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“SathSath” means “together.” SathSath is working together with children and youth 
in   Nepal to develop their skills, build capacity & capabilities; and empower to 
claim their rights in society. One of the intervention of SathSaht is to protect “BOY”s 
from sexual abuse and exploitation, and to disengage from commercial sex work.

We use an alternative livelihood model to realize target beneficiaries’ social and 
economic rights. Economically, we support target beneficiaries in achieving educa-
tional & vocational needs, assisting them to create a sustainable livelihood. Socially, 
we address their needs for social integration and help develop skills necessary to 
access opportunity and resources. SathSath has primarily worked to prevent the 
sexual abuse and exploitation of boys. Our society assumes and believes that it is 
only girls who are subjected to sexual abuse. Thus, we find it imperative to educate 
the public and advocate for these boys with slogan “Not only Grils, Boys too experi-
ences sexual abuse and exploitation.”

Our society lack awareness and their ignorance on the issue limits ability to protect  
children. While sex and the idea of children engaging in sexual activities are con-
sidered taboo, people do sexually exploit and abuse boys too. The topic remains 
largely unrecognized and, with it hidden from public view, the current approach 
allows people who exploit and abuse children to continue to do so without reper-
cussion. Confronting the injustice is a complex, sensitive, and challenging effort and 
undertaking involves an array of practical and ethical considerations. 

To date in Nepal, there has not been a proper & thorough studies on the commer-
cial sexual exploitation of children (CSEC). We do not know how many children are 
involved in the adult entertainment sector (AES). Society rejects the possibility that 
males can be abused, but this denial does not mean it does not happen. Believing 
boys too are prone to  abuse, whether by representatives of the state, society, fam-
ily, guardians, or educational system need to put on the top priority for prevention 
measures.

Parents and guardians may forget and can neglect that it is also their responsibil-
ity to protect their children, including their sons. Often, cases of sexual abuse and 
exploitation of boys are ignored and buried out of mind.

This booklet is a contribution to the global #MeToo movement. In it, we present 
true stories in attempt to foster awareness about the issue in Nepal. With consent, 
SathSath‘s Resource Executive - Ms.Kabita Shah recorded the stories of these young 
men. Names and locations have been changed to protect their privacy.

Biso Bajracharya
Executive Director
SathSath
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It was a summer afternoon at SathSath office. I remember the first time 
I met Raj, we were having tea at my office room.

Raj was born in Baitadi district far western Nepal. His childhood was 
spent in poverty. His father moved to India to support his family where 

he opened a restaurant. Raj moved with him and joined schooling.  
As a child, he was a cheerful and friendly with everyone he meet. He 
was an outgoing child which caught the attention of many people 
around him. 
“Wasn’t it nice to be noticed by many people?” I asked him.

Every gaze is not well intended
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I was returning from school. 
Suddenly a big old man walked in-front of me. 

He was the man from my neighbourhood. 
He had a strange smile on his face. 

Suddenly, he raised his hand and hit me. 



“No, not really. It’s not really good to have the attentions of people!” 
He replied with a sadness in his voice.

His reply shocked me. As children we usually aspire to be admired by 
the people around us. What could have happen to such a young boy, 
why he thinks like this?, I wondered.
 
As I observed him, he was sitting there quietly with his head down. 
What pain must have this young teenage gone through that he feel to 
be loved and admired by people is bad. What must have he been 
through that now a once happy child sits here with lost hope.

With this curiosity, to know his past I asked him, “Why do you say 
that?”

Our tea cups had finished by then. Raj picked up a pencil on the ta-
ble and started tapping his empty glass. It sounds a sad tone echoed 
though the room. 

“Miss, when I was in India, I was noticed and admired by many. But 
with many people noticing me there, someone is gazing with very bad 
intention. People who gazed at me not as a child but the object to fulfil 
their filthy sexual desires…” 

I sensed an anger grew in his voice as he said.  It affected mine too.

It means predators do exist and these evil people look upon helpless 
children to do their disgusting deeds.

“I remember it as a gloomy day,” he continued. “I was returning from 
school. Suddenly, a big older man walked in-front of me. He was 
man from my neighbourhood. He had a strange smile on his face. 
Suddenly, he raised his hand and hit me. I fell down and he dragged 
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Instead of attraction to the opposite sex, 
he was attracted to the same sex. 

He began to keep sexual relations with males. 



me into the bushes. There I saw few older man. There they… they… 
did…they.. took.. away my childhood… they…”
 
His voice broke off, he was trying to control his anger and tears. At 
that moment I felt like time had stopped. Raj was trying to control the 
tears pooling in his eyes from falling off.

“Miss, what happened that day changed me? I was no longer a 
child, they stole my happiness and all my hope within a moment. I 
wasn’t able to share what happened to that day, or what happened 
to after that. Those evil people… they abused me repeatedly for quite 

sometime. I wasn’t able to tell my father and I couldn’t focus in my stud-
ies. There were times I tried to tell my father, but words never escaped 
from my lips.”

“Finally, I escaped the abuse where my father send back to Nepal to 
finish my SLC (School Level Certificate) from Baitadi. After that I came 
to Kathmandu to live with my uncle to finish my grade 11”

I felt he was struggling at this point to control his emotions and his 
thought. Raj suddenly stood up and left.  After that day he vanished 
from our contact for quite some time. We tried to search from him but 
it was in vain. At SathSath, we lost all hope of finding him ever again.
Time had passed since we heard from Raj. All of sudden Raj con-
tacted one of our outreach worker. 

Through him we found out that, Raj after arriving in Kathmandu had 
experienced a lot of ups and downs. He had an attraction towards 
men rather the women. He started having sexual relationships with 
men but when his uncle found out he couldn’t accept Raj and kicked 
Raj out of his house.
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This was not the work he actually wanted 
and he had thought of. 

The work gave him more pain than happiness.



Raj had to leave on the streets for some time where he met a friend 
who was also attracted to men as Raj. His friend introduced him to a 
career as a sex worker. Raj decided to join the business as he felt this 
would be a way to get self-satisfaction and make a decent living at 
the same time. He began to solicit costumer regularly near Gausala 
and became a professional sex worker.

But this was not the work he actually wanted and he had thought of. 
The work gave him more pain than happiness. He felt that he was fall-
ing deeper and deeper into a whirlpool of sorrow and he felt trapped 
in it. It was then, when he came in contact with the outreach worker 
of SathSath for assistance. 

The outreach worker explained Raj about the mental and physical 

health risk from his profession. A few days later Raj came to the Sath-
Sath. It was an after hours and office was nearly empty, I was still 
working to finish my assignments.

I was gasped by the voice calling, “Ma’am…can I come in?”

I did not expected his return, but a sign of relief came to me to see 
him. I invited to sit on the chair in front of my table and we talked 
for quite a while and he told me all he had been through. He finally 
agreed to stay at the SathSath’s temporary crisis center.

During his stay, he was given a routine health checkup and regular 
psychosocial counselling. He learned about sexual exploitation and 
sexual abuse of boys, and the diseases he was at risk of getting as a 
sex worker.
 
He was out of contact with his family and wished to find them. 
SathSath worked hard to reunite Raj with his father, mother and sister. 
It feels like Raj was reunited with his family only yesterday, but three 
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People who gazed at me not as a child 
but the object to fulfill their filthy sexual desires…
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months have already gone by. I was sitting in the same office where 
we met, drinking tea from the same cup and writing with the same 
pencils. But, Raj was not there. My messenger on the mobile rings and 
I was surprised that it was send by Raj.
 
