gods. 

Men are not dogs. 

 

Men are the negotiation between instinct and meaning — every single day. 

 

CHAPTER 35: THE REAL REASON DESIRE KEEPS MEN ALIVE 

 

People talk about male desire like it is a problem to be solved, a weakness to be 
mocked, or a danger to be monitored. Society treats it like a technical glitch that must 
be controlled through rules, shame, or moral policing. 

 

But beneath the noise, the real truth stands quietly: 

 

Desire keeps men alive. 

 

Desire is not just lust. 

It is vitality. 

It is fuel. 

It is movement. 
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It is proof that the spirit has not collapsed. 

It is evidence that a man still feels something in a world that tries to numb him. 

 

A man without desire does not become pure — he becomes hollow. 

 

Desire is the fire that pushes him to build, chase, improve, survive, hope, connect, 
return, apologise, rise, and continue. It is the spark behind ambition, confidence, flirting, 
courage, creativity, risk-taking, and healing. 

 

Desire is not about sex alone. 

Desire is the pulse that says, 

“I am still here.” 

 

When a man loses desire, he loses colour. 

His days flatten. 

His motivation fades. 

His confidence dissolves. 

His emotional weather goes dark. 

His humour disappears. 

His eyes stop shining. 

His body becomes mechanical. 

His soul becomes quiet. 

 

This is why depression in men is often mistaken for “laziness” or “coldness.” Many men 
are not cold — they are desireless. 

 

And desirelessness is death wearing casual clothes. 
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The world tells men to suppress desire instead of understanding it. 

But suppression is not discipline. 

Suppression is starvation. 

 

When men starve their instinct too long, it turns into: 

irritation, 

restlessness, 

rage, 

recklessness, 

numbness, 

self-neglect, 

emotional distance, 

and unhealthy coping patterns. 

 

Not because men are weak, 

but because the biology is older than morality. 

 

A man’s desire is not an enemy — it is an internal compass. 

 

It signals: 

“I need connection.” 

“I need release.” 

“I need purpose.” 

“I need adventure.” 

“I need aUection.” 

“I need to feel alive.” 

“I need to remember my humanity.” 
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People misunderstand desire because they reduce it to sex. 

But sex is just the doorway — not the entire house. 

 

Desire is the energy of becoming. 

It is the hunger that makes life worth participating in. 

 

Even spiritually, desire is acknowledged everywhere except in modern judgement: 

 

In African traditions, desire was seen as vitality. 

In Eastern philosophy, desire is life force. 

In religious texts, desire is fire that must be directed, not killed. 

In psychology, desire is tied to dopamine, creativity, and drive. 

 

Yet in society, desire is treated like a crime scene. 

 

Men are taught to bury it, hide it, or apologise for it — creating emotional landmines that 
explode later in unpredictable ways. 

 

But here is the truth no one says out loud: 

 

A man with healthy, honest, grounded desire is safer and more emotionally stable than a 
man who kills his desire to please society. 

 

Because suppressed desire mutates. 

But expressed, understood, and managed desire strengthens self-awareness. 

 

Desire keeps men from becoming ghosts. 
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It reminds them to feel. 

It reminds them to try. 

It reminds them that connection is possible. 

It reminds them that the world is still warm. 

It reminds them that they are human, not machines built for survival. 

 

And here is the deepest layer of this chapter: 

 

Desire is the opposite of despair. 

 

Despair says: “Nothing matters.” 

Desire says: “Something still excites me.” 

 

Despair says: “Life is over.” 

Desire says: “There is still something I want.” 

 

Despair says: “I have no reason to continue.” 

Desire says: “Let me go forward one more day.” 

 

This is why desire keeps men alive — 

not because of pleasure, 

but because of direction. 

 

A man with desire has something to live for. 

A man with desire has an anchor. 

A man with desire has momentum. 
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A man with desire has hope. 

 

Desire is not a flaw. 

