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		On Human Sexuality and Sexual Power

		

		“It would be wise to drop our assumptions when it comes to sexual needs and desires—throw away the advice books that attempt to define a particular sexuality for men and another for women; and instead focus solely on what we find to be true and honest for ourselves. What others say they feel and desire should have no bearing on what we experience; and we can have no judgments on ourselves for running contrary to what we think is “mainstream.” Nor do we have the right to judge what others find sexually satisfying.”

		

		“Though I define myself as a sexual submissive, I’ve never thought of myself as powerless. In fact, in the old days when I still struggled with my sexuality, I did feel like a powerless woman. Accepting my sexuality has given me far more confidence, self-determination, and wisdom than I had before. It has given me a vibrant creative outlet, economic liberty, and a fulfilling marriage.”

		

		“Whether the sexual expression is straight, gay, bisexual, dominant, or submissive, or something else, makes no differences as long as it is real. Real power in our world comes from being honest with who we are.”

		

		“Do you want your choices defined and controlled by habit, fear, and society’s confusing values and rules, or do you want to take control of your choices? Exercising your power to choose is real liberation and the path to mastering your life.”

		

		

		Take me tempest into your heart

		take me into visions

		take me blindly, so that I cannot see with my eyes,

		or hear with anything but with my inner ears

		that become tuned to my heart’s desire

		Take me rapidly into your wind,

		sweep through me

		in brilliant gusts of fire

		that send me to lands elsewhere,

		where I no longer exist

		except in the atoms of the air

		Make your scouring of me a passionate activity

		burnish me so I cannot forget

		or question what you’ve done to me

		or seek any other answers

		but this one immutable one

		I have become …

		Summer Of Love © 1998 Lizbeth Dusseau

		

		

		To Ken

		Who has endured my bizarre sexual odyssey with grace, wit, uncompromising candor, and remarkable patience.

		I thank him for taking my awakening journey with me and for his very special poetry that appears

		throughout this book.

		

		For my readers

		whose acceptance and encouragement

		is always my inspiration

		

	
		

		Chapter One

		Biting The Apple

		

		Let the chaos come, let the order die away. All things change, worlds come and go. I wasn’t born into this one with conflict to let it simmer and then destroy my life—

		Chaos In Paradise © 1998

		

		

		When you mention sex, people flinch, it’s a normal response.

		It has to do with getting naked, about body parts—penises, vaginas, breasts, asses and the physical sensations that rip through those body parts like a lightning bolt rips through a turgid summer evening, leaving a soul-sapping heat so mellow you can hardly move. But, getting naked is more than about exposing body parts, it’s as much about stripping the soul naked as it is about anything physical. It may be easy to shed clothes for sex, but it’s something altogether different getting naked and sharing souls.

		That’s where the real uneasiness and embarrassment about sex occurs, where the flinching begins—in the sharing secrets, whispering dreams, concocting visions in that great hereafter of an orgasmic moment when everything in the universe is supremely perfect. People flinch at the very mention of sex because they’re afraid of the possibilities for honesty, the vulnerability and the loss of control that makes the sex act the most extraordinary, mental, physical, emotional and spiritual act possible between two human beings.

		Sex is sacred and profane all at the same moment. It’s the essential creative act. It’s animal breathing new life into animal, it’s the ultimate act of dying, it’s surrender, conquest, triumph, and peace. It’s that split second when pheromones collide and the body follows sensation to its end … the times we curl up to a lover just to keep warm … and those sticky hot nights when we’re almost too tired to move, but the blood boils anyway, and the loins get hot as desire overpowers the need to sleep. It’s human nature calling us, whispering secrets in our ear, and beckoning us to come along. Most of the time we don’t know why. It simply feels terrific—the foreplay, the spasming joy, and the exhausted aftermath, when tremor after small earthquake tremor reminds us we’ve been somewhere special for one bliss-filled slip of time.

		

		Sex has become more than just a physical act—or even the emotional and spiritual joining of two people. It is now a commodity advertisers use to sell everything from jeans, to beer, to cars, to tennis shoes. It is sadly, and all too often, coupled in our popular media with the term violence—as if the two go hand in hand. Our society has become like peeping Toms, peering into people’s bedrooms with titillated curiosity, only to judge what we see there. We love the sensations of sex, we celebrate and encourage it with our young, but then blush embarrassed when we are confronted by it. It remains now, as it has throughout history, the most mysterious, misunderstood, relished, judged and mesmerizing piece of human existence.

		This book is a blatantly candid, no holds barred discussion of sex. It’s about the discoveries I’ve made about sexuality over the past forty some years, and about the wisdom I’ve received that has turned a life filled with sexual bewilderment and self-judgment (my life), into one that now basks in the joy of this very real part of my human experience.

		Who am I to write this book? I am an erotica writer by profession, the result of a spiritual quest that landed me in this unusual occupation. I’ve been penning over-the-edge pornographic novels for ten years, believing that I have a mission to touch more than the loins of the readers that stumble on my work—that I have a calling to enlighten the world about sexual truth.

		In the rest of my life, I am a mother, a business owner, and the wife, lover and best friend to a peach of fellow, my husband Ken. In my heart and soul, I am a perpetual seeker of spiritual answers. And in that regard, I think of sex as a grand piece of our human spiritual design, all too often reviled and ignored by those who represent spiritual truth in our culture.

		In the late 1960’s and 70’s I studied psychology in college for the reason many pursue that field—I wanted to learn about myself. I’ve been trained as a paraprofessional counselor, taken thousands of dollars worth of weekend enlightenment seminars, have explored the mysteries of the New Age, been rebirthed, regressed, healed, cleansed and massaged into a greater understanding of myself. Some time around 1988, I discovered that I had a wealth of untapped sexual fantasy, which would not only become the source of a great awakening, but that would rescue my family from financial ruin, and provide a means to personal fulfillment and a reborn spirit.

		I have a passion for writing erotic novels that are grossly politically incorrect—about women who have strange desires—most often the desire to be sexually dominated by men. I write stories about women who dare to make sexual choices in their lives that would be shunned by both the right wing conservatives of our society and left wing feminists who would label my work degrading pornography. I write about spanking, punishment, S&M, Dominance/submission, and female bisexuality with a casualness that suggests these sex acts are natural, not bizarre oddities.

		The truth is, however, it wouldn’t matter if I were writing as a female dominant, a lesbian, a transsexual, or represented some other unique form of sexuality, the message of this book would be the same. The nature of my erotica is simply what is real for me, an honest product of my sexual fantasies that I have nurtured since I first began to daydream and create erotic stories in my mind. Within my novels I breath life into my characters and explore the inner workings of the female mind (and sometimes the masculine mind as well). I subtly and sometimes not so subtly (when I climb on my soapbox) talk of sexual acceptance, and the power of making sexual choices that reflect what is real for each individual.

		I had a dream five years ago, just as my Pink Flamingo Publications company was getting started … I was in the kitchen making applesauce, peeling crunchy green Granny Smiths, and throwing them into a huge kettle, where, with a little heat and sugar, they cooked and simmered into sweet, easy-to-digest applesauce—the kind that slides down the throat so easily you hardly realize you’ve eaten anything at all. Apples, being an age-old symbol of truth, suggested that my work was about truth. Apples themselves are crunchy, sometimes hard to swallow and digest—just as swallowing and digesting the truth is sometimes pretty tough. The dream reminded me that I was to slip applesauce, not apples, into my novels—between the lines talk about the sexual philosophy that liberated me. In some small way I’d be sharing my liberation with my readers—even if their only aim in reading my fiction was to find a moment of sexual solitude and physical release as my tale spun a fantasy in their minds. My erotic novels are filled with applesauce—ideas not always found in typical erotic fiction.

		Unlike my erotica, however, this book is a crunchy apple book. It talks of acceptance, choice, and discovering personal desires. I focus on truth, taking the masks of character, plot, and graphic sex away, and going after the core of wisdom. It is my hope that what I share here will enlighten those who are still puzzled by their sexuality, give inspiration to those who are tentative about what lies inside them, and provide a beacon of light to those who have struggled in the darkness of sexual fear.

		In speaking of sexual fear, I have been there. Over half my life I sweated, cried, and tore myself apart over my sexual anxieties, missteps, and inadequacies. I cursed a world that made me miserable over the very simplest of human acts. I’ve been afraid, ashamed and frigid—so frigid that my otherwise open and sharing marriage turned into a nightmare, with a potentially destructive turmoil underneath our uneasy calm.

		The good news is, I cured my frigidity rather than have it become more entrenched. I overcame the fear and shame I associated with my sexual self, and found a way to live peacefully with my flourishing sexuality. I even found a way to relax and pleasure in this most natural part of life.