“Ma’am, I joined my father’s restaurant in India. It’s going good and, 
I’m helping my father.”
 
I receive another message.
 
“SathSath opened my eyes at the right time. It saved me from risk. 
Thank you, Miss. And, thank you SathSath.”
 
In an instant, he was offline. I was not able to reply. Maybe he was 
busy in the restaurant.

I pick up a pencil and begin tap a tea cup. I noticed that the tone does 
not feel sad this time. Instead the melody feel a lot happier.





 

It was May 2017. The location, Dharan, Sunsari, in Eastern Nepal. 
Rishab sits on the staircase of his aunt’s home, browsing Facebook on 
his mobile phone to escape the intense summer heat. He has a pend-
ing friend request from someone he doesn’t recognize.
 
He explores the man’s profile. He appears to be middle aged. Rishab 
is confused by the request and wonders whether to accept or decline. 

He decides to accept, Rohit.
 
Immediately, Rishab receives a message from Rohit.
 
“Hi… What are you doing?”

Experience is a Motivator
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At sixteen years of age, 
Rishab felt that his new Facebook friend Rohit 
loved him more than anyone else in the world.



“Nothing. Who are you?”
 
“I am Rohit from Kathmandu.”
 
This short conversation sets the stage for Rishab to come to Kathman-
du. At the time, he could not imagine the hardship that would follow.
 
Rishab lost his mother when he was only a month old and blamed him 
for her death. (It is conservative thinking of rural society to blame on child for mother’s 
death) His father remarried shortly after and left him to be raised by his 
grandmother’s sister, whom he calls aunty. 
 
When he was a small child, he managed his life. As he grew older 
and began to understand his family history, he increasingly felt that he 
was not loved or cared for. At sixteen years of age, Rishab felt that 
his new Facebook friend Rohit loved him more than anyone else in 
the world.
 
In his aunty's home, he was made to work hard and faced scolding 
for the smallest mistakes. He would share his frustrations and sorrows 
with Rohit over Facebook messenger. Rohit would tell Rishab that he 
supported him. Rishab would leave the conversation feeling calmed 
and refreshed.
 
“Brother, do not worry, I am with you,” Rohit would write to Rishab. 
“If you come to Kathmandu, we can explore the city. We can watch 
movies. We can go shopping."
 
Rishab dreamt of a better life in Kathmandu. He decided to travel to 
the city and try for it.
 
For Rishab even the sounds of the motor, clanking parts, and chatter-
ing passengers harmonizes into music. His mind races with optimism 
and excitement.
 
What will he be like in person? Who is this person who has shown 
me so much love? Does he look like same as in his photos? How 
many family members, does he have? How wonderful will it be to 
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watch a movie with him? Shopping for new clothes in Kathmandu, 
that will be something…
 
When the bus comes to its first stop at the southwest edge of the Kath-
mandu Valley, Rishab was startled realizing he’s nearly arrived. Rishab 
calls Rohit over his mobile phone and they decide to meet at Balaju. 
He can feel his heart racing.
 
Finally, he arrives. Just as he leaves the bus, he notices a man in black 
pants, a black T-shirt, a grey jacket and white rimmed glasses waving 
and walking towards him. Rishab overcame with happiness to see 
Rohit in person, someone who had shown so much love and affection 
for him and whom he has met online only. Rohit comes near Rishab 
and embraces him in a hug.

 

“Welcome to my city!”, he says.
 
Rishab replies with a smile. He does not have words to express the 
joy he’s feeling.
 
Rohit informs Rishab that he cannot take him to his home. Instead, they 
go to a hotel in the nearby neighbourhood of Gongabu.
 
At the hotel, they sit for an hour chatting and sharing snacks. Rishab 
feels relief.
 
Rohit says he must leave and promises Rishab that he will return the 
next day.
 
Alone in the hotel, Rishab’s mind races. He thinks about the home 
he has left, the new city he has come to, and his solitude in the hotel 
room. He falls asleep mid-thought in exhaustion.

In the shower, 
Rohit touches Rishab’s private parts. 

Rohit apologizes immediately. 
Rishab takes the encounter lightly, shrugging it off and 

it encourages Rishab to sexually abuses him for several days. 
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He wakes next morning, to a knock on the door. He opens it, to find 
Rohit standing with a smile. “Young man, get ready fast. Are you 
ready for a day around Kathmandu?,” says Rohit. Rishab quickly gets 
dressed.
 
They travel the city, visiting the most popular locations. They eat mo-
mos and Rohit buys Rishab a T-shirt from Thamel.
 
After a long day of touring and excitement, Rishab was tired when 
they arrive back at the hotel. He jumps on the bed to rest, but his mind 
was alert and elated by the love Rohit has shown him. He thanks god 
for sending Rohit as an older brother to an orphan like him. He thinks 
even his own brother would not show such love and affection.
 

That night the two of them sleep beside one another at the hotel. Rohit 
cuddles Rishab. Rishab thinks that Rohit must love him very much.
 
When they wake in the morning, Rohit asks that they shower together. 
In the shower, Rohit touches Rishab’s private parts. Rohit apologizes 
immediately. Rishab takes the encounter lightly, shrugging it off.
 
When they leave the shower, Rohit grabs Rishab and says to him, 
“I love you so much, Rishab.” Rohit then begins to kiss Rishab on the 
cheeks and on the lips. Rishab tries to push him away, but he is not as 
physically strong and unable to loosen Rohit’s grip.
 
A few hours later at lunch, Rohit repeats his apology. “See, Rishab, it 
is because I love you so much that I am doing this. If you do not like 
it, I am sorry for it.”
 
The following night, Rishab was abused. This time Rohit does not 
apologize. He threatens to kill him if he tells anyone about the abuse. 
For several more days, Rohit sexually abuses Rishab.

Rishab did not have big dreams, 
he had only hoped for love and support. 

This longing led him to Kathmandu, 
became a victim of sexual abuse. 
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Rishab does not know and have anyone in Kathmandu. He does not 
know where else to go. He stays in the hotel room and weeps.
 
After a long stay in the hotel, expenses piled up and Rohit disappears. 
Alone and indebted, Rishab realizes the gravity of his situation. He 
begins to look for work. This bad experiences and his shattered hope 
for having a new, loving older brother figure push him towards depres-
sion.
 
Over the phone, he talks with his friend Sagar, sharing his situation. 
Sagar visits the SathSath office to share Rishab’s story. Soon after, a 
SathSath representative make visits to Rishab’s hotel room and brings 
him to the SathSath Crisis Center for immediate support.
 
He was in critical condition. Traumatised, afraid to talk, eyes full of 
tears.
 
After a few days of psychosocial counselling, Rishab begins to normal-
ize. He tearfully shares his story and struggle. He is given temporary 
shelter and prepared for social reintegration. His needs, interests, and 
future were discussed.
 
He decides not to go back to his aunty instead earn his life in Kath-
mandu. Today, he is a cloth vendor with support from SathSath.
 
Rishab did not have big dreams, he had only hoped for love and sup-
port. This longing led him to Kathmandu, where he became a victim 
of sexual abuse. Today, he is a cloth vendor. He works hard to make 
his business successful. He tries to share love and happiness with his 
customers.
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“My name is Jenish Thapa. I am from Gorkha. I spent my child-
hood under the care of a loving mother and father. Life was good 
while they were alive. Eight years ago, my father and mother died. It 
felt like my life experienced an earthquake.”
 