Desire is survival. 
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PART X: THE PART WHERE WE TELL THE TRUTH 
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CHAPTER 36: WHAT MEN REALLY WANT 

 

For generations, people have tried to answer this question with jokes, stereotypes, 
psychology, memes, podcasts, and relationship books. 

But none of them say it the way men feel it. 

 

What men really want is simpler, deeper, and more human than the world assumes. 

 

A man wants peace — not silence, not obedience, not control. 

Peace. 

A place where he can breathe without being measured. 

A presence where he does not have to audition for acceptance. 

 

A man wants respect — not worship, not fear, not submission. 

Respect. 

To be spoken to with dignity. 

To be seen for who he is trying to become, not only for the mistakes he made along the 
way. 

 

A man wants desire — not just sex, but the feeling of being wanted. 

Men collapse inside when they feel unwanted. 

It is the wound that has no plaster. 

 

A man wants emotional safety — though he will rarely use those words. 

He wants to be able to tell the truth of his weakness without being downgraded in 
someone’s eyes. 

 

A man wants partnership, not performance. 
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He does not want to fight life alone. 

He does not want to always be the strong one. 

He does not want to carry the pressure of pretending he has everything figured out. 

 

What men really want is not complicated. 

It is just rarely oUered without conditions. 

 

Most men don’t wake up wanting to cheat, disappoint, confuse, manipulate, or disrupt. 

What they want is far more internal: 

 

They want a life that feels manageable. 

A relationship that feels fair. 

A routine that doesn’t suUocate them. 

A purpose that doesn’t drain them. 

A love that doesn’t demand superpowers. 

 

The truth? 

 

Men want softness — not weakness, but softness that meets their hardness and 
balances it. 

The world is already hard on men. 

They don’t need more hardness at home. 

 

Men want consistency — someone who doesn’t shift identity every time a disagreement 
appears. 

Men live in systems that are unpredictable; they crave relationships that are stable. 

 

Men want freedom — not the freedom to betray, but the freedom to be human. 
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Freedom to have desires. 

Freedom to have fears. 

Freedom to have oU days. 

Freedom to have dreams outside the relationship without being accused of disloyalty. 

 

Men want to be admired — not for ego, but for fuel. 

Admiration is gasoline for the male spirit. 

When a man feels admired, he becomes generous, courageous, disciplined, and 
emotionally open. 

 

Men want to be understood — not fully, but fairly. 

They want someone who listens without assuming, who asks without attacking, who 
observes without exaggerating. 

 

Here is the secret: 

 

Most men don’t even know how to articulate what they want because no one ever taught 
them the language for it. 

So they express it through: 

silence, 

withdrawal, 

overworking, 

sex, 

humour, 

anger, 

distraction, 

or emotional shutdown. 

 



  
 

 222 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

But underneath all those behaviours is the same sentence: 

 

“I want to feel like I matter somewhere.” 

 

What men really want is a life where they don’t feel like they’re constantly failing — 
failing at providing, failing at loving, failing at being strong, failing at being soft, failing at 
meeting expectations that were never human to begin with. 

 

What men want is forgiveness. 

Space to try again. 

Room to grow slowly. 

Understanding that they carry battles no one sees. 

 

This chapter is not a defence of men — it is an explanation of their inner mechanics. 

It is the quiet truth that men whisper in therapy rooms, confess to friends at 2 a.m., 
reveal only after heartbreak, or take to their graves because pride wouldn’t let them say 
it earlier. 

 

Men are simpler than people think. 

Men are deeper than people assume. 

 

And the irony? 

 

Men want exactly what women want: 

Love that doesn’t punish. 

Companionship that doesn’t drain. 

Intimacy that doesn’t lie. 

A life that doesn’t feel like a prison. 
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CHAPTER 37: WHAT WOMEN DESERVE 

 

We cannot talk about what men want without honouring what women deserve. 

Not as a counter-argument, not as compensation, not as balance for the sake of 
symmetry — but because women’s needs are sacred, valid, and long overshadowed by 
the noise of male expectation. 