		I know that not all people share my trauma over sexuality. For many, sex has never been anything but an enjoyable pleasure. But for those, like me, who have struggled with physical sensation and sexual repression, I offer a solution to their faltering sexual responses, and a way to ease the gnawing guilt that eats away at the insides and turns the body cold. I seek to thaw what has become frozen in our bellies and loins, that we might become the warmly sensuous people that God created us to be—and from that, find more fulfillment and joy in life.

		This books often shares very personal details of my past history as illustrations. While writing it, I often asked myself, why would I want to be so self-revealing? But then I remember, it was often the candid stories of others that most eased my guilt and helped me not feel so alone. And, it was when I was brave enough to share myself that I found the most acceptance. It’s only through being open and sometimes vulnerable that we can breach the chasms that keep us from intimacy and self-understanding. When I look into the eyes of someone struggling with these issues and see a flicker of recognition, I’m compelled to keep telling my story as honestly as I can. When my readers write to tell me that my erotica is “empowering and personally nurturing,” or in seminars I’ve taught, I hear my story told back to me again and again by women who have the same history with their sexuality, the value of what I do becomes all the more clear. This book is a finale for me—one of the last pieces in a journey that began in earnest ten years ago. Truly, I wrote it as much for myself as I did for those who will read it. It puts my discoveries and my sexual philosophy into a concrete form, allowing me to clearly see the results of my efforts. No Apologies is a beginning as well, as I move into the rest of my life with this very important part of my character finally at peace.

		This journey may sound strange, even bizarre at times. But I invite you to follow along and see if between the covers of this book, you might find practical answers to some real life dilemmas.

		

		

		Obsession

		A thought…random… fleeting… unbidden,

		leaping from cell to cell

		in a tantalizing dance,

		of what's to follow.

		

		A thought… returning with friends… demanding… impatient,

		twisting in a spiral

		of unrecognized lack,

		seeking attention's wandering gaze.

		

		A thought… swelling with desire… festering with passion,

		as it's slowly brought to a boil

		over lust's licking flames,

		stoked by insatiable hunger.

		

		A thought… powerful… commanding… singleminded,

		shouting orders on the mind's battlefield,

		as it swaggers back and forth

		adorned in emotion's field-marshal’s uniform.

		

		A thought… leading the body in hell born pursuit…

		of appetite's need,

		nerves pulsing in pleasure filled desire,

		seeking to worship

		at gratification's alter.

		

		A thought… exploding in completion…

		dying of spent release,

		on the altar’s cold stone,

		as orgasm

		becomes one with obsession…

		

		A thought… random… fleeting… unbidden,

		leaping from cell to cell,

		in a tantalizing dance

		of what's to follow…

		KEH

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		Blooming Gardens Of Sensuous Joy

		

		There are intimate moments beyond the absurd ones, when caressing each other is enough—when holding each other tightly is all I need, a regular celebration of old-fashioned sex, riding about the bed, one on top and then the other, and then sometimes just lazily side by side. There are times too when I'm not happy without diving into the pool of darkness and swimming in its crazy, painful waters, or when I'm required to flaunt my sexuality and dare the world to judge it. Regardless, I trust that whatever deeds this gentle spirit of my soul leads me to, the divine is there, and peace is present, and the dry, arid wastelands of my life have become blooming gardens of sensuous joy.

		Naked Revelations © 1996

		

		

		This tale of sexual awakening began many years ago… when a young girl’s sexuality began to flower as she imagined herself being spanked by a stern and keen-eyed dominant man. Oh! The image of a leather belt was so imprinted in my mind, that that single image still has the power to provoke a profound sexual heat in my groin. I was not yet five years old when that image first appeared in my daydreams.

		By the time I was a teenager my fantasies developed into elaborate tales, involving more sophisticated themes of bondage and whipping, being tied to trees and harbored in deviant nunneries, abused for the pleasure of men and of course my own physical need. Inside my head there was a voice of low timbre and dispassionate reasoning, that led me through strange rituals that I sometimes performed in my waking life. All this disturbing secret life existed to satisfy what was obviously an urgent need as mysterious as it was unusual.

		Being a correct and proper child of the 60’s, with my fantasies there was guilt. Living in a repressed world where sex was whispered about by adults and giggled about by raunchy adolescents, I was certain that my secret life was a sin. This seems like a reasonable response for a churchgoing young woman with a driving need to feel holy and pure.

		Unfortunately, the paradox between my fantasies and my striving for purity was a nagging burden. Adding to this dilemma, I so suppressed my fantasies by force of will and passion that they became highly compartmentalized—reserved for only those times when I couldn’t bear not to indulge. And yet, in the remainder of my life I felt empty—as dry as the hot Santa Ana winds that used to roar through the Southern California tract neighborhood where I grew up.

		I prayed to God to be released from the “horror” of masturbation that took such “twisted” and “perverse” turns in my mind that I was sure were morally wrong. If I believed in a devil—which I didn’t—I might have concluded that I was possessed.

		For weeks, my sexual feelings would disappear. But then suddenly, and without warning, the force I used to drive away my fantasy life would crack. I’d be reading a newspaper and stumble on ads in the LA Times for adult theaters. These were mere teases—women in sexy outfits with pursed lips and generous cleavage, come-ons aimed at men. The sight of these ads tripped a switch in my mind, and turned my body on fire. Unable to drive off the overpowering feelings, I’d be off to enact a complicated masturbation ritual often with ropes, self-spanking and lusty bathroom dancing. It wouldn’t end until an orgasm relieved the demanding physical need. For a few brief seconds my body would spasm in tense and clenching jolts.

		Once my ritual was complete, I’d be at the bathroom sink, washing my hands of the stain my desire left on them as though I could wash away the guilt. Unfortunately, ridding myself of guilt was hardly that easy.

		These masturbations became obsessive/compulsive acts I had little control over as soon as the ritual took hold of my behavior. The voice inside my head would speak to me, and my mind would flood with pictures as though they were rising from a locked storeroom. With the deadbolt to that storeroom suddenly opened, the power of those suppressed images could not go unanswered. I might live with them for several hours, hoping they would fade and eventually disappear, but I don’t recall that ever happening. I didn’t have the strength to ignore them at that point, and my physical response was too pleasurable to dismiss.

		I couldn’t stop myself. My conscious mind was not in control, the voice of my desire was.

		

		As a teenager, I was boy crazy. With my hormones going berserk, I fell into the arms of my high school boyfriend, sexual need ripping me like wildfire. We made-out like animals about to mate—but then, I abruptly stopped. The sex ended with our clothes half off and our bodies frantic for the climax that never came. At one time in my adolescence I was referred to as a prick tease, though I never really understood what the label meant. I didn’t see anything wrong with stopping midstream, especially when the moral directive in my head said, “no more.”

		It was wrong in the mid 1960’s to have premarital sex—at least wrong in my world, where I carried a weighty rulebook in my head for a pure and Christ-like life. Church was my salvation and my greatest passion—perhaps the goodness that offset the secret physical need that plagued me. My body screamed to have sex, but my mind screamed right back, “good girls wait until they’re married”. I was a good girl, so I waited.

		I came to the conclusion (and this was not a conscious one), that what lust I felt for my boyfriend had to be stopped. I clamped down on it, refused to feel it, and slowly, as the months of our relationship moved from one to the next, the physical sensations began to recede. There were no more tingling kisses that connected to my crotch, no more shivering at his touch, no more grabbing, painful spasms between my thighs. Even my fantasies for him died.

		I was still boy crazy and remained so throughout college until I met Ken. But with my “no sex before marriage” directive, each occasion for lust needed to be curtly crushed before it could get started. Not before marriage.

		By the time I lifted the ban—one boyfriend before Ken—my physical sexual response was a subdued reflection of its previous magnitude.

		I still found my compulsive masturbations taking charge of me—they were part of a different world, a different me. I separated the sensation I felt at those times from my understanding and experience of sex with men. Only during those masturbation episodes did my body come alive.

		To my compound sexual quandaries even more, during my freshman year in college, I had a profound relationship with a woman. We shared our religious beliefs—the initial thing that bonded us—and from the first day we met, the intimacy we shared was exhilarating. We talked endlessly about everything, pouring out heart and soul, making ourselves like open books before each other’s unconditional acceptance. Although I didn’t share my darkest sexual secrets with her—no one would ever know about them—our intimacy was amazing. I often told myself—if only she was a guy. We hugged, we touched, held hands, and occasionally kissed on the cheek. I refused to acknowledge that any of this was sexual—homosexuality was a verboten mystery that, in 1968, I only vaguely knew existed. She was, however, my first real love affair, and she rocked my sense of self at a very deep level. Because I couldn’t deal with the conflict she raised in me I drove her off within six months. The horrible ache that followed took many more months to disappear. The underlying sexual truth of our relationship would have to wait for some years before it would become clear to me.