In the SathSath Drop - in - Center (DIC), there are many boys who 
have been sexually abused and exploited. Jenish is one of them. He 
is present today to share his story, hoping to motivate others to seek 
a better tomorrow.
 
“With the help of my relatives, I was able to complete my plus-two-
level. I wanted to study more, but after my parents’ death, I was re-
sponsible for supporting the household and earning. Once during my 
household duties, I had to visit a municipality office to submit a form. 
The officer on duty was impressed with my penmanship and offered 
me a job as an administrative assistant. I was very happy to accept 

Just because you haven’t heard of it. 
It doesn’t mean it doesn’t exist. 

3
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the offer and quickly started working.”
 
Everyone in the DIC listens attentively to Jenish’s story. Their attention 
gives Jensih the confidence to continue.
 
“My home was very old and I wanted to renovate it. So, along with 
the income from my new job, I took a loan for 700,000 NPR from the 
bank. I successfully renovated my home. Everything was going well… 
But, after 18 months the municipality job ended.”
 

One of the other boys asks Janish, “How did you lose your job?”
 
“Brother, there is no security in a temporary contact,” Jenish answers. “I 
was given a letter of appreciation for my time there and had no other 
option but to leave. Silently, I left the office and returned home.”
 
Jenish’s answer was simple.
 
Another boy relates Janish’s situation to the lyrics in a popular song. 
The lyrics describe a man who goes to his lover’s father to ask for her 
hand for marriage; only to be told by the father to first find a govern-
ment job.
 
Everyone in the room giggles at this. The room again falls silent.
 
“What happened after Jenish?,” one of the boy asks.

“I would guess everyone here uses Facebook. 
I do as well. 

One day, a Facebook friend shared a post of 
photos and videos showing relations between men and men. 

After seeing the images, I felt very strange. 
I was also curious to learn more. 

I messaged the friend and we started talking. 
During the conversation, the Facebook friend offered me 

and job and asked that I come stay with him.”
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“What happened next? Huge problems followed,” he replied. “On 
one hand, I had to maintain and support the family chores and on the 
other hand was the bank loan. I was in a dire situation. At that time, I 
saw a posting in the newspaper for a job in Kathmandu. I decided to 
go and find work in the city.
 
“I have distant relatives in Kathmandu, an uncle and two aunts. My 
uncle has two wives, one who stays in Balaju and the other in Patan 
Dhoka. My uncle told me to stay with the aunt in Patandhoka. So, I 
went and stayed with her and began to search desperately for a job.”
 
Jenish’s phone rings and he pulls it from his pocket. He checks the 
caller ID and cuts the ringer. He returns the phone to his pocket. He 
looks over at me and says, “I have promised one of my clients chil-
dren’s trousers today. That was his call.”
 
He looks back towards the crowd of boys and continues his story.
 
“I would guess everyone here uses Facebook. I do as well. One day, a 
Facebook friend shared a post of photos and videos showing relations 
between men and men. After seeing the images, I felt very strange. I 
was also curious to learn more. I messaged the friend and we started 
talking. During the conversation, the Facebook friend offered me and 
job and asked that I come stay with him.”
 
Jenish slows down. I was desperately need job so decided to seek 
support from facebook friend.
 
“As per our agreement, I went to meet him. I noticed him in the dis-
tance and immediately had a bad feeling. He was overweight and 
had rough, dark skin. He felt like a villain. I turned around and decid-
ed not to meet him. I quit using Facebook. But, that didn’t last for long.
 
“My aunty’s usual scolding, harsh behaviour, and suffocating nature 
built up tension inside me. I was not able not able get any job. After 
some time, I thought that I should met him in person and see how 
actually he is in person rather than his looks and decided to meet 
facebook friend and try his offer.”
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Jenish pauses, eyes full of tears. He takes a drink from the glass of 
water in front of him. He tired to appear calmed and begins telling 
his story again.
 
A few days later, I made a fake Facebook ID and started messaging 
the man again. I went to meet him. And, I started to live with him. 
When anyone would ask who he was, I would say that he is my one 
of the relatives. He regularly abused me for that he covered all of my 
expenses. I felt helpless. I felt like relations between men to me were 
unacceptable and started to feel disgusted with myself. I regretted my 
decision and began to draft escape plans.
 
“Through a friend, I came to know about SathSath. I visited the office 
and started counselling and began participating in the programs and 
activities. I began working in a clothing shop. I was frustrated by the 
low wage and picked up more work in other shops. Still though, the 
wage was not up to my expectation, I continue working till I find other 
alternatives.
 
“One day at SathSath, a staff member offered the idea that I shall 
start my own clothing business. I had the experience and knowledge 
of the work. With this, SathSath helped me with seed funding to open 
my own business. Today, I own a small store. The income covers my 
and younger brother’s expenses, who lives in Birgunj. I plan to pay the 
house loan and, believe me, I will pay from this business. I am earning 
more than 700 NPR per day from my small stall.”
 
Everyone in the room claps. The faces of the boys shine with positivity. 
Jenish looks proud.
 
“I know most of you might have been abused or exploited in some 
way. That’s why you are here at SathSath. Never lose your self-es-
teem. There are many opportunities for you in the life. And, SathSath 
is always there to support you.”
 
Everyone in the room again claps, and some of the boys motion in 
agreement.
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Not only Girls ...
Boys too ... 

are sexually abuse & exploited

Be Aware ...





It is 3 o’clock in the afternoon and Nyuchen is busy attending his 
field in feeding his chickens. He is feeling happy and satisfied with 
the farm, which he started with the logistical and financial support of 
SathSath.
 
“From selling the first lot, I gained 18,000 NPR, sister,” Nyuchen tells 
me with a bright face. “If none of the chicks die in this lot, then I will 
be able to earn 25,000 to 30,000 NPR. Still, I want to add more 
chickens and another chicken coop.”
 
While meeting this time, Nyuchen is jolly. When we first met, he was 
not like this. At the beginning, he was quiet and would only respond 
with short answers; when questioned. We at SathSath did not know 
of the heavy pain he carried in his heart. He was supported with 
psychosocial counselling, a health checkup, life skills and vocational 
training. Because of his familial background in animal husbandry and 
his confidence in working with animals, SathSath gave him funds to 
launch a poultry business. Today, he is busy with the business.
 
Nyuchen was born and raised in Kathmandu. He had a good child-
hood. Farming brought in enough resources for his family to eat. Rais-
ing livestock and his father’s daily wage covered the family’s other ex-

Life and Struggle
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penses. When Nyuchen was in class eight, his father married another 
woman. From there on, a new life for Nyuchen began. 
 
The family responsibilities fell on his mother and on his little shoul-
ders. The two of them did not know what to do or how to support 
themselves. They struggled with daily chores. Even pens, pencils, and 
books were very difficult to afford. His daily routine consisted of school 
in the morning and work in the afternoon. He could not find proper 
work with a decent wage. He did manage to earn a small amount 
and the money went towards family expenses.
 

From early childhood, Nyuchen’s voice was soft. The way he walked 
and talked did not fit the stereotype of a proper male. His nature was 
more feminine. He felt guilty for being himself and suppressed his 
emotions. He felt like he did not belong general male category. Most 
nights he would cry alone, trying to console himself. After crying he 
would feel some relief. Despite his troubles, he managed to complete 
schooling up to plus two level.
 
Teenagers want the best for themselves, from food to clothes and 
ready to experiment to gain experiences. Nyuchen was no exception. 
He would go online, and on social media, where he found himself 
happiness. He would ask strangers who befriended him for work, and 
he would also look for people to ask for employment. He met some of 
these online contacts in person to built new relationships.
 