 

Women deserve safety — the kind that does not require negotiation. 

Not safety from danger alone, but safety from emotional turbulence, inconsistency, 
dishonesty, and the instability that turns their hearts into battlegrounds. 

 

Women deserve truth — not selective transparency, not half-confessions, not edited 
honesty. 

Truth that arrives on time, not after damage. 

Truth that stands firm even when inconvenient. 

 

Women deserve intimacy — not only in the bedroom but in the mind, in conversation, in 
presence. 

Intimacy is time. 

Intimacy is attention. 

Intimacy is remembering small details and treating them like treasure. 

 

Women deserve desire — to be wanted, admired, touched, pursued with intention 
rather than entitlement. 

Every woman knows the diUerence between being chosen and being tolerated. 

 

Women deserve emotional stability — not perfection, not robotic calmness, but a man 
who understands his storms and does not drag her into them blindly. 
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Women deserve consistency — the kind that builds trust brick by brick. 

Consistency is romance. 

Consistency is loyalty. 

Consistency is safety disguised as routine. 

 

Women deserve partnership — not servitude, not hero-worship, not dependency. 

A partner who shares the weight of life, not one who hands her both his burdens and his 
expectations like an inheritance. 

 

Women deserve freedom — the freedom to grow, to evolve, to change, to dream, to rest, 
to choose, to express their full selves without shrinking to protect a man’s ego. 

 

Women deserve love that doesn’t rewrite them — love that does not demand they 
become smaller, quieter, thinner, softer, more obedient, less ambitious, less complex, 
less extraordinary. 

 

Women deserve care — proactive, not reactive. 

Care that does not wait for crisis. 

Care that notices mood, energy, silence, tension. 

Care that listens with the intent to understand, not to defend. 

 

Women deserve forgiveness — not because they are perfect, but because they carry 
the emotional labour of relationships in ways society rarely acknowledges. 

Women bend until they break. 

And still, they try to repair what cut them. 

 

Women deserve reciprocity — not transactional, but balanced. 

A woman should not pour oceans into a man who only oUers teaspoons. 
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Women deserve joy — unfiltered joy, the kind that comes from laughter, presence, 
softness, and the safety of being fully themselves. 

 

Women deserve to rest — because too many women have lived entire lifetimes without 
knowing what rest feels like. 

 

But here is the deeper truth: 

 

Women deserve these things not because they are flawless, 

but because they are human. 

Not because they carry pain, 

but because they carry humanity. 

 

Women deserve these things even when they are imperfect. 

Even when they are emotional. 

Even when they are tired. 

Even when they are unsure. 

Even when they make mistakes. 

Even when they are complicated. 

 

Women deserve these things because love must be a shelter, not a battlefield. 

 

And the greatest deception society ever created is pretending women want too much. 

 

Women do not want too much. 

They want the same things men want — but with honesty and reliability. 

 



  
 

 226 

Men Dogs, Sex Gods Dibosto Dibosto 

Women want to be seen. 

Women want to be valued. 

Women want to be held with intention. 

Women want a place where they don’t have to explain their worth. 

 

A woman who receives what she deserves does not become spoiled — 

she becomes peaceful. 

She becomes soft. 

She becomes generous. 

She becomes loyal by choice, not duty. 

She becomes expressive without fear. 

She becomes the best version of herself because she is not fighting for survival. 

 

This chapter is not about idealising women. 

It is about reminding men of something simple: 

 

The world is already hard for her. 

A man should not become another battlefield. 

 

CHAPTER 38: HOW AGREEMENTS SAVE RELATIONSHIPS MORE THAN LOVE DOES 

 

Love is beautiful, yes — but love alone has never saved a relationship. 

 

People fall in love every day. 

People fall out of love every day. 

Love starts the story, but agreements build the house. 
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A relationship without agreements is like a city without traUic lights: eventually, 
someone crashes, someone bleeds, someone walks away, and nobody understands 
what went wrong. 