		

		Between the free sex of the 60’s and an increasingly more permissive environment at college, my ironclad rule on premarital sex began to lose its strength by my junior year. I concluded that my prohibition on premarital sex didn’t have much meaning for me anymore—I could still be reasonably Christian. But what I did require was a complete relationship with a man, an open, loving, honest, tender, and sexual relationship. I wanted the whole package.

		Interestingly, the boyfriend that helped me break through my sexual barrier only wanted one thing—sex. As far as having the honest, communicating relationship I dreamed of, he was worthless. I considered him and a string of boys like him to be mere infatuations, pure lust, and nothing more. I concluded after several painful disappointments that I couldn’t trust lust to lead me to love.

		When I met Ken, we quickly became committed to a future together. He was all that my infatuations were not: loyal, adoring, affectionate, and willing to talk for hours. From the beginning, we enjoyed a romantic and sexual courtship. The sex was good, though not great—I felt as though I was only half there physically. But I didn’t worry about what was missing. It didn’t seem to matter when I had so much more than sex in this relationship.

		I married Ken because he loved me with an abandon that astounded me. I couldn’t deny him—if he loved me this much, it certainly had to be right. Though he wasn’t one of those guys that turned my insides upside down, I trusted him where I’d been so wary of those more sexually titillating guys who had no substance behind their words of love.

		Once married, I was determined to make our marriage perfect.

		Unfortunately, there were problems from the beginning. I had no reason now to feel guilty about sex. I was married to a man I loved. And yet, the sexual desire that roared through me during my adolescence simply wasn’t in me anymore.

		The year before we were married was great fun sexually. We’d see each other every two weeks because I lived in LA and he in San Francisco. Our reunions were written like the pages of a romance novel. But once we were living together, his seemingly constant need for affection drove me crazy. When he touched me, my body clenched more than it enjoyed. My skin often crawled with agitation and anxiety, and I repeatedly pushed him away. I could tolerate the sex act itself, but I was frigid to his foreplay.

		Physical affection was not part of my upbringing. It wasn’t until I went to college that I discovered that people hugged each other just to say hello or goodbye. After some time in that environment, I could enjoy greeting my friends with a hug, and could lay my hand on someone’s shoulder without being afraid. With Ken, I married into a raucous, brawling family that hugged every day. Affection was natural and expected. I know my physical awareness changed when I began living in this more touchy/feely world. But to suddenly be living with a man that frequently expected tenderness and touch was emotionally exhausting. The unpleasant physical anxiety made me push him away.

		After eight months of fighting myself, and Ken’s needs, we bought a dog. Some of the pressure on me was lifted with Ken putting his affectionate attentions on this playful puppy. Seems rather absurd that a dog would intervene to ease the tension between a faltering husband and wife.

		

		Throughout our early marriage sex was frequent (at least twice a week), but not easy. Ken was patient and willing to try anything to help me experience pleasure. He brought home fictional pornography that often jump-started my body. Between the pages of a novel or the lines of a juicy story in Penthouse Variations, I delved into fantasy, going full tilt into whatever extremes my mind visualized after the initial scenario was suggested. With a variety of masturbation styles—more normal compared to my teenage episodes—I got off, sometimes during, often after penetration.

		After a while, Ken noticed my interest in the extremes… it was always the most taboo fantasies that did the trick to elicit my sexual response. I was rarely turned on without the stimulation of pornographic stories… and it was only those scenes with spanking, bondage, punishment, S&M and occasionally exhibitionism, that allowed my fantasies to bring me to a climax.

		Sometimes, when I couldn’t find that trip switch, I faked orgasm because it was easier. And, sometimes I had sex with myself because that was easier too.

		Five years into our marriage, when a riding crop suddenly appeared one night during sex, I greeted it with mixed feelings—awe, arousal, fear, and repulsion. Ken had discovered that occasionally in the middle of sex I enjoyed him slapping my thighs or bottom. At just the right times, when the stimulation fired my sexual response, I’d eagerly ask for more. This was not a constant trait of our sex life though it sometimes created a few instants of spontaneous magic. The crop was sleek, leather, and filled with the aura of darkness that surrounded its use in my fantasy world. Though it sometimes gave me great pleasure, it was always a reminder of the dark angel in my psyche that refused to disappear, and it remained in the drawer of Ken’s highboy much more often than I was willing for him to use it.

		While our sex life was reasonable, there were a few notable rough spots. While I enjoyed the erotic novels Ken bought, I loathed the “swinger” pornography he sometimes brought home for himself. I shuddered at the lewd pictures and suggestive ads. Anything sexual outside our bedroom tied me in knots. I was scared to wear clothes that were the least bit revealing. I could hardly stand to be alone with a man other than Ken—especially one I found attractive. I certainly wasn’t interested in “that” stuff.

		To the outside world, I gave the appearance of being a prim, uptight and even hollow woman—a comment that was made to me in a seminar I attended in the early 1980’s. Beneath that cool exterior, I was frigid and frustrated.

		

		By the end of the 1970’s, after our first child, we took several seminars in personal enlightenment. The first of these were filled with positive thinking philosophy and simple meditation techniques that stirred our minds and opened new areas of communication between us. The second seminar we attended was more intimate and emotional. When the topic turned to sex, I was stunned. Ken took this class some months before me. So going alone, I was completely on my own to explore and interact with my classmates on this very personal subject. As the discussion proceeded, I found the sleeping bear of my sexual response awakening with an unexpected roar.

		I learned that most of my fellow students masturbated, that it was common to have fantasies about people of the same gender (this was still long before most gays and lesbians were coming out of the closet), and that for most people, sex is a natural and enjoyable act. More importantly, as the discussion of sex proceeded in a very straightforward manner, my body turned on. Pleasurable sensations pulsed through me as though a dam suddenly burst. When the men shared a sexual fantasy they created for the women in the class—we sat back, eyes closed and listened. My body started to tingle; and the response was so profound, I nearly orgasmed without a single physical touch. This was pretty amazing for a woman whose sexual response was so narrowly defined that only my carefully constructed fantasies could get me off.

		Still, the seminar was not a complete awakening. When I was asked to share my most outrageous sexual experience, I don’t remember what I said, but it had nothing to do with the masturbations of my adolescence—or my dark fantasies. I was still too ashamed of that hidden side of my sexual experience. Without hearing any direct comment on S&M and other such taboos, I had no resolution for that nagging part of me. I did learn to accept masturbation as healthy, and that my love affair with my female college friend was not as unnatural as I feared. While I had much still disturbing me, the class did start to dismantle some of the fear that kept my body frozen.

		When Ken and I reunited after the class, the sex that followed was more explosive and passionate than any we’d ever enjoyed. My eager body seemed a miracle result—though that raging wildfire faded within a week of the seminar’s end. I was left with an empty longing and no way to bring back the delight and freedom of those few days. It was a blessing in one sense to know that a more exciting sex life was possible, but a curse in another way when I failed to resurrect the wonderful feelings. That curse sat side by side with the dungeons and bondage, the spankings and whips that remained in the secret realm of my fantasy life. That realm only became more tangled, the tales in my mind filled with dominant men and sex acts that required chains and leather, harnesses and Medieval racks. The paradox between my inner and outer life made me wonder if I was sane—or just perverted.

		If anything, after the seminar, sex became more frustrating.

		Ken and I tried a more open and interactive approach—tiptoeing more often into my fantasies to make them real. One night, Ken surprised me, laying a black garter belt, stockings, heels, and the riding crop on the bed. I freaked, lashing out at him for pushing this in my face. On other occasions, I tried enacting some spanking or bondage scene from my fantasies—but they rarely turned me on. I'd freeze before we even began. Our attempts to put those sex acts into practice even in some mild form, rarely worked. Usually, if it was something spontaneous, we had a better chance of a pleasurable end. But too much preplanning, my body simply wouldn’t respond. No amount of lace, black finery, leather, or spanking would change that. I’d go through the motions lifelessly which only made the experience empty for us both. To experience any sex act with no physical response is like walking through a desert. The only thing I wanted was to get it over with.

		I had such a crazy on/off switch that it was impossible to predict how I’d respond to our sexual plans. My body was a mystery—there was no rhyme or reason to why it remained so unresponsive to physical touch, my sexual stimulation dependent on fantasy.