One of these people was Suresh. Nyuchen and Suresh grew close to 
each other. Suresh worked in a clothing store. The two of them would 
go out around town together. One day, Suresh called Nyuchen.
 
“Hello Nyuchen. Where are you? Can we meet at 5:00 PM around 
Thamel?”

I was sexually assaulted by my friends. 
They made a video of the incident and blackmailed for money by 

threatening to upload on Youtube  
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“Why?”
 
“Because we are going to a nightclub tonight.” Nyuchen agreed to 
go.
 
They met at the agreed time and place. Just like they had talked about, 
they went to a club in Thamel. Suresh invited three friends outside the 
club. They exchanged introductions. Together they went into the club 
and seated in one of darker corner. They enjoyed themselves. Later, 
that night brought darkness into Nyuchen’s life.
 
Nyuchen was sexually assaulted by his friends. They made a video of 
the incident and blackmailed him with it. “If you don’t get the money 
we’ve asked for, we will upload the video to YouTube,” the men threat-
ened him.
 
Nyuchen felt like he was in a dream. He realised the evil side of 
Suresh. But, it wasn’t a dream. It was an awful reality.
 
Out of fear, he asked his family for money, telling them he needed the 
funds to pay his college fees. At first, he gave the men 25,000 NPR. 
The next time, he gave them 18,000 NPR. The trauma of the assault 
and threat of having video published brought him intense stress and 
mental illness. It stressed him to think, how he would arrange the next 
payment. He constantly felt on edge, worried about what would come 
next.
 
Nyuchen’s behaviour changed. He began to avoid people, stopped 
doing household chores, and felt hopelessly weak.
 
Some friends saw this change in him and became concerned. One 
of his friends helped him get in touch with SathSath, where he was 
provided with psychosocial counselling. SathSath told him that if he 
was willing to put in the effort, the organization was fully prepared to 
support him. With the help of the SathSath, he began a poultry farm-
ing. This was the first time he had started a business on his own and 
made a profit. It made him proud, excited, and happy.
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Now, Nyuchen volunteers in social service organizations and he takes 
part in programs run by SathSath.
 
“Like me, there are others who have faced troubles. By sharing my 
story, if others can find inspiration and be motivated by it, then why 
should I keep my story private? By coming to SathSath, I have been 
motivated by other people’s stories. I will always be ready to support 
SathSath, which supports people like us,” he proudly says.
 
By sharing his story and struggles, Nyuchen had become a source of 
motivation for others.
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SathSath 
is the pioneer organization 

working to prevent, advocate and 
address sexual abuse and exploita-

tion of “boys” in Nepal.

We work to prevent, protect and 
prosecute on Child Sexual Abuse 

and Exploitation.

Do call us on Toll Free no: 

1660 01 51015
for support and assistance.





 

“No matter what the law says, it is very difficult to live with differ-
ent sexual orientation. Still, a day has not come where people with 
different sexual orientation can live freely,” says 17 years old Ankit, 
who prefers to call herself by the name Ankita.
 
Ankit, who is from Biratnagar, Southeast Nepal, was raised in a mid-
dle-class family. He was born as a biological male, but he feels inside 

like a female. His speech and manners feminine orientation. While in 

When you are different in 
sexual orientation
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“How would you feel if your own teacher 
asked you to have sexual relations?”

“What can be more painful than this? 
Even now, I get goose bumps while recounting it.”

He is no longer he, he call himself as she.
Today, she is  known as Ankita.



school, he would sit and share with the girls, preferring to play with 
them over the boys. At that time, Ankit didn’t understand his gender 
dysphoria.
 
His classmates teased for his feminine behaviour. His neighbours 
looked at him differently. He is part of the conservative society where 
he is characters and behaviours were no reason to accept him to her. 
He began to feel lonely under the constant discrimination and social 
ostracism. He couldn’t face the mistreatment any longer and decided 
to leave home.
 
“How would you feel if your own teacher asked you to have sexual 

relations?” Ankit asks me with eyes full of tears. “What can be more 
painful than this? Even now, I get goose bumps while recounting it.”
 
He had heard that nobody discriminates against the different sexual 
oriented people in Kathmandu.
 
But, he thought, it is not easy to travel to Kathmandu. There is no place 
to stay long term and he had not enough money. Even if he manage to 
make it to the city, where would he find work? Despite the difficulties, 
he decided to on coming to Kathmandu.
 
Many people who travel to Kathmandu from rural Nepal have the 
similar stories. He arrive in the city, stay at one of his relative. He 
search for work.  
 
In the process of finding a job, Ankit met a man in Ratna Park and 

Ankita is one of the most renowned beautician 
in Kathmandu, today. She is no longer solicits for sex 

and she is not known for her past profession. 
Rather, people come to her for her art. 

Looking back at what she’s been through 
and where she is today, Ankita is amazed with herself. 
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they started to see each other regularly. Through him, he met people 
in the sex business.
 
He found this lifestyle attractive. If you want to work, you work. If you 
don’t want to work, you don’t. The wage is plentiful for lavish lifestyle. 
You can spend as you please, eat what you want, wear what you 
want.
 
He enjoyed company of friends, started to  free life, he was earning  
more than enough to support himself. But, life isn’t always what we 
hope for or expect.
 
“It’s not always what we imagine. But, there is also abuse. Customers 
beat us. There is a constant fear of being robbed, and also a fear of 

being stopped by the cops. And we can’t neglect the stigma imposed 
by society. It is not what I thought it would be,” says Ankit.
 
Slowly, you start to live your life in isolation, hardly there few people 
you can share your feelings. You miss your home and families love, 
care and affection. It was same with Ankit, he was alone in the crowd. 
He thought it would be nice to have someone to share a day with.
 
Suddenly, a friend came in his life. He showed him love and care. 
Ankit felt like he had found shade in the desert. The two of them began 
to stay together and Ankit left sex work and he was happy.
 
But, the bliss did not last for long. Though he had thought of him as a 
life partner but he began to abuse too. He would force himself on him. 
This hurt him badly. He began to feel hopeless about his life.

Every stage of life, he has been forced to face abuse and obstacles.
 
He later met another friend who introduced him to SathSath. He came 

His bliss did not last for long. 
My partner began to abuse me and even force himself on me.
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to visit SathSath and his life took a turn for the better. SathSath provid-
ed Ankit with an opportunity to live with respect and dignity. SathSath 
supported him to become a beautician. 
 

Now, Ankit is one of the most renowned beauty artists in Kathmandu. 
He is no longer he, he call himself as Ankita. She is no longer solicited 
for sex and she is not known for her past profession. Rather, people 
come to her for her art. Looking back at what she’s been through and 
where she is today, Ankita is amazed with herself.
 
“Now people seek out my business. ‘Sister, please do this thing, or 
that.’ Sometimes I will be so busy it will create difficult situation to 
choose on what and where to focus. If I had not found SathSath, what 
would I have done? Thinking of the past makes me feel very uncom-
fortable,” she says.
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Today, 
Ankit calls himself Ankita. 

She is know as female beautician.
He consider himself a “FEMALE”.

She is one of the successful survivor SathSath had supported.
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Let’s talk ...
Let’s not hide it ...

if boys are sexually 
abused or exploited ...





I am Furba. I came to Kathmandu from Sindhupalchowk 11 years ago 
to help my sister to make a living. Since, we are from a very poor fam-
ily. I used to do everything and anything to make money, I worked at 
stone quarries and at farms. Even today my childhood memories hurts 
me. I feel like crying at my childhood, who I was. 