 

Agreements protect what love alone cannot. 

 

They give structure to emotion. 

They give clarity to desire. 

They give direction to impulse. 

They give safety to vulnerability. 

 

Most relationships fail not because the love disappeared, but because the rules were 
unclear — the expectations were assumed, the boundaries were invisible, the 
communication was delayed, and the needs were treated like optional extras instead of 
hard facts. 

 

Agreements are not contracts. 

They are shared truths. 

 

Truths like: 

“What do you need to feel safe?” 

“What do I need to feel respected?” 

“What behaviour triggers us?” 

“What behaviour reassures us?” 

“What is acceptable communication when we are angry?” 

“What does loyalty look like for each of us?” 

“What do we do when desire drops?” 

“What is our plan when conflict appears?” 

“What is our protocol for honesty?” 
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“How do we repair trust?” 

“What are the non-negotiables we honour even on bad days?” 

 

People assume love should answer these. 

Love doesn’t. 

Love is a feeling. Agreements are architecture. 

 

A man with no agreements becomes unpredictable. 

A woman with no agreements becomes unsupported. 

A couple with no agreements becomes directionless. 

 

Here is the truth: 

Most heartbreak is not betrayal — it is misalignment. 

 

Two good people failing to share the same map. 

 

Agreements do not kill romance; they protect it. 

Romance grows where danger is low. 

Danger in relationships is rarely physical, it is emotional uncertainty. 

 

Agreements reduce that uncertainty. 

 

They turn confusion into clarity. 

They turn fear into safety. 

They turn silence into understanding. 

They turn resentment into communication. 
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There are three types of agreements every couple needs: 

 

1. Emotional Agreements 

How do we speak to each other? 

How do we fight? 

How do we apologise? 

How do we repair? 

How do we express needs? 

 

Without emotional agreements, every conflict feels like a threat. 

 

2. Practical Agreements 

Who handles what? 

What are our financial principles? 

What are our time commitments? 

How do we divide responsibilities? 

 

Practical confusion always becomes emotional confusion. 

 

3. Intimacy Agreements 

How do we keep desire alive? 

What frequency feels natural? 

What makes each partner feel wanted? 

How do we handle dry seasons? 

What is oU-limits? 

What is sacred? 
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Intimacy without agreements becomes resentment. 

Resentment without expression becomes poison. 

 

Relationships are not destroyed by lack of love; 

they are destroyed by unspoken expectations. 

 

One partner assumes. 

The other partner guesses. 

Both feel misunderstood. 

Both become disappointed. 

Both lose trust. 

Slowly. Quietly. 

Until the love feels heavy instead of healing. 

 

But with agreements, something diUerent happens: 

 

People stop reading each other’s minds. 

People stop performing. 

People stop pretending. 

People stop fearing the conversation. 

People start understanding. 

People start operating as a team, not opponents. 

 

Agreements are the emotional seatbelts of modern relationships: they do not prevent 
accidents, but they prevent fatalities. 

 

The strongest couples are not those who never fight; 
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they are the ones who fight with rules. 

 

The happiest couples are not those who never feel temptation; 

they are the ones who communicate openly about it. 

 

The most peaceful couples are not those who avoid conflict; 

they are the ones who revisit and renegotiate agreements throughout the relationship. 

 

Because agreements are not static. 

They evolve. 

People change. 

Circumstances shift. 

Needs expand. 

Expectations deepen. 

 

An agreement is not something you sign. 

It is something you revisit; together, often, honestly. 

 

If love is the oxygen, 

agreements are the lungs that make breathing possible. 

 

CHAPTER 39: THE QUIET PEACE THAT COMES WHEN WE STOP LYING 

 

There comes a moment in every man’s life; sometimes early, sometimes late, 
sometimes after heartbreak, sometimes after victory, when he realises that the lies he 
tells are heavier than the truths he fears. 

 

Not the big lies. 
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Those are obvious. 