		Frequently, the mixed results of our sexual adventures were a slap in Ken’s face. He’d do anything to please me, but every failed attempt piled on more frustration and left him feeling rejected. I’d end up crying—trying to explain myself, but I had no explanation.

		One of Ken’s most sexually aroused times is early in the morning. He loved the idea of rolling over next to me while our minds were only half-awake and we were blanketed by the body heat of a long night’s sleep. He’d confront me, half sleeping, with an erection up and ready for action, and I instantly cringed. It made my skin scrawl so badly I couldn’t get out of bed fast enough. I passionately poured out my confused feelings about this, trying to get him to accept and understand me, but there were never enough words to console him, and there was always hurt in his eyes. For me, there remained a heavy weight of guilt as he went to work with the rejection gnawing at his heart.

		Perhaps what made this impasse so foul was that typically, an hour or two later in the day, I’d find myself sexually aroused—for reasons I didn’t understand—and the desire to masturbate would overwhelm me until I took care of myself without him.

		At times, I wondered if we were sexually mismatched. I certainly didn’t belong with him—with his high sex drive, he’d be better off finding a woman who wasn’t so sexually erratic. On other occasions, I cursed him, thinking he was oversexed. He “got it” at least as often as the average married man and his demands made me feel inadequate. For all our ability to communicate openly about so many aspects of our life, when it came to sex we had no clarity. All our conversations about the subject came to the same dead-end.

		One morning, Ken left for work after another painful scene of rejection and guilt. (At the time, I stayed home with our two children and was just beginning to write again.) As I sat at my typewriter, I pounded the keys in frustration—tears flowing. This stalemate, this guilt, this endless pattern had to end; I prayed to God for an answer. I finally searched through the filing cabinet looking for his company health insurance coverage to see if they offered psychological counseling. I was desperate.

		I didn’t go to counseling, didn’t even broach the subject with Ken. I was still afraid to admit that we had a real problem. I needed our marriage to be perfect when it obviously was not.

		I did find an answer to my prayers, however. In an unexpected turn, the resolution we needed entered our lives, taking us into an altogether different counseling environment than the typical “couch trip” variety.

		Our solution began with two unique learning experiences.

		Since our seminar days we maintained an interest in personal enlightenment philosophy, and were willing to try new avenues for self-exploration, generally under the guise that it was fun, intellectually stimulating, and promised to shed new light on spiritual truth and personal understanding. To suggest directly that we were looking for a way to deal with my sexual peculiarities—or Ken’s own personal wars—never came to mind.

		In the fall of 1987, ten years after our first seminar and fifteen years into our marriage, we started a Kendo sword class taught by a friend and martial arts master. A short time later, we began hypnotherapy sessions, again with new friends we met through the church we were attending.

		In both cases, it was Ken tugging me along—quite an about face considering I was the one that insisted we take our first seminar years before. My experience in the Oriental dojo was intellectually interesting; however, I found it difficult to experience the “power” that the marital arts master spoke of—that Yin, spiritual energy that flows through all living things. Yang, as the master described it, is physically produced body energy. What we were seeking to explore and know more fully, however, was the mysterious and mystical Yin.

		In a dozen different ways this master demonstrated the existence of that power. We played physical power games designed to help us feel Yin energy with our hands and bodies. While Ken had no problem with these exercises—the feelings were natural for him—I felt little. My hands remained cold, a sure sign that this life force energy was blocked.

		That only made sense, just as my sexual response was often blocked; though the dojo master offered me no solution on how to open this blocked Yin—or what was blocking its natural flow.

		The hypnotherapy sessions were interesting as well. I even touched on sexual matters during my sessions, but I was uncomfortable under hypnosis sharing my sexual intimacies with people I wasn’t sure I trusted. These sessions did point me inward, suggesting that the answers I sought were inside me—I simply needed a means to tap into that mysterious place.

		Nine months after our dojo and hypnotherapy sessions began, another and most unusual teacher slipped into our lives. For those of you that have read Return To The Garden Of Eden, the whole story of this teacher’s arrival appears there; but for this book it’s only necessary to point out that William became a mirror for both Ken and me, there to help us get beyond the impasses that continually tormented us: Ken’s dilemma over the Vietnam War and my sexual predicament. William was—and is—an astute observer of human behavior and psychology, with a keen, even magical understanding of the human soul—its trials and its joys. He has wit, clarity, and wisdom that astound me. After our first session together, William left me excited and scared about my future as I realized he might truly understand what I really needed.

		He became part of our lives following a weekend seminar that Ken, our martial arts master, and I were teaching on the subjects of personal power and life purpose. Addressing me for the first time, he went straight to the heart of my deepest frustration. He began by asking a question he repeated, at the very least, a hundred times over in the weeks that followed:

		

		What do you fear?

		

		Beginning with that question, William and I took a long and winding journey down the path of my fears… which not surprisingly were ninety percent sexual.

		

		Look at what you fear, what you tend to avoid or passionately react to.

		

		That was a tall order. I avoided many things—things I wasn’t even aware that I was avoiding. Certainly, I feared nearly everything that raised my physical sexual response. I feared my sexual fantasies and all the taboo acts that my imagination created. But even more immediate to my life, I feared men… and women, never wanting to get too close to any person because of the feelings that would arise when I was around them. I interpreted those feelings as sexual—something I subconsciously concluded when I was an adolescent. I spent a lifetime avoiding those uncomfortable feelings because I decided they were inappropriate. My rulebook stated that as a married woman I was allowed only one object for my sexual desire—my husband. To experience lust for any other man or woman was wrong and dangerous. I thought I was betraying Ken if I felt aroused by anyone but him. The result was, I avoided being around most people, particularly being alone with men other than Ken.

		Once that initial question was posed, What do you fear? I met with William regularly, spending my days ferreting out all my sexual fears, avoidances and judgments. After I had pages and pages of fears written down on yellow legal pads, the real enlightenment began to take place. William dared to suggest that behind my fears were Desires. That was a prospect that frightened me.

		

		“You have a great sexual and creative power, Elizabeth. Find your desires and your power will begin to flow.”

		

		“The power the dojo master talked about?” I asked.

		

		“Exactly. The Yin energy if you’d like to call it that.”

		

		Now, this was starting to make sense, and I could even feel the first signs of that Yin energy beginning to tease me.

		I spent hours, day after day, seemingly endless weeks, writing down my desires—and more legal pads were brimming with all the sexual desires I’d been so scared to acknowledge. They were no longer the sole province of my secret life. I no longer pushed the S&M, spanking and other dark elements of my sexual desires into that murky realm of fantasy. Acknowledging them on paper gave them more life than they ever had. Spanking, anal sexuality, women, bondage, exhibitionism, erotic dancing, prostitution, dungeon scenes, gangbangs, orgies, and cheap sexy clothes appeared for me to see in black and white. I was not to judge anything that came to mind, but simply write down what was honestly there.

		Once the general desires were down, I began to spill out desires for specific people, not just hot movie stars I’d never meet—that was too easy. There were men in classes we taught: my next door neighbor, a fellow at church, and several of my closest female friends. Opening to all the fears and the desires behind them, I realized that I had sexual responses to so many things and people it seemed appalling. No wonder I shut down my sexuality. When I was bewildered by this self-exploration, William reminded me:

		

		The purpose of this is NOT to act on all these sexual feelings, but to simply ACCEPT them. Play them out in your head; run them through that great creative mind of yours. Feel the physical response. Don’t turn it off, but allow the natural tingling sensations to arouse you. You need to let your body feel.

		

		The sensations were alarming—arousing, scary and wonderful.

		

		“Now, Elizabeth, accept what you feel. Yes, that person, or this sex act, or those kinky scenarios turned you on. Regardless of the desire, it’s okay to have your fantasies and feel the effect of them in your body. You have nothing to fear from your desires except the consequences of suppressing them. Desires are NOT choices; they are simply desires. And desires are simply what is real.”

		

		Seems my fear had no real purpose but to keep me from feeling.

		

		After a while, Ken and I joked that even a lamppost could turn me on. The beauty of our relationship is that Ken doesn’t have the same set of fears I do. While I find his fears almost comical, certainly not horrifying—simply because they aren’t mine—he finds my sexual fears are often groundless and silly. Because he doesn’t share the sexual judgments that I have, he was, and is, the perfect person to help me overcome them. He accepted my desires when I found it difficult to do so.

		

		Desires are simply what’s real about who you are.

		

		William repeated the line over and over, virtually drilling it into my brain.