My father had left us behind when he married his second wife. After 

he left it was very difficult for us to survive, and we had hard time for 
feeding ourselves. My mother was left all on her own with her three 
children, my elder brother and sister and me. We had to face a lot of 
hardship even to have two meals a day. This led us to drop out from 
school. Due to our circumstances, I became very determined to earn a 
lot of money and make my family very happy.

Due to the condition of our family my sister decided that she would go 
to Kathmandu to work. She planned to work and send us money, so 
her brothers could study and our family life will be easier. After she left 

The Bitter Taste of Freedom

6

“Freedom is good, 
but might lead you to hell too. 
That’s what happened to me. 
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to Kathmandu she found a job at a restaurant, but she couldn’t earn 
much. So, she called me to Kathmandu.

I came to Kathmandu with lots of hope and dreams, I felt like I could 
make something out of myself in the big city. 

When I reached there I stayed with my sister. She used to work all 
day at the restaurant and return home very late. So, I used to be in the 
house alone all day. I started to make friends on the street. I started to 
enjoy playing and spending time with them. They showed me around 
the city and we used to go round Thamel and Basantapur. Sometimes 
we went to explore city with the foreigners too. They used to buy us 
clothes and money.

We had a lot of freedom and at the same time I was earning from my 
street life. It felt good then, but I didn’t see what that freedom was lead-
ing me. Most of boys on the street does the same for living on street. 
We used to go along with foreigners, it was normal for street child to 
squeeze money out of these people. Time flies away, I enjoyed street 
connected life and at them same time I was continuing my schooling 
too because of that my family have no ideas what I am up to or how 
I was earning. Only money matters.  I used to excuse if asked by say-
ing I had foreign friends and they are supporting me. Travelling with 
foreigners for week is not the matter of concern to my sister. But it was 
not always like that, I did not realised that I was groomed for different 
purpose. By time, keeping sexual relation with male foreigner became 
normal. I did not realised that I was sexually abused instead I consid-
ered as I was enjoying too.

Unknowingly, I got deeply involved in a sexually exploited life. I started 
this form of my life as part of my profession and start demanding sub-
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my family have no ideas what I am up to or how I was 
earning. Only money matters.  I used to excuse if asked 
by saying I had foreign friends and they are supporting 

me.



stantial money in exchange for sexual activities with foreigners. Life was 
okay at first, and this helped a lot to take out the financial burden out 
of her shoulders and supporting my family. 

My whole world came crumbling down when I was in class 11. I had 
an unprotected sexual interaction with a friend and I contracted sever 
STI. 

After learning about my STI. It was taken back and shocked. I was ter-
rified and realized the risks of involvement in this path. But, it was too 
late for me. Today, I am receiving medical treatment and I don’t plan 
on involving myself any longer in this type of risky sexual behaviour. 

And thanks to SathSath I have been able to continue my study till date 
and thanks for supporting in plan to start business. 
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Ramlakhan is a small MO:MO vendor today. People love his 
MO:MOs and every evening customers flock to his stand. He loves 
his small stall and sells MO:MOs with a bright face.  Everyday, he 
earns around 800 to 1200 Rupees. He has a decent life today but it 
was not this easy for him when he first came to Kathmandu.

He was from Tarai District of Nepal. He grew up in destitute and 
lacking. He always dreamt of earning a lot of money and making his 
family life better. After his SLC, he began to learn dancing and cook-
ing, and started tutoring for earning.

After his undergrad he came to Kathmandu with a lot of hopes and 

dreams for his future but could not find the job instead end up as a 
dish washer in a small restaurant. He used to work long and hard in 
the restaurant from morning till night. Even though he worked so hard, 

Ramlakhan’s courage, patience, 
and his dying dreams

7

“Dance bar made an agreement that I should dress like a girl. 
What was I to do? 

To survive, you need money to eat. 
To earn money, I had no other option but to dress like a girl. 

What could I do?  I was helpless.”
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he wasn’t able to make ends meet. He still had to go sleep hungry, 
at times. Even with that, the restaurant owner used to scold him and 
treated him very badly. He grew very wary towards the owner and 
left the job.

He had a lot of hopes to make something for himself when he came 
to Kathmandu. As the days passed by in the city and all he got was 
small jobs, with very minimal pays and a lot of disrespects, he slowly 
started seeing his dreams crumbling. He started fall into depression as 
the days went by without any job and money.

While he was searching for a job he met one of his old friend, who 
worked at a dance bar. He started to hang out with him and grew 
very close. They offered him a job at the dance bar. This felt like a 
blessing to Ramlankhan as he loved to dance and he needed money 
desperately for survival.

But the owner of this bar wasn’t a kind man. Because Ramlakhan had 

a skinny body feature, the owner force him to dress up like girl and 
dance in the bar. He didn’t feel very comfortable doing this, but he 
had no choice as he could not go hungry for another night. 

He was doing well in dancing and people notice for his dance and 
offered him to join a music video. He could not ignore it. It was a 
temptation to join the glamour world and silver screen of stars. He 
agreed and worked for the music videos and movies during the day 
and at night, he continue his dances at bars.

Although, he worked very hard, the payments for the work never came 
on time. You have to wait days to get your payment done. At the 
dance bar, he was bearing the customer’s groping and sexual as-
saults. While others made very uncomfortable sexual gestures towards 

I was sexually assaulted. 
I felt like the world had been drained of color, 

leaving it shades of black and white. 
I started to lose hope for his life. 

He began to look for a way to escape 
what he saw as a hopeless world.
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him. When he complains the bar owner, bar owner dismissed Ram-
lakhan by saying, “It’s your job to make sure the customer are happy 
and satisfied.” The owner of the bar would shout at him whenever 
Ramlakhan said anything about the customer. 

Abuses started to happen to usual thing. For survival, he compromised 
everything physical and verbal events at dance bar. By time his little 
hope he had slowly started to fade way, and felt more and more 
trapped in a hopeless dark place. 

One day, while working at the dance bar, Ramlakhan was sexually 
assaulted. He felt like the world had been drained of colour, leaving 
it shades of black and white. He started to lose hope for his life. He 
began to look for a way to escape; he was trapped in vicious circle 
of sexual predators and he saw himself in a hopeless world. 

While talking about life’s ups and downs with a friend, the friend told 
him about SathSath. Ramlakhan visited the office with the friend and 
left feeling awkward but also a little hopeful. He got aware of his situ-
ation and how he could escape from the trap he had fallen into. At the 
end of the day, when he left the SathSath, he felt very awkward but he 
also felt his lost sense of hope come back to him.

“I met boys like me. I could finally share my feelings and talk to some-
one who could understand exactly what I was going through. And, I 
received support and care from SathSath. It felt like I was safe. It felt 
like home. So I began to come regularly.” He told. 
 

Considering his interests and situation, SathSath decided to help him 
on his interest to start mo:mo stall, and provided business training and 
equipment support. 
 
Today, Ramlakhan has his own Mo:Mo business. With his owned in-
nate skills, hard work, and with support from SathSath, he was able to 
build his business and an income.
 
“I’m going to save small, small money. And slowly I am going to open 
my own proper mo:mo outlet. I would like to thank SathSath for that,” 
he shares.
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Dear father Namaskar,
 
I have a lot to say to you father, but I am not able to do it. I won’t be able to 
tell you everything directly to you, hence I am write this letter.