 

The small lies. 

The everyday ones. 

The lies told to avoid conflict, to protect pride, to maintain image, to keep the peace, to 
prevent disappointment. 

 

“I’m fine.” 

“It’s nothing.” 

“I’m not bothered.” 

“I can handle it.” 

“I don’t care.” 

“I’m over it.” 

“I’m not tired.” 

“I’m not scared.” 

“I’m not lonely.” 

 

These are the lies that exhaust men into silence and women into confusion. 

 

But the truth (the real truth) has a strange way of softening life. 

It may shake things at first, but it brings peace that cannot be found anywhere else. 

 

Lying is not just a moral issue. 

It is a weight issue. 

 

Every lie a man tells adds one more stone to his chest. 

One more thing to remember. 
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One more thing to protect. 

One more layer between who he is and who he pretends to be. 

 

Pretending drains the spirit. 

Honesty frees it. 

 

Honesty makes breathing deeper. 

Honesty makes sleeping easier. 

Honesty makes relationships clearer. 

Honesty makes choosing simpler. 

Honesty makes loving possible. 

 

When a man stops lying, he doesn’t become perfect, 

he becomes peaceful. 

 

Peace does not arrive through discipline alone. 

Peace arrives when a man is no longer running from himself. 

 

Men lie because they fear losing something; love, respect, opportunity, admiration, 
stability, acceptance. 

But honesty reveals a diUerent truth: 

 

What is meant for you stays. 

What is compatible with you adjusts. 

What is healthy for you responds with maturity. 

What is real does not collapse when exposed to light. 
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Honesty is not about brutal confession. 

It is about gentle clarity. 

 

It is saying: 

“I’m hurting.” 

“I’m tempted.” 

“I’m overwhelmed.” 

“I’m confused.” 

“I’m trying.” 

“I’m learning.” 

“I’m scared.” 

“I’m growing.” 

“I’m imperfect, but present.” 

 

Women do not need perfect men. 

They need honest men. 

Children do not need flawless fathers. 

They need truthful fathers. 

Communities do not need heroes. 

They need humans who tell the truth. 

 

Even spiritually, honesty is alignment. 

You cannot ask ancestors, God, or the universe for guidance while presenting a version 
of yourself that hides the very problem you seek help for. 

 

Honesty invites help. 

Lies invite isolation. 
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The quiet peace comes when a man realises he does not have to be two people at once, 
the inner self and the outer performance. 

 

It comes when he learns that vulnerability is not a threat to masculinity. 

It is a bridge. 

 

It comes when he recognises that accountability is not humiliation. 

It is liberation. 

 

It comes when he stops negotiating with his own conscience and starts living in 
agreement with it. 

 

The world becomes softer. 

His relationships become simpler. 

His work becomes clearer. 

His desires become understandable. 

His spirit becomes lighter. 

 

This chapter completes the book’s arc: 

 

Men are complicated, but not impossible. 

Women are powerful, but not unreachable. 

Relationships are challenging, but not doomed. 

And honesty is the missing ingredient that turns human chaos into human connection. 

 

When we stop lying; to others, to lovers, to family, to society, to ourselves, we stop 
fighting a war we were never meant to fight alone. 
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Peace is not a destination. 

It is the natural climate inside a man who finally tells the truth. 

 

CONCLUSION: A WORLD OF TRUTH IS EASIER TO LIVE IN 

 

In every chapter of this book, we walked through the real terrain of men; not the polished 
image, not the political version, not the motivational poster, the human version. The 
version that breathes, fails, desires, fears, hides, loves, breaks, rebuilds, pretends, tells 
the truth too late, apologises poorly, learns slowly, and grows unexpectedly. 

 

We walked through instinct, pressure, culture, temptation, relationships, masculinity, 
vulnerability, dishonesty, desire, and the secret rituals that keep men standing when no 
one is paying attention. 

 

But underneath every topic, there was one quiet message: 

 

Life becomes easier when we stop running from truth. 

