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With love, the PaedEros editorial team.
https://paederos.com – admin@paederos.com

We cry out for “the love that none dare say its name.” 
Pedophilia. 

At PaedEros, we strive to create a space to advocate for 
pedophilic love, and for the liberation of youth in 

general. Our community, up until now, has struggled 
with a lack of outward messaging, theoretical 

development, and any sort of coordination towards 
action. Even more so, it has failed to give voice to the 

very youth it concerns.

We work to rectify this divide by sharing quality, non-
pornographic works to push forward our struggle while 

centering the perspective of the child.

To this end, our editorial team is made up entirely by 
those who either are or were youth who have had erotic 

and romantic relationships with adults.



Table of Contents & Credits

● Maps Against Epstein                              pg1   
              Written By: Spiral   
              Art By: Reinherz             

● My Story                                        pg3  
              Written By: Lizzie Jones
              Art By: qwyhebe/d34dqueer       
                   

● Adventure Is Out There                 pg5  
                                                                 Written By: Ally Kotetsu         

              Art By: Reinherz             

● Loss Of Emotional Connection     pg7  
              Written By: Wren & Ananke       
              Art By: Wren & Ananke

● And I’ll Love Again                      pg10
                                                                      Written By: Miele

           Art By: Miele    

Front Cover Design By: Espresso Pup

Back Cover Design By: Miele 



1



2



I have spent all my adult life suppressing my pedophilic urges. 
Letting myself think about them only when the desire got 
overwhelming. I hated those desires in me. I was taught they 
were wrong, that anyone with those thoughts, that they were 
some of the worst people on earth. Even while people with other 
desires were told that you can't help what you like, you can't 
choose who or what you're into. So I suppressed it. Couldn't talk 
to anyone about it or ask for help because of the stigma around 
it. I worked hard to carefully cultivate an image of myself that 
hid a huge part of me and be the image of the perfect person. It is 
exhausting hiding and pretending, especially doing it as long as I 
have. Eventually you break.

I held it in for so long that it built up and when it finally came 
out, it did so in a big way. Still, I held myself back from actual 
penetration, just gentle exploration. I recorded it for future 
enjoyment and to share with one of my girlfriends, who enjoys it 
as much as I do. Unfortunately using an unencrypted site would 
get me caught and arrested. I'd never done anything that needed 
to be encrypted before, so I wasn't aware of it until it was too 
late. Lesson learned.

I'm currently on bail for 3 months. I am about a month into my bail 
before I go to court to see the outcome of my decisions. Due to 
being arrested, I have lost everything. Access to a lot of my accounts 
for the things I'd generally use not related to the topic. I just cant 
recover them as they took my phones. I lost my job, so have little to 
no income.
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My purpose in life was to provide for my girls but I can no 
longer do that. All of my household and personal possessions 
will be gone soon as I have no funds to be able to pay to keep 
them where they are stored. All my memories and family 
heirlooms, gone. My family, though they are supportive right 
now, will turn on me once they hear what happened when they 
come to court. I will lose them. All but one, maybe. I have no 
home as I have no money now. I can no longer see my son, 
which devastates me. But all of this I’ve come to terms with, I 
can deal with having to start again, I can deal with never 
seeing my family again. It hurts to never see my son again, but 
he is well taken care of. 

What I can't stand is leaving the 2 loves of my life behind for 
up to 3 years. Living those years with uncertainty, if things will 
be different when I get out. How they will cope without me. 
But I wont give up as long as they don't. I will keep loving. 
And despite all the bad things that have happened as a result of 
my desires surfacing, I'm finally free and accept myself for 
who I am. I'm not the bad person I was taught to believe I was. 
I just have desires different to theirs. It feels good to love and 
accept all of me and not have to hide a huge part of myself to 
feel accepted and loved. After all, I can't help who or what I 
like just as much as everyone else.