In the village, there is only government school and for the sake of my future 
you brought me here to a private school. Even though it meant that you had to 
send me far away from home to our relative’s for study. You sent me there to 
give me a change to have a better future. To stay away from home is obviously 
a hard thing for me. I missed home, you, and mother a lot. But, more than that, 
what I am facing brings me a lot of pain, stress and tears in my eyes.

But father, what had happened here has broken me. I don’t know if you would 
believe me or not, if I tell you what had happened to me since you left me. But 
I need to tell you. I can’t hide it any longer. I feel like I will go on depression 
if I do not share it.

I was sexually abused by big brother here. He has been sexually abusing every 

Undelivered mail...

8
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night. I haven’t been able to tell this to anyone, not even mother. But, today 
I am writing everything in this letter. Brother has threatened to do very bad 
things to me if I tell anyone. He says he will humiliate me in front of everybody 
and will disgrace our family if anyone finds out.

But it’s not only brother who abused me. The domestic worker, who works 
here also does disgusting things to me. Father, I feel very heartbroken and 
defeated. You had sent me here for my better future and you might have 
thought it would be good for me and I would be safe but I am not safe here, 
father! I am not even able to study well because what is happening is haunting 
and breaking me down.

Father, I want to come home. I can’t stay in this hell any longer. I will stay at 
home and joint the local school there. I will also help mother and you in your 
work. I will study and do my best, I won’t disappoint you father. But please take 
me away from this hell.

I want to celebrate Tihar with our family.

Father, please come and take me back home. I beg of you. I can be here any 
longer.
 
Your loving son,
Abhay 
 
After reading the letter, I could not control my emotions. My eyes were 
full of tears.
 
“I wrote this letter to my father, but I never had enough strength to send 
it. I kept it with me. This is the first time, I am showing it to anyone, 
Miss,” Abhay says.
 
“What happened after this, Abhay?” I asked him.
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“It was another gloomy day, the markets were all closed. School was 
on holiday and I was at the house then. It was around 12 PM, there 
was nobody there except brother. He saw an opportunity and tried to 
assault me again. But just in the nick of time, my father came home. 
After what he had seen, my father did not spoke a word and took me 
from there.

“I thought my father would say something to brother, and I felt hopeful 
that I could now finally be free from this hell. But, my father did not 
spoke a word. That confused me, instead, he scolded me. This really 
hurt my feelings. Why would father take his side?
 
“Back at my home, my mother took my side and spoke for me. But, 

my studies were not complete, and so I was sent back to the same 
place. After that, for another three years I had to face evil brother and 
I was continuously abused by him. But, after the SLC (School Leaving 
Certificate exam), brother left for Kathmandu. Only after that, I felt like 
I was escaping from the hell I was in,” Abhay shares.
 
“I know the incident after that. You don’t have to say it again, Abhay,” 
I told him. He leaves the office to order tea.
 
After passing grade eight, Abhay went to study in Kathmandu. He 
stayed alone and completed his plus two. Meanwhile, the person 
who used to abuse Abhay got married in Kathmandu. Thinking that 
elder brother would not try something again after his marriage, Abhay 
went again to stay at his house. But he was not changed, one night, 
after a fight with his wife, brother went to Abhay’s room with the inten-
tion of assaulting him once again.
 
But this time it was different, Abhay, was in college now, and grown 
up. He was not the same boy. The situation had changed from when 

“I wrote this letter to my father, 
but I have no guts to mail it. 

I keep it with me. 
For the first time, I am showing you.”
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he was small and helpless boy. This time, Abhay fought back. Abhay 
threatened to tell aunty everything that he had done to him. Hearing 
this he backed off with a defeated look on his face, left the room.
 
Abhay had grown up his self-confidence and would not tolerate such 
abuse. Now, he was finally able to escape from his evil brother.
 
Today, Abhay works for an organization that supports children who 
have been sexually abused and exploited like him. His own past gave 
him motivation and courage to work in this sector. He works to stop 
the sexual exploitation and abuse of children, he fights to make peo-
ple aware of it and to punish by the law. He promised himself that for 
the rest of his life he will work toward the betterment of the mental and 
physical health of boy who have been sexually abused and exploited.
 
“Miss, tea is here. Come before it gets cold,” Abhay calls me, so I get 
up to get my cup of tea.
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We are 
socially, mentally and culturally 

ready to talk, fight and advocate on 
girl’s sexual abuse and exploitation 

but are we equally ready 
to accept the same with boys?

 
Did you ever thought about it

that it might happen to boys too ...

Are we prepared to fight against it ...
 if not lets start from today.

Lets start to talk about it. 

SathSath is here to support you
 in this movement.





 

“What to do, Miss? After learning that he was infected with an 
STI, Phiroj became quite and would keep to himself. He wouldn’t listen 
to us.”
 
A friend of Phiroj had come to the SathSath to share Phiroj’s situation, 
hoping to help him. I had heard similar stories before. It is common for 
people to become despondent and hopeless after being infected with 
STI. And, it had happened to Phiroj too.
 
“Little brother, don’t get worried. We will suggest Phiroj go for a medi-
cal checkup. And we will do a checkup at SathSath as well. We will 
bring him back to normal.”
 
After this conversation, I left the office. 
 
Years ago, Phiroj travelled from Dolakha in central Nepal to Kath-
mandu with his family. Now, at 20, Phiroj refuges in a dark room.
 
Every door and window was closed.

What occupies the room? What was the situation? You couldn’t see 

Moving towards the light...

9
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anything.

From the air vent, a beam of light passed into the room. Like a spot-
light, it shined on his face.

He was staring at something and appeared lost.
 
“Miss, it’s you!” Phiroj astound when he saw me in his room.
 
I did not spoke a single work on his astound, instead I opened the 
windows. He sat quietly. I picked up the broom and started to clean. 
At this point, he stood up. He took the broom away from my hand and 
start sweeping by himself. Then, it was my turn to be quiet. And I was. 

After finishing cleaning, Phiroj looked at me. I smiled at him.
 
He did not return the smile. Without reacting, he turned to sit on the 
bed.
 
“I know you are sad. There are many things on your mind. Some of 
these things are guilt, some are disappointment, and some are anger 
as well. But life is not only for guilt, disappointment, and anger. In life, 
we have to do a lot and see many things. Survival is a challenge. Do 
not take it easily. We have to be ready for anything that might come in 
our life. If you want it, we can help you out from this situations. Come 
to our office tomorrow. I will be waiting for you.”
 

He was born as a son. 
His nature and features are feminine. 

Society was narrow minded in this rural area. 
He faced a lot of social stigma. 

Even his friends would tease him. 
He was not happy with himself either. 

He wondered why he was different and could not find an answer.
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After saying this I left his room.
 
A staff from SathSath later that day met Phiroj in the Ratna Park. After 
some time, Phiroj came to SathSath. At the field office, Phiroj was 
provided with counselling on unsafe sex and the effect it can have on 
one’s health.
 
For many years Phiroj had many questions about himself. At SathSath, 
Phiroj had the opportunity to share his feelings and his story. He was 
able to find answers to his questions.
 
Phiroj is the eldest son in his family. Agriculture is the family business. 
In their rural and difficult homeland, all of their hard work that goes 

into farming yields them only a morning and evening meal. There is 
no other option for work.
 
In search of opportunity, Phiroj’s family came to Kathmandu.
 
He was born as a son. His nature and features were feminine because 
of it he faced a lot of social stigma. Even his friends would tease him. 
He was not happy with himself either. He wondered why he was dif-
ferent and could not find an answer.
 