		Can I psychologically explain my desires for spanking, S&M, and all the others I need to accept? Perhaps I can explain some of them. But it really isn’t important. Desires are simply desires. I already knew that many of my most extreme desires began early in childhood. I seemed to have been born with them, just as I was born with blonde hair and odd blue/gray/hazel eyes. Could I prevent them? Could I change them? Could I disavow them and hope they’d go away? I’d already spent thirty-eight years of my life trying to do just that—with no results. I only felt more trapped, guilty, and frustrated each year.

		I was left with one conclusion, the one William offered—accept my desires for what they are. Simple as that. Don’t question or spend any unusual amount of time trying to understand them, and certainly don’t avoid them, judge them or fear them.

		

		There were many times when I was scared to admit a new found desire—this often because I was still afraid I’d have to act on it. The wild wealth of my sexual desires was so vast, I sometimes feared I was going to turn into a depraved sexual addict.

		At those times, William reminded me of the final step in the process he outlined for me:

		

		Choice. Your desires are not choices, they are simply desires. You may or may not choose to act on them. But before you act at all, you need to accept all that’s you.

		

		This was something I could handle. Some desires are destined to remain fleeting thoughts, here one minute, gone the next—like a quick “chemical” attraction to a hot guy that passes me on the street. To feel the sexual pulse at that moment simply means I’m alive to feel it—not that I’m going to kneel before his feet and offer myself as his sex toy.

		William, and most of all, these five steps gave me permission to feel that wonderfully warm tingle in my crotch, the belly spasm and urge for sex which is a natural human response. Before I started this process, I wouldn’t have dared to feel a thing. William not only suggested that it was okay, he made it clear that it was dangerous for me not to feel that tingle.

		

		What you shut down with rules and judgments is the essence of your soul—your human spirit and the great gift of power given you (given everyone). What you deny is the very essence of yourself, your natural Yin power, the very mechanism through which you experience your life and make it rich.

		You can easily make the case that it’s harmful to cut yourself off from love or your emotions, is that not so?

		

		Of course.

		

		So too, it is just as harmful to cut yourself off from your sexuality. You need to experience your sexual energy and know that you have the power to control it.

		

		Beginning the acceptance process, I began to feel again—feel not just with the receptors on my skin, but feel the pure essence of the Yin, flowing like veins of gold through every inch of my body. For me, the experience of Yin/spiritual energy is a primarily sexual feeling. And while the sensations begin in my lower belly, they radiate outward to my chest, thighs, hands and feet—everywhere. I was physically cold most of my life. I slept with socks on my feet, and my hands were cold to the touch. With my energy opening, feeling the physical sensation was like being reborn. I physically felt my entire body vibrate—and it was warm.

		

		The blending of body and spirit is what makes up the human physical experience. The union of God and man comes through the experience of the Yin/spiritual energy as it lives inside the human form.

		

		This was the Holy Spirit I’d been seeking to know through all my years of religious and spiritual study. And yes, it was a sexual experience.

		

		Opening was not a one-time explosion—though it often felt explosive. The experience was sometimes difficult to get used to. Sometimes I complained that I simply couldn’t handle any more. My body was so hot I thought I would burn up. And then, there were days I was empty again—and worried that I was losing all that I gained. To reopen the flow of energy required practice, returning again and again to my fears and desires to track down some new fear blocking the energy. There were times when it felt as though my body was melting, parts of it, like my breasts and thighs that had been so clenched they felt as though they were bound, now relaxing and softening at the deepest levels, skin and tissue, muscles and veins letting go a physical tension that made them rigid. No longer hardened by the stress of fear and the oppressive rules, something fresh washed through me, the exhilaration enough to make me feel as though I was drunk.

		I began to understand fully what great damage I’d done to myself in my youth. The prescription for a sexual and spiritual shutdown couldn’t have been more graphically devised. My responses to my “disgraceful fantasies”, my high school boyfriends, and my platonic love affair with my college girlfriend, piece by piece stripped away the spirit that made me who I was, leaving me an empty shell. Having determinedly shutting off the rich flow of sexual energy there no wondering why I couldn’t open the sexual doors in my marriage, why I felt trapped and disconnected.

		With the tools I needed to reopen my sexuality, I found that many of the fears and judgments I had in my youth were unnecessary and meaningless. Allowing my sexual energy to flow again, I discovered that I wasn’t going to run out and screw the world. I could control the energy without suppressing it. Armed with an understanding of acceptance and choice, I could decide what sexual choices I wanted to make based on what I wanted in my life. In the process, I could begin to act on my dark fantasies in ways that would be satisfying. There was much to consider, explore, and enjoy.

		

		The byproduct of my sexual awakening has been my blooming creativity. When William first mentioned that sexuality and creativity came from the same source, I was as excited about being more creative as I was about becoming more sexual. I’d always had a tremendous desire to write—and just as I was beginning this process I was making my first stabs in writing fiction since my 20’s. My initial attempts were awkward at best, characterized by “writer’s block” that often had me sitting at the typewriter for hours with my hands on the keys wondering what I should say next.

		Letting loose my sexual fears changed all that . Now, my inspiration seems unending. When a songwriter, musician, or artist says they hook up to something outside themselves when they create, I know what they mean. Writing a novel is both a sexual and spiritual experience. Because I often write about sex, my physical body is turned on, and at the same time, the ideas, the story lines, the characters, as well as the graphic scenes appear without my thinking.

		As I was still in the active process of accepting my sexual desires, putting my fantasies on paper helped me get them outside my mind. Writing helped me overcome the fear. My first book, Alexandra’s Awakening, exploded from me like a fire hydrant gushing. I’d been imagining so many of the scenes for so long, I knew them by heart; the conversations, the attitude, the sex, the emotions were stored in my body and brain needing some place to go. On paper, I breathed life into them. At the same time, I found some peace from the disquieting turmoil these fantasies produced.

		The “man” behind the voice in my head appeared in “concrete” form on paper—Reggie. A controlling dominant, this character continues to draw me to him—like a fly to flypaper. He is the single most compelling character I’ve created, and will no doubt haunt my muse forever as he beckons me to explore his complexities again and again. He is the place of my beginnings as a writer, and from him all of my other erotica flows in what has been a sometimes gentle, often torrential, but certainly steady stream of creativity.

		

		The opening of my sexual response may sound miraculous. I have often felt that way about it, as well as feeling extremely grateful—to William, to Ken and to myself for even beginning the trek toward self-discovery, and having the tenacity to see the process through. There were times I hated it. I fought it, refused it, denounced it, and ran from it. Many times, I couldn’t bring out another buried desire without going through fits of panic and judgment—vowing that I wanted to end the whole ordeal. Yet, after the dust settled on those fitful dramas, I was gently lead back to the process and what I knew as the truth. In one sense, I suppose I was simply masochistic enough to return. In another sense, I kept coming back because the results changed everything in my life so remarkably. I wanted more. Acceptance of my desires ignited a furnace in me that hasn’t gone out since that initial flame was lit. I became addicted to the beautiful feeling of life that is so tangible I now can taste, touch, hear, see, and smell its beauty.

		The flame of my desire is who I am, the genuine, honest and unpretentious me.

		

		

		A Kiss Of Never Forgotten Remembrance

		Spring's nubile innocence has faded

		replaced by the bold presence

		and ripe fullness of summer.

		

		Swelling softness undulates

		beneath passionate fashions designed

		to stimulate the eroticism of life.

		

		Ancient rhythms vibrate

		in the depths of the earth's loins

		as nature sways in succulent dance.

		

		Full bosomed and filled with carnal desire

		summer surrenders her ripe wanton treats

		to a host of untamed robust lovers.

		

		Summer writhes in passioned couplings,

		while throwing storms

		of deep rolling noise and brilliant flashing

		to the winds, in celebration of her completion.

		

		Laughing, loving, indulging in sensual ecstasy

		she pleasures in living her precious few days

		in devoted tribute to life and its full bodied time.

		

		She grieves not for her slowly fading charms

		and waning days

		but greets fall's chilling artist,

		with his pallet of brilliant colored death,

		with one last heated embrace

		and a kiss of sweet never forgotten remembrance.

		KEH

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		By Choice, Not Chance

		

		He'd taken me everywhere I'd wanted to go, and left me a woman of choice, not fear, a woman prepared to combine lust of the body with lust of the heart.

		Alexandra’s Awakening © 1992

		

		

		The powerful tool that allowed me to break through the bondage of my sexual restraint was given to me by William. The five steps were simple.

		

		First, recognize the irrational fear that seizes the mind and freezes the physical body from response—a fear that could be rooted in many areas including sex, emotions, intimacy, or violence. Sometimes fear masquerades in clothes of judgment or avoidance, “sex is dirty and sinful,” “masturbation is bad,” “good girls don’t do that,” “It’s wrong to get angry,” “you’ll get hurt if your love too deeply.”

		When you put so much emotion behind what you judge and avoid, you’d better take a look at what’s behind it.

		

		Once recognizing the fear, William counseled me to find the Desire behind it.

		

		Fear is only a mask for the underlying realness, which is the desire.

		

		This was often a painful truth, but one that proved valid every time I looked behind my fears. There was always a desire lurking there.

		I could have been afraid of my emotions, or intimacy, or violence.

		

		People fear different things depending on their character. Some have few fears of sex; instead they stifle their emotions, or become afraid of commit to a relationship, or have fears surrounding money and violence. Each individual needs to explore their own fears and the true desires behind them.

		Regardless of the area, it is the fear of the desire that closes and blocks you from experiencing the full breadth of your human nature. Acceptance is the key to restoring your power.

		To help me accept my desires, William encouraged me first to write them down, and then to mentally experience them to the point that I could feel their effect in my body. He also had me share them with Ken. The more openly I could acknowledge my desires—without actually acting on them, the more they became real for me.

		

		Sharing fears and desires with another person may or may not be a ready option. But anyone can begin the process on their own. As you find it necessary you can then share with a close friend or someone you love, as long as you find a person you trust, who will not judge you.

		Once you have discovered your fears and desires, and have accepted them, the final step in the process is Choice. Choosing desires—whether it is to express your emotions, your sexual craving, or a need for love and tenderness—the choice needs to be made as a reasoned, conscious choice based on what you want to experience. This is not simply about what makes you feel good now, but a choice based on what you want to experience in your life. Do you want the results? Are they in your best interests? Making such choices, you gain control over your desires, and they do not turn into compulsions you cannot contain. By not suppressing the desire, it has no where to breed, no where to gain power and overwhelm you.

		

		This five-step process can work for anyone in dealing with what they fear, avoid, or irrationally condemn. The keys are accepting the desire and exercising your ability to choose.

		To face my sexual fears required going against the pervasive judgements of sexuality in our culture. My fantasies are obviously not pretty, politically correct or even morally mainstream, sometimes filled with whips and chains, animals, snuff and even children. The very fact that my fantasies diverged from sexual norms so markedly gave me plenty of opportunity to judge them. But even though I spent most of my life doing just that, putting a great deal of energy into avoiding what was inside me, I still could not make those desires go away.

		

		No desire is wrong, William stated succinctly. Desire simply is.

		The most important point is that you Accept your desires. To accept them releases the fear, and disconnects you from the energy you use to keep those dreaded desires suppressed. It is the fear, lack of acceptance and the suppression that has the potential of driving people to compulsive acts, putting them in vulnerable situations with potential consequences they would not rationally choose to experience.

		

		“No desires are wrong?” That was tough for me to accept. I had to keep reminding myself that desires and choices are not the same thing!

		I had several of the most shunned desires to deal with. The most taboo involved children and seems tied to the spanking fantasies that followed me from childhood. Shortly after I married, in deciding on my future career, I was considering teaching. Before taking a fifth year and receiving a teaching credential, I began working in a series of preschools. This seemed a reasonable step toward my future occupation. In the last of these jobs, however, I was hired by a conservative Christian preschool that believed in spanking children as a proper means of discipline. Despite the fact that this practice was against the law in that state (something I didn’t become aware of until after I left that job), the school, with full knowledge and consent of the parents, used spanking liberally. With no training and no guidelines, I was given permission to spank an unruly child if I thought it was necessary.

		I found myself having the oddest response to the environment of that school. My spanking fantasies, that I generally ignored most of the time, were suddenly titillated in a real and very uncomfortable way. The desire in me to spank certain children roared up, filling me with both a craving for it and guilt. While I didn’t understand what was going on in me, I was aware enough to know that the desire to act on my feelings in this sanctioned situation was more than I could handle. The compulsive craving scared me and I feared I’d act on the desire in an inappropriate way. Recognizing this, I promptly quit the job and changed to another occupation. It took William’s five step process years later for me to finally unravel the cravings I experienced during that episode and remove the dreadful guilt that followed.

		Spanking was a desire that began in childhood. Using William’s technique, I needed to explore my feelings about this fully, to allow myself to accept the real desires, regardless of how strange the desire seemed. Once the exploration of the fantasy was complete and I accepted everything behind it, I could sanely makes choices about the expression of my spanking desires without fear. Going through the five steps, I disconnected the anxious impulses that would arise in situations like that preschool.

		

		In addition to the spanking fantasy, I applied these five steps to all the taboo areas of my sexual fantasies—to flagrant exhibitionism, prostitution, bisexuality, bestiality, sadomasochistic sexuality (pain and bondage), and Dominance/submission—broadly defined here as the psychological sometimes physical domination of one individual over another. D/s may or not include such activities as S&M, and spanking.

		I found tremendous energy rising in me at the very thought of these extreme sex acts—whether I was in the middle of sex or not. Outside the bedroom, I played them through my mind, wrote about them, talked about them freely with Ken, allowed them to arouse me fully, and began to accept them as okay. I did all this without doing/choosing any of them.

		When it came time for choosing I had some decisions to make. Which of my desires did I want to act on? And what form would that take? When it came to a sexual partner, it seemed as though my choice should be easy—I had a willing, ready, loving and committed husband—who I loved deeply. What more could I ask for?

		The problem was, with all this sexual desire now permissible to think and talk about, I found many of my desires had to do with sex outside my marriage. I repressed my sexuality for thirty-eight years, and was now beset with rage, regret, and even grief that I’d been so thoroughly bound by my self-imposed rules. I wasn’t angry with Ken, but at myself for having restricted my life so cruelly—squelching the most beautiful aspect of my being with fear, and weighting it with guilt. The days of free love passed me by in the 1960’s while I stood observing. I had no great sexual escapades to look back on. I only had years of being a modest, frigid housewife. That was a painful truth to face. It seemed a cruel joke that, now, with my sexuality wide-open and clamoring for expression, I was, in my mind (not in Ken’s), past my prime in physical appearance and deeply entrenched in such a damned good relationship it would be stupid for me to run from it.

		What was I supposed to do with my desires? Many of them included partners other than Ken, in scenarios that he wouldn’t take part in—I’m sure that in itself was much of the attraction. Since I can remember, my least compelling fantasies are about “married” sex. The dirtiest, raunchiest, and most adulterous acts seemed the sweetest fruits on the tree—and the most fun.

		Thankfully, I had William and Ken to discuss this dilemma with. I freely confessed my desire for freedom. I told Ken about all my infatuations and sexual attractions—the men and women I wanted to “play” with, the things I’d like to do without him. I let him know everything that was in my thoughts. To my relief, he didn’t judge anything I confessed to. In fact, he was excited about my desires because they aroused him too. He had no problem getting charged up over the idea of me dressing slutty and picking up a guy in a bar. We had lots to fantasize about together.

		In turn, Ken admitted his desires—those with me and without. Obviously, if I was free to confess what was in my mind, so was he. We talked about women and men that attracted us, what we’d like to do with them—regardless of how fanciful or even doable it might be. We accepted each other’s desires as honest expressions—we didn’t fight them, squelch them or get jealous. Talking about them had nothing to do with the choices we’d make. I even addressed my loathing of the “swingers” pornography that was buried in his bureau drawer. I realized that the thought of playing around with other people did turn me on. My fear of doing it made me judge it. I also realized that my sexual judgments kept Ken from fully expressing his sexuality with me. He had a lot of desires and needs hidden within him. His only fear about sex was doing something outside our marriage that would threaten our relationship. I learned that he’d had several moments of infidelity early in our marriage… and I now understood why.

		He had strong sexual needs (just as I now had) and suppressing them because of our testy sex life only made the desire roar more loudly at times when he was vulnerable. Though most of his sexual choices without me involved masturbation, that was not always easy for a man who enjoyed closeness and physical intimacy. I wouldn’t say I blamed myself for his straying, and he wouldn’t want me to; but I was able to understand his powerful need, and be glad that we finally had a way to bring this into the open, and deal with both his desire and mine so that it wouldn’t threaten our marriage again.

		Infidelity is the kind of revelation that can tear a marriage apart. But it can also teach invaluable lessons, and we took this approach. The past is the past. We both contributed to it, and we both needed to forgive and let it go. We couldn’t change it, but we could be grateful that we now knew why it was created.

