Phoenix: The Tale of Rebirth and Reinvention(Fiction)
At the tender age of six, I possessed a knowledge that could rival any seasoned adult's, and perhaps, even outshine it. 
I knew how to have 'fun' the way a man and woman would. I indulged in this delight with myself and occasionally with girls my age in my neighbourhood. We would go into uncompleted buildings and emerge with innocuous looks on our faces, as though nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. An onlooker would probably think we were the most well-behaved children in the vicinity.
The exact origin of these escapades evades me. I faintly recall an unsettling incident in an enclosed, dim room involving my mom's friend's son. 
Masturbation became my addiction. This addiction consumed me to the point where every object seemed like a potential conduit of pleasure. 
This relentless pursuit of pleasure continued persistently, even under my parent's watchful eyes. I would indulge myself at least three times daily, continuing this behaviour for nearly 15 years.
Naturally, pornography was my stress relief.
I became anti social and could barely keep up with life. I had no friends and academic life was suffering.  I had a sense of guilt and shame that stifled me. 
I knew that what I was doing was not right but I didn't know a way out. I searched for solutions and tried different options, but I was in too deep. I eventually abandoned all attempts to break free and instead wholeheartedly embraced the person I had become.
My moment of rebirth came when a neighbour invited me for an outdoor revival program in school. Since she was the only one who cared to interact with me among my hostel mates, I decided to honour her invitation out of respect for her. That decision changed my life forever.
It wasn't the content of the preacher's message that stirred my heart�I can't quite explain it even now. Tears streamed down my cheeks, and I found myself weeping inconsolably, seeking God's forgiveness and mercy. It felt as though an invisible hand had gripped my heart and ripped it.
I was reborn on that fateful day. I often liken the event to the mythical tale of the phoenix, a magnificent bird that, after self-destruction, rises anew from its ashes. 
I had allowed myself to be consumed by the flames of sexual immorality, destroying myself. However, at the darkest hour, redemption found me, and like a phoenix, I experienced a remarkable rebirth. 
Mine is a story of utter transformation, as every aspect of my life underwent a breathtaking rejuvenation. I got back my smile and now have good and godly friends. 
How I rose from a CGPA of 2.0 to 4.13 is something I still cannot explain. Only divine intervention could account for it.
It's been five years now and I am overwhelmed with gratitude that I have never had a relapse. I firmly believe that God's unwavering presence has been my guiding light, sustaining and protecting me.