For now, all I can do is wait and try to enjoy the time I have 
left with them, we try not to be sad with our limited time, so as 
not to spoil it.
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i dont know quite exactly where to start.

i was "exposed" and exiled for "grooming" a fourteen year old just months after filling 
the shoes of my sixteen year old self. the measures i took to let myself be confident i 
wasnt hurting him was reframed by my accusers, by asking if others thought i would 
be hurting him i was proving that my supposed harm done to him was intentional. i 
was taught that for my love alone i am the danger. i guess that's the start.

i was scared of love. of my love. it took me some months to break that, but again i 
was "wrong," some months later i fell in love with a twenty year old. i was writing 
fiction at the time, and tried incorporating the relationship into our long-term roleplay. 
i told my friends about it, i was in love after everything that had happened. i was 
accused of normalizing pedophilia and exiled again. I was reminded that, for my love 
alone, i am the danger.

a kid rolls around, we'll call her k; a thirteen year old lying and saying she's fourteen. 
I'm sixteen. i'm terrified. i ask, she says fourteen, and i'm terrified. but i love her. but 
that's dangerous, isn't it? but why is it dangerous? no one ever taught me. so i loved 
again. 

         

we were untreated-bpd-ridden teenagers who hadn't even learned what that 
means yet, we hurt each other sometimes. i was more cautious, i was taught i 
was danger. she was less cautious, she had been taught she needed to lie to be 
safe. but we protected each other too. we learned what "untreated-bpd-ridden" 
means, and we learned what we needed to do to get better.

                                         i'm seventeen, 
                                  she's following along. 
                                  we're on and off; she's more avoidant
                                   and i'm more obsessive, it happens. 
                  we take a month's long off, another girl, l, pops up 
               in my life during such. its in between our ages. me and k 
                  regain contact from a coupon for a free taco bell breakfast 
               crunchwrap in june. weeks pass, and we're all three in a 
          polycule. so i loved again.

          i'm built of fear that i am the danger. k is built of fear that if she                        
           does not lie she is in danger. l is built of fear that if it is in danger                     
             the only option is to run. none of us knew these of the other.                            
                made for each other, in a way. but our love was true,                                     
                       regardless of our traumas and our fears, our love was true.
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i'm eighteen, l is seventeen, and now we know k is fifteen. when 
me and k had first gotten together, i was scared. traumatized by 
these accusations of my past. i told her that she was on the lower 
end of age ranges i was comfortable with at the time. she couldn't 
live with the lie anymore. we woke up to her in the hospital. 
she was fifteen. she lied. nearly every part of the life we heard her 
have was falsified in some way just to protect herself. but she was 
still the same girl we loved the day before, her age isn't some 
permanent sin, we agreed. so i loved again.

we eventually part ways, bpd does that to a polycule sometimes. 
months later i get brought up to speed on a situation, l and a new 
person, s, were in an awkward situation, that much i won't get into 
very deeply. i get pulled in because i'm the only person who's still 
fond of l. that's okay. me and s talk privately before and after the 
main resolution discussion, and we apologize for that which 
happened in our past, and we hug it out.

we keep talking, we become friends. my life is a little bit all over the place 
ever since losing my relationship with k and l, but she's nice. and she's softer 
than k and l, and she's more caring. and she's just barely fifteen, and i'm 
almost nineteen. but really, she feels warm in my arms, i feel warm in hers. 
she was not raised to feel scared of love like i was, and she was willing to
wait. and i talked about it with myself. i contemplate it for weeks. and so i 
loved again. years pass, friend groups and expose documents come and go, 
but we stay. we loved again. i witness the beauty of my love, of all love, and it 
pushes me to be better. i go from "fauxcest is so taboo though..." to "love any 
and all, do no harm" over the course of three months. i learn that love is true, i 
learn that there is a better tomorrow. i promise there's a better tomorrow.

i'm eighteen. k and l are following along. we're all-in, weeks-long voice 
chats and thinking of this house we want to buy. it's a bit expensive, but we 
all have a bright future ahead of us. it's in a little-known part of the us just 
under british columbia, but not connected to the rest of the us. a little 
fragment left behind from the 41st parallel. it's surrounded by forest, it's 
built of strong wood. a simple place to be, enough room for fun and yet one 
of the most beautiful places we've ever seen.

i was taught that my love was dangerous, that i was the danger i sought 
to prevent. my love survived, though, it pushed me through the hate and malice i experienced, and i 
loved again. i never gave up my heart, and i loved again. i'll never give up my heart, and i'll love 
again. 

all this to say, never give up your heart, always love again. 
your love is true. your heart is whole. always love again.
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