		

		Once the first uproar of my revelation hit, we came to a bottom-line conclusion: we did value our marriage and didn’t want to throw it out for the sake of our sexual freedom. To define our sexual choices, we decided that we would only choose things we could do together. Though in principle, it might be possible for an open marriage to work (one where you’re free to have other sexual partners), we didn’t feel we could maintain the intimacy, the trust and the openness we valued if we didn’t share first hand all our sexual experiences. Anything we chose, we’d do together.

		With that decided, the decision making got easier. Not only that, this choice lifted from me the burden of deciding. No longer judging my desires there was so much to consider. But deciding together we could make choices that felt right for us both.

		We did a lot of experimenting. The results were everything from thrilling to boring, disastrous to laughable. We dabbled in all of the most important areas of my sexual fantasies—with exhibitionism, anal sex, bisexuality, and particularly with what we call the darker aspects of my desire—S&M and Dominance/submission (D/s for short).

		My entire wardrobe changed as my attitude toward my body changed. We watched XXX movies, went out dancing, had sex outside the bedroom—even phone sex, and once again made D/s, ropes, leather and spanking part of our sexual activities. Some of my desires have become a regular part of our sex life. Others we rarely do anymore, and still others we’ve thrown out completely because they simply weren’t what we enjoyed. Some desires we’ve tried with mixed results. We didn’t discard them altogether, but put them on the back burner intending to explore them later.

		There were many times I felt that Ken and I were alone in a weird world. Were we the only people that liked these things? Now, it’s as easy as having a computer and logging on to the Internet to discover people with every fetish and fantasy in the book from spanking, to S&M, piercing, tattoos, leather, high heels, enemas, cross-dressing, orgies and latex. The Internet has blown the lid off taboos, taking away the fear that we are alone with our thoughts. In the pre-Internet days, it wasn’t easy for a Midwest housewife to find peers who enjoyed unusual sexual passions. However, shortly after my awakening, as Ken and I incorporated the five step process into the seminars we were teaching, I had the opportunity to listen to students share their sexual desires and discovered that my fantasies were not as uncommon as I believed. Many women and men shared my passions, and many had new ones I’d never thought about.

		

		I realize that many people who read this book won’t have a readymade relationship in which to explore newly discovered sexual desires. Making the kind of decision that Ken and I made to express our sexuality together will not be an option. What then are the guidelines for making sexual choices? In talking with William, he suggested the same guidelines he gave us—regardless of whether you’re in a relationship or single they are the same.

		

		Make your choices as a master based on what lessons and experiences you want to attract into your life. Everyone is perfectly capable of making choices for themselves—they don’t need anyone telling them what is right or wrong, appropriate or inappropriate. Obviously, we’re not talking about children, those who are mentally impaired, and certain older people whose minds are no longer functioning rationally. They are NOT capable of making sexual choices. But the rest of you empower yourselves by making choices, based not on rules, dogma, or habit, but based on what you truly want to experience and enjoy. The only guideline for choice can be your own real sexual nature, and what will best allow you to express that nature in a way that pleases you physically and gives you the psychological satisfaction you need from your sexual experiences.

		For some, sexual expression can be as simple as holding hands in a movie theatre or gently lovemaking with one’s spouse. For others, that sexual expression can take on hundreds of varying forms—none more right than any other form. What may seem extreme and dangerous to some may be a feast of great joy to another.

		

		I understood this very well. Sadomasochism and Dominance/submission were some of the most difficult desires for me to act on. They are often misunderstood as brutal and nonconsensual acts where one party controls and abuses a weaker and powerless individual. But since consciously choosing such sex acts—and exploring this area of sexual desire, I began to understand them differently. When expressed as the result of reasoned choice Dominance/submission and the accompanying fetishes can be empowering for the submissive individual (as well as the dominant). Even if it means giving up choice for an hour of fun or a long period of sexual servitude, D/s can be the sexual expression that most reflects and celebrates that individual’s personal truth. As a deliberate choice—not an uncontrollable compulsion—it becomes life affirming, even though it may appear altogether different to someone looking on. D/s is not politically correct. And S&M is not pretty. The submissive is sometimes humiliated, bound, beaten and otherwise physically and psychologically tested, seemingly tortured. I know that some people will argue that this can’t be a sane sexual choice—either for the giver or the receiver. Yet, the endorphin rush that comes with pain is acknowledged by many who participate in S&M as a profound experience—pain indeed turns to pleasure. And so too, the psychological gratification of placing oneself at the mercy and control of another touches many people at a very basic level. And speaking as a sexual submissive who has made such sexual choices, I’ve found the experience can be like washing the soul in paradise, akin to touching God. As an honest expression of who I am, Dominance/submission in its many various forms is deeply satisfying in ways no other sexual experience, real or imagined, can duplicate.

		

		What happens when we make choices and the results are not what we expect?

		Ken and I had many situations where our experimentation had mixed results. There were times when my fears suddenly smacked me in the face and my body froze; other times the experience was simply not as pleasurable as the scenario I created in my mind. I can write in great glowing detail about some sex acts that just don’t translate to real life. I may enjoy them in my mind, but reality is altogether different. This is particularly true of the heavy physical extremes that appear in most S&M fiction. The mind is willing to go much further than the body can tolerate. Everyone’s tolerance for pain if different, and this area needs to be explored with caution. I recall having an intense desire to have Ken put me into an extreme bondage pose and leave me for at least an hour. Doing so, however, I found the sexual thrill lasted about ten minutes. After that, I was achy and miserable with all sexual bliss vanishing.

		When I would get frustrated over an experience, William kindly put it in perspective.

		

		Rather than judge the outcome of any sexual choice—thinking you’ve done something wrong—learn from the experience. It’s an opportunity to understand more about who you are and what you’d really like to have happen. Do you try again? Alter the circumstances? Change your attitude? Or deciding it’s simply not something you enjoy, forget it, and move on to something else? Not all sexual experiences will have pleasing results—even between partners that know each other well. But with wit and a little wisdom, any experience can be seen in a positive light.

		

		After my unpleasant experience in bondage I understood that I was a “hands-on” submissive—being bound and left alone did not work.

		

		There are some desires that most people would never act on in real life—those sex acts that are illegal, nonconsensual, or simply dangerous. I’ve had the desire to be raped, kidnapped, forcibly taken, and subdued. Like my spanking desires, my fascination for these bothered me, but William explained…

		

		While not choosing such acts, the desire for them must be liberated along with all the others you consider. To allow such a desire/fantasy to pass through the mind like water through a garden hose, to accept it, even if it takes some time to mentally entertain the fantasy, can be liberating, as long as there is no judgment of that desire and it is simply accepted. Your choice not to act on that desire comes not from fear—that would be a form of suppression—but because you don’t want the lessons that you would attract such as being a helpless victim, senselessly abused, or arrested and jailed.

		I’ve mentally imagined being raped. I allowed myself to feel the terror, the explosive energy, the force, and the sensation of being out of control. On a fantasy level, I enjoyed those thoughts as much as I have consensual fantasies. Do I choose to be raped? No. I decided that what may excite me in fantasy is much different in real life. I have no desire to be physically battered and emotionally terrorized. What I could not do, however, was deny the desire. Once I allowed myself to savor the feel of it, once I accepted it, I let it go. Interestingly, the rape desire only rarely arises anymore.

		

		That is because you accept it, William said, when I mentioned this to him.

		To take any real desire and squelch the true feeling behind it is dangerous. To dwell on any desire and not accept it, to add guilt and judgment to it, only allows that desire to gather steam and energy which may fuel an uncontrolled act with painful and unwelcome consequences. Much like a pressure cooker the added energy makes a potential explosion more likely. Acting on a suppressed desire becomes an obsession; reason and logic are disconnected. You no longer have the ability to look at the consequences before the act, much like being drunk. When your control of a desire ends, so does personal choice.

		The more you squelched your sexuality as a teenager, Elizabeth, the more you drove yourself to it. You were not in control, the obsession was.

		The alternative is to look at such a desire, play with it in fantasy, books or movies where you can do so safely.

		Above all, remember that acceptance is the only real way to disconnect from an unwanted desire. Anything else is a form of suppression, and suppression only makes the threat of an unwanted act more possible. Those caught in the fire of such desires can only heal themselves through acceptance. Acceptance of such a desire turns the burner off the pressure cooker and allows the energy to disperse.

		

		It would be convenient if sexual desire conformed to the dime store novel pictures of sexual bliss—convenient, perhaps, but not real, and likely not as interesting and fun for most people. But life is just not that simple. Desire in its many forms is as complex as our human nature.

		What helped me to feel okay with the most verboten of my thoughts lies in an understanding of sexual energy… and where it comes from. The next chapter covers this and hopefully will, as it did for me, shed some light and understanding on why we often feel the things we feel.