Phiroj faced discrimination throughout his schooling. Despite this, he 
managed to complete grade 12 from Dolakha.
 
When Phiroj’s family moved to Kathmandu, they met people from 

He and his friends would take part in the city night life. 
They worked as prostitutes. 

Like his friends, he had unsafe sex. 
He did not worry about it, enjoying life as it was. 

Unsafe sex eventually gave him a STI. 

And, Phiroj found himself caught in a dark room.
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many different places and made new relationships. 
 
As a child, Phiroj was interested in makeup and drawn towards stylish 
clothes and get others dressed up, gave him joy. In Kathmandu, Phiroj 
met friends like him. 

He and his friends would take part in the city night life. They worked 
as prostitutes. Like his friends, he had unsafe sex. He did not worry 
about it, enjoyed the life as it was. Unsafe sex eventually gave him a 

STI. And, Phiroj found himself caught in a dark room.
 
The following day, I was I waiting for him in the SathSath, I saw Phiroj 
asking for me. It must have triggered some hope on him to come and 
meet me at SathSath.
 
After some chit chat, we discussed his future plans. He accepted to 
sit on psychosocial counselling with SathSath. We told Phiroj that he 
could improve and lead a healthy life with good food, regular exer-
cise, regular medicines, and regular medical visits. This made him feel 
positive.
 
Considering, the interests he had demonstrated, SathSath provided 
Phiroj with a three-month-long beautician and hair stylist course. Phiroj 
worked hard and completed the training. It was his first step in a path 
towards success.
 
Today, Phiroj is one the best known makeup artists in the entertainment 
industry in Nepal. He does dressing of the hair and make up for art-
ists, actors, and actresses. People love him, with his dedication, hard 
work, and good nature. People are satisfied with him.
 
“Now I want to go into the movie industry. I want to do the hair and 
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Phiroj is one the best known makeup artists 
in the entertainment industry in Nepal. 

He does the hair and make of artists, actors, and actresses.



makeup for renown celebrities of Nepal. I am so thankful to SathSath 
for helping me find my self-confidence and for providing me with op-
portunity,” he says.
 
With goals, hard work, and SathSath’s support, he did it. With a 
positive mind set comes happiness in life. Phiroj is an example of it.
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You can reach us through our 

Virtual Drop-in-Center 
at

www.sathsath.org/virtualdic

You do not need to reveal your 
identity with us to seek support 
online. You chat with our online 

staffs and psychosocial counsellors 
for support and assistance. 

We KEEP and MAINTAIN

CONFIDENTIALITY 
of our clients.





“That day, he took me into a bathroom and did things to me no one 
could and shoved 500 rupees note on my face. And threatened to kill 
if I told anyone.” Bikash said it in a breath.

“Isn’t it strange, Miss.? Is it strange for a boy to do bad things with 
other boys, that man did it to me?”

He finally began to open up with me, but I could feel the pain he felt 
in his innocent questions. He was 11 years old when I first met him. 
But even for a young boy like him, he had an immense burden on his 
face. It felt like, he wanted to spill out everything in his little heart that 
was holding him down. 

“My family has my mother, father, sister and me. I love playing with 
my friends. I am really fond of my friends. While playing we used to 
wander all kinds of places. I preferred spending time with my friends 

Growing up with pain…

10

I met a 30-year-old man who used to treat me with 
mo:mos and sometimes gives 

me money as well. He used to take me to movie. 
I called him elder brother. 

He really became close to me and one day 
he took me to the toilet and ... 

57



more than being at home. Being with my friends is more fun.” He said.

While he talked about his friend, I could see his face light up. But, 
suddenly it disappeared. 

“What happened, Biwash?” I asked him.

“Did you know, Miss, I am a son of a bigger,” He said.

This took me by surprise. Why did he bring out that fact, so suddenly, 
and being from a marginal family could have had anything to do with 
where he is now.

“It doesn’t matter,” I try to console him “Everyone has problems!”

I felt like he was not very happy with what I said. He gave me a weak 
smile and began to tell his story.

“I am not disappointed with my mother. My parents did what they 
could. Begged around temples and street, collected money from stran-
gers, enough for us to cover our family expenses. But my father is 
drunkard and abusive, because of him we were in this situation. My 
father never paid any attention to me or my sister, no matter what we 
did. Due to this I preferred not to be at home. I never felt like our house 

was a home. I used to go around with my friend and even go out of 
town with them if I could. 

“It was during that time that I met a man in his thirties. He grew very 
close to me and with my friends. We felt like he was like a big brother 
to us. So we called him Dai. He used to takes us to eat MO:MOs 
and movies. He also gave me money sometimes. We used to like him 
very much. 

“But one day, he took me his home and to the bathroom. He did really 
bad things to me. He hurt me, and touched my private parts. I didn’t 
liked what had happened to me. 
“I was really scared of him after incident and I tried never go in-front of 
him. But somehow he found my house and threatened to kill my mother 
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“I was really scared of him after that and I tried never go in-front 
of him. But somehow he found my house and came to me. There 

he threatened to kill my mother and my sister”



and my sister if I didn’t do as he told me to do so. And threaten me 
if I told anything about him what he had done to me to anybody. It 
scared me and I didn’t tell anyone for a very long time.”
“But, I have many questions, Miss. I used to be very scared and still 
scared of what had happened to me and of that man but because of 
you and SathSath, I am not as scared as I used to be, why is that?.” 

I tired to console his feeling with counselling techniques instead of giv-
ing verbal answer so I gave him a few papers and pencils and told 
him to write what he wanted. 

He looked at me in confusion and said, “Miss, what should I draw?”
“Anything you want that you want to through away from your life!” I 
told him.

“Hmm, Okay Miss”

After he finished his drawing he showed it to me. Then we had chat 
on his drawing he made and show him way out to deal with it per-
sonally and ensured if he need any support SathSath will be there for 
him at any time. I can see confident built up inside him. He was given 
counselling sessions and given shelter at Crisis Centre temporarily.

Few days later he came to me and said, “I want to study and become 
a good person. I want to be like you Miss and help other.” I was 
elated to hear from Biwash that he is concern with his future.

Hearing this made me very proud of what we do here at SathSath. 

Today, Biwash studies in class three with the help of SathSath.

Since, Biswash came in contact with SathSath, he was given series of 
psychosocial counselling sessions. SathSath made him strong enough 
to fight for the justice for him and punishment to the perpetrator. It took 
consistence effort by SathSath teams, co-working with line organiza-
tions and Nepal Police to make the court case. Biswash convinced 
that perpetrator must be punished and we went forward for legal 
procedure and succeed to jail the perpetrator.
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“I was finally able to cry today and revive myself from all that I 
had gone through,” Sudin said with a sense of hope in his voice. As 
he spoke, his eyes were filled with tears. “I trusted him and he took 
advantage of my trust. Though, he was like my big brother because 
of him today I am going though this situation.” Sudin explains with 
regret in his voice.

Sudin is only son of the well off family from Kathmandu. He grew up 
in lavishly full of hope and joy. Everyone who knew him consider him 
a funny and loved his jokes. Because of his happy and cheerful nature 
his family and friends adored him.

It was a day before school vacations. A boy from a year ahead of 
him at school - he was like a big brother to Sudin. He asked Sudin to 
join him to a trip at his village at Bradiya. This was an exciting thought 
for Sudin as he had never visited southwest part of Nepal. Looking at 
the excitement, Sudin had about the trip, his parents agreed to let him 
travel with his school brother.

Eternal pain 
from faith in a friend

11

“How could I say that I was sexually assaulted? 
With whom could I share that?”