 

Truth is not always comfortable. 

Truth is not always pretty. 

Truth does not always fit the rules of society or the expectations of perfection. 

 

But truth frees. 

Truth heals. 

Truth simplifies. 

Truth aligns. 

Truth restores. 

Truth protects. 
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Truth transforms. 

 

Men are not born broken, they are born honest. 

The world teaches them shame, silence, and performance. 

But at their core, men remain creatures of simplicity: 

 

They want to be loved without interrogation. 

They want to be understood without suspicion. 

They want to be desired without bargaining. 

They want to be respected without fear. 

They want to be allowed to feel human without punishment. 

 

Women want the same. 

Humans want the same. 

We are all just trying to live with dignity, softness, and a sense of belonging. 

 

This book is not an excuse for men, nor a warning about them. 

It is not a defence, nor a complaint. 

It is an unfiltered mirror, a reflection of the emotional world men inhabit silently because 
society never gave them permission to speak it aloud. 

 

If this book did anything, let it be this: 

 

Let it soften the conversation between men and women. 

Let it remove the shame around desire. 

Let it remove the silence around emotional pressure. 

Let it make honesty less frightening. 
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Let it make relationships more intentional. 

Let it give language to experiences men never knew how to articulate. 

Let it remind women that men are not their enemies, they are their mirrors. 

Let it remind men that vulnerability is not failure,  it is freedom. 

 

And finally: 

Let it remind all of us that we are more similar than diUerent; 

humans trying to understand ourselves through the noise, the myths, the expectations, 
and the stories we inherited. 

 

A world of truth is easier to live in. 

It is lighter. 

It is kinder. 

It is safer. 

It is real. 

 

If we can build even a fraction of that world; 

a world where men do not hide, 

where women do not fear being misunderstood, 

and where love is not a battlefield but a shared language, 

then this book has done its work. 

 

Thank you for making it to the end. 

The rest is not theory, it is practice. 

 

Life continues. 

Truth continues with it. 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE: THE ANONYMOUS OBSERVER 

 

I write this book as an observer, not a judge. 

As a man who has lived, watched, failed, learned, loved, lost, and returned to himself 
more times than he can count. 

I chose anonymity not because I fear being known, but because the work speaks cleaner 
when the writer steps out of the way. 

 

In a world obsessed with faces, fame, and performance, I prefer to remain a shadow in 
the corner; listening, noticing, studying the patterns of human behaviour that most 
people rush past. 

I have learned that you see more when you are not the centre of attention. 

 

This book is not written from perfection. 

It is written from participation, from being inside the noise, not above it. 

Every chapter comes from years of watching men try to balance instinct with 
responsibility, ego with vulnerability, desire with dignity, and humour with hardship. 

I have seen good men make terrible decisions. 

I have seen broken men choose kindness. 

I have seen confident men crumble under pressures they could never confess. 

And I have seen women navigating all of this with strength, confusion, patience, 
frustration, or silent resignation. 

 

I am not here to tell you how to live. 

I am here to tell you what life looks like when people stop pretending. 

 

The stories in this book are shaped by reality, influenced by truth, and protected by 
fiction. 
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They are both personal and universal, not about one man, but about many men who 
share the same unspoken battles. 

The details may shift, but the emotions are real. 

 

If anything in these pages feels familiar, it is because the human heart has a limited 
vocabulary, even when the world keeps inventing new ways to hide it. 

 

I oUer you this book with the hope that it helps someone understand themselves better 
or understand someone they love. 

Not to excuse behaviour, but to reveal it. 

Not to celebrate mistakes, but to learn from them. 

Not to glorify desire, but to make peace with its truth. 

 

Read this book slowly. 

Read it honestly. 

Read it without the armour the world forces you to wear. 

 

I remain unnamed, by choice; 

an anonymous observer, 

a witness to the quiet side of humanity, 

a voice for the conversations people start only when the lights are oU. 

 

Dibosto Dibosto 