		I can’t emphasize enough the process that liberated me—that I repeated over and over—and still do. Find the fear and find the desire behind it. Mentally experience the desire. Accept it, and then Choose. Desires just are. Acceptance allows us to live in peace with them. And once we accept what is real in us, we have the power and the responsibility to Choose… to choose our lives and what desires we will bring to life, and those that will remain in the province of our fantasies.

		William’s question to me was simple:

		

		Do you want your choices defined and controlled by habit, fear, and society’s confusing values and rules, or do you want to take control of your choices? Exercising your power to choose is real liberation and the path to mastering your life.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		The Energy Of Being Alive

		

		I wondered if I weren’t some depraved, misbegotten soul who’d exchanged savageness for sex, and brutality for love. Even so, I could not deny the power in my loins

		and the reality of this sexual lust.

		Submission © 1994

		

		

		I learned to feel sensuously. After thirty-eight years, I began to experience my body again, to feel what it’s like to be alive. Sexual energy ran in waves of sensation through places that seemed as though they’d never felt—though it’s more likely, I’d just forgotten what it was like to feel. The “power” that Ken found so easy to sense in the dojo finally made sense to me. I finally felt it! This was the Yin that the martial arts master and William were talking about.

		The primary experience of my energy was distinctly sexual, but William went on to explain that Yin can also be felt in other ways and in other places in the body besides the groin.

		

		Yin has many aspects—seven, if you want to use the Oriental terminology of the Chakras.

		

		Yes, the Chakras were familiar to me. Yet, while I’d learned about them before, including in the dojo, they really didn’t have any practical meaning for me.

		

		The terms themselves are not important, William went on, but since you’re familiar with the concept, I’ll use them here. Yin energy can be felt in the Root Chakra of your body (the base of your spine), as the basic animal energy. The root is the place of the survival instincts—associated with home, family, and nurturing as well as money, temporal power, and cold violence. The Spleen Chakra at your groin is your sexual and creative energy. The Solar Plexus at the stomach is the energy of the emotions, and the Heart Chakra right where the heart beats in your chest is the place you feel the energy of love. The Throat Chakra is the aspect of self expression where you communicate who you are. The Third Eye at your forehead, the place of intuition between people, and the Crown at the top of your head where you feel the tingling of God, the natural knowing—what connects you to your higher self.

		Yin vibrates with energy in all its seven aspects. If you tune yourself to your body, you can sense those vibrations, just as you sense the way music makes your body vibrate. What you see, hear, taste, touch, and smell—all your physical senses—can raise the vibration and stimulate this powerful energy. The sight and sound of children playing feels inside you. Laughter, fear, sadness, and sex raise your energy. The sight of violence makes you quake. You feel the earth and the change of seasons in your root. You can even feel your own voice vibrate when you speak—as long as you speak about what’s real for you. And when the lower Chakras are open, the higher Chakras, the Third Eye and Crown, open too.

		The seven Chakras are all different aspects of the same energy you feel every day. You can call it a hundred different names—Yin, life force, God, power, spirit. It is simply the energy of being alive. Without it, you feel empty and powerless. But the more honest and real you are, the more this energy is open and flowing.

		

		While many of my physical responses were sexual, the more I explored my desires the more I opened in other areas too. I felt joy more fully, sadness more deeply, love more tenderly, and the animal, root side of my nature opened so I could feel the physical world vibrating around me. My first spring after awakening my desires I spent in the Midwest, in a backyard that came to life as the earth awakened after a long winter—this was quite a metaphor for me. There were many days I was almost dizzy while working in the garden, or sitting outside writing my first erotic novel. The feeling was new and rare, like nothing I’d ever experienced before.

		

		Finding my desires and experiencing the energy in me, my life was much less frustrated and anxious. I was less inclined to explosive emotional outbursts coming out of nowhere. The raw undercurrent of agitation that I’d lived with so long diminished dramatically. I no longer felt trapped and empty.

		I began to understand that a connection to God doesn’t simply exist in Crown Chakra as many would think, but it extends to all human experiences—love, emotions, sex and even the most basic functions of human life.

		

		You infuse your daily life with expressions of your natural energy every time you express yourself, William explained, whether it’s something as ordinary as tending a garden, taking a walk, caring for your children, or having a rip-roaring sexual moment. Every time you have sex, create, feel emotion, love, or enjoy the intimacy of your relationships, every time you speak or listen to the people around you, or hear the still small voice of inspiration, you are in a place where your energy can flow and where you can experience God.

		It is natural to feel the energy. You relish it. Seek ways to experience it because the physical rush this creates is so exhilarating. People look for ways to feel—going to movies, plays or amusement parks to experience everything from violence, to love, to sadness, joy, terror, inspiration and sexual arousal. For some these experiences become a way to enhance and enjoy their natural energy. For others, they become the primary source of feeling. Outside of these events, fear closes them to more intimate and involved expressions of power in relationships and with the real world. Yet, even in these limited moments, the feeling can be a real expression of energy, although it lasts only a short time. Whenever you have that magical, almost lofty feeling you are connecting with the spiritual side of yourself.

		The truth is, you can have the feeling every minute of the day. The more difficult truth, however, is that the experience comes most often when you are honest about who you are and your desires.

		***

		

		My life began in a powerless home. Most desires in any area were squelched; emotion, intimacy, and sex were shunned. Everything was designed to be peaceful and in order. The many possibilities for human experience like anger, affection, sexual arousal, sentimentality, sadness—anything real—were avoided or denied. I was given little opportunity to feel tenderness, love, emotion, or even human touch. I was generously nurtured on a physical level—with food, clothing, shelter, and all the physical needs a child would require, but this careful world I lived in was empty. There was no substance or feeling, no energy, behind it; and I was empty in this world.

		As shut down and repressed as I was to my sexual energy, what little that leaked through occurred over the strangest of desires…

		I can trace my fascination for spanking back to my early childhood when occasionally, there were bright bursts of anger. One of my parents would suddenly explode on me. I’d have my bottom paddled, often in a curious ritual manner as my mother took me into the bedroom, pulled down the shades and spanked me with her ghastly clothes brush. Looking back now with an understanding of energy, I realize that what was coming from my parents on those occasions was something real. I could feel it. I could feel their energy surging hotly. For a very few minutes, something in me came alive, even though it had a painful result. I came to associate a degree of pleasure and sexual arousal with spanking and anger. Now, more than forty years later, the memory of those moments, not the details, but the imprint of the energy that was expended, is still so fresh and vivid that I can write story after story with different twists and turns, all describing that vile instant of pure passion when the clothes brush hit my thighs. My desires for spanking were born in that one place in my youth when I felt alive—my sexual energy was awakened.

		Not used to tenderness and affection, I grew up having a difficult time getting aroused by sexual tenderness. It’s not surprising that when making love, the harshness of slaps and leather on my skin are sometimes more stimulating and desired than gentleness. I used to imagine myself bound, constrained, and trapped—and so that too is a feature of my sexual experience I enjoy.

		However, as a child, the limitations for self-expression that were placed on me stripped my life of its natural energy, creativity and all the enjoyable excitements of being alive. I certainly didn’t know at the time what I was missing—but instinctively I knew something was lacking. I longed to feel real energy and my own spirit.

		Other than music—which is a very natural way to stimulate energy—my sexual fantasies were where I felt most alive. In those secret times, in my darkest sexual scenarios, my body responded, though I hadn’t a clue what was really happening. I certainly wouldn’t have called my experience a spiritual one! To call that holy or sacred was impossible.

		The fact remains, however, as a child, those intense sexual moments were where I experienced the spiritual energy of life. Now, putting no judgment on that expression, those times are becoming less perverted in my memory. I can look on them with understanding and appreciation—they added much to my barren life. They seemed to be my soul crying out to be heard in the only way it could honestly speak.

		Desire that has been suppressed can often, as it did for me, take unusual forms when it finally rises to the surface. The desire to feel alive is in us all and fights to be freed.

		

		After studying in the Oriental dojo, it seemed that in most Eastern philosophy the desires of human nature are not weighted with judgment, called right or wrong. But our Western culture seems determined to put labels on things, to make black and white judgments and call something good or bad. Sex is bad. Violence is bad. Anger is bad. Too much pleasure is wrong. Certain sex acts are abnormal. The very thought of these things needs to be rooted out; even if we have no intention of acting on them. I was trained to think this way—as are most in our Western society. The New Age, positive thinking seminars I took only closed me down more with their heavy judgments of what they found negative and dark about human nature. It’s wrong, they would say, to be resentful, think badly of another person, feel sad