61



Sudin recalls, “If my parent had stopped me to travel at that time, I 
would be the same person.” But when I came back from that trip, I was 
not the same person I used to be. 

Sudin was very excited for the trip. His school brother took Sudin to his 
house in the village. The village and the people seemed very nice. He 
had a very small house but his family was very welcoming to Sudin. 
At night he asked Sudin to sleep in his room as there were not enough 
room. This didn’t bother Sudin and gladly agreed to share room. But, 
as the night progressed Sudin noticed the change in his behaviour. He 
was being very physical with Sudin. He tried touching Sudin’s private 
parts. At first, Sudin ignored, he thought it might be the casual physi-
cally intimate gestures of his school brother as he used to joke with him 
similarly at school sometimes.

But, it was strange when his brother demanded that they sleep in just 
underwear. He knew it was a hot night, but it was not hot enough 
for them to sleep with barely anything on. When Sudin joined with 
him in the bed, he tried to tease him in a very sexually intimate way, 
he hugged Sudin and touched stoked him. Sudin didn’t liked it very 
much so he tried to push away. Suddenly, he slapped Sudin, pushed 
Sudin flat on the bed, climbed over him and tried to kiss him. That’s  
how the assault started. Sudin faced a kind of horror, he had never 
expected from his bother to him but it was grim reality he forcefully 
faced that night. 

“I cried all night after what had happened to me while he slept be-
side me, like nothing had happened. I felt my whole world crumble 
beneath me and I wished I could ran back to my parents. There was 
no one to protect me, and no one I can trust, he betrayed me.”

After what had happened the night before, Sudin couldn’t stay in that 
place any longer. He left early that morning without anyone’s notice. 
He caught the first bus to Kathmandu and came home.
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Because of this 
I could not face my mother. 
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Even though he had escaped from him, he had to face a more danger-
ous demon that was growing inside him. He was disgusted at what 
had happen to him, angry at everyone around him. He hated his 
school brother for what he had done to him. He was furious with his 
parents for not being there for him. But most of all he was angry with 
himself for failing victim of sexual assault and cannot protect himself 
and to stop him at that moment. How stupid did he have to be, not 
noticing a predator he trusted for such long time. He scolded himself. 
He started blaming himself, leading to sleepless night, with nightmares 
of that dark night and forced himself to spiralling into depression. 

“It’s not like I didn’t try to tell my parents about what had happed. But 
every time I tired, I failed. How could I tell them that I had been sexu-
ally assaulted? Who would believe me, who would believe that a guy 
like brotherly figure did something so horrifying to me?” 

“Because of this, even after I came home, I could not face my mother. 
I stopped going to my mother’s kitchen just to avoid her. All I could do 
was stay in my room and cry!”

“I was just a helpless kid with fear and anger in my heart.” Sudin says 
as a drop of tear slowly rolls down him face.

He takes a deep breath and wipes the tears, gives a weak smile try-
ing to pull himself together. “Thank you for talking to me. After talking 
to you, my confidence and morals are a lot more higher, it relived me. 
Because of you, mam, now I can focus more on my studies. I would 
really like to thank SathSath and you, counsellor miss for giving me 
back my hope and a courage to live on.”

Today, Sudin is a regular visitor at the SathSath, where he has friendly 
conversation with others and help others who have been in a similar 
situation. When I saw him smiling that fills my heart with joy.





 

Shubhanshu is from the city of Butwal, in South-Central Nepal. 
When he was a child, he faced sexual abuse in his uncle’s house. 
He carried a lot of pain in his young heart, but was afraid to share 
it with anyone.
 
“Whenever my mom went to uncle’s house, she always took me with 
her. My uncle sexually abused me every time when I was taken to his 
house and threatened me if I tell anyone, he would kill my mother. I 
was shaken deeply with fear. Because of love; I have for my mother, 
I could not bare sharing with her what has happening to me,” Shub-
hanshu told me while visiting the SathSath a few months ago.
 

“This abuse went on for two years. Whenever my uncle would come 
close to me, I would hide behind my mother. But, my mother never 
noticed. If my mother had understood me and maybe if I had shared 

The bitter truth

12

When Shubhanshu was a child he faced sexual violence. 
Why was he, not attracted towards the opposite sex? 

Instead, should he not have a hatred towards same sex? 
Why he keep sexual relations with men? 
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what I had been gone through, today my situation… would not be 
the same.” Shubhanshu suddenly stopped talking and covered his 
face with his hands. He wiped his tears and took a deep breath.
 
I asked, “And you did not tell your mother.”

I used to tell my mother that I will not play with uncle. I will not stay 
with him?’ but I was never listened,” He answered before I was able 
to finish my question.
 
“I told her many times, but my mother, instead scold me and say that 
I should not say such things about my uncle. What else could I do? 
Tell me, Miss.”

I was speechless. He continued, “Did you know, Miss, I hate when 
anything related to my uncle comes up in conversation. If I could, I 
would hit him with a Khukuri.”
 
I did not know how to react. But, I did see his anger. 

I made him realize that the answer to violence is not violence. I 
shared with him that there are many children who have faced sexual 
violence at the hands of relatives. I told him that he must move on 
from the past, to set goals, and work towards a better future. He left 
home convinced on my advices. 
 
During his next visit to the SathSath, Shubhanshu seemed very ex-
cited. He shared that he was happy. He soon will have a job inter-
view.
 
He moved to Kathmandu to continue his studies. He stayed in a hos-

As he grew older, he became sexually curious. 
He found that he was attracted to men. 

Excited by the idea and surrounded 
by other friends who liked men and 

he decided to keep relations with same sex.
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tel. Away from his family, he was no longer subjected to his uncle’s 
abuse. His father and mother had strained relations, which pushed 
his mother to go abroad for work.
 
Shubhanshu was known among his classmates as very friendly and 
good natured. As he grew older, he became sexually curious. He 
found that he was attracted to men. Excited by the idea and sur-
rounded by other friends who liked men, he decided to keep rela-
tions with the same sex. 

While engaged in sexual activity, he contracted STI and became 
victim of depression. 
 
When Shubhanshu was a child he faced sexual violence. Why was 
he not attracted towards the opposite sex? Why did he keep sexual 
relations with men? Instead, he have hated men? These questions 
played in my mind. I have not found answers to them.
 
Shubhanshu came in contact with a SathSath employee during our 
regular online outreach. He agreed to visit office. He was in criti-
cal condition when SathSath met him. During counselling, he was 
educated about the health risks associated with unsafe sex. He was 
provided with a health checkups and other necessary examinations. 
The tests found that he was HIV positive. After the diagnosis he be-
came hopeless and depressed. He tried to commit suicide.
 
Considering his critical situation, he continued counselling with Sath-
Sath. He was sent for further health screenings and referred for taking 
medication. He made contact with his family, and they took respon-
sibility over his care. SathSath provided Shubhanshu and his family 
with counseling, informing them that with certain necessary support, 
Shubhanshu could live a good life. SathSath continues to counsel 
the family.
 
Shubhanshu is currently studying management in Kathmandu. He 
says that he wants to work and live independently. Hearing him say 
this, I feel good. He sounds optimistic and positive.
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Shubhanshu and his family will continue to receive support from Sath-
Sath. 

Is it possible to correlate the trauma he had experienced as a child 
and the problems he currently facing? This is just the unanswered 
questions in my minds. Does sexual abuse in childhood leads to 
attracting towards same sex or its just the misconceptions. Still its a 
unanswered question for me.

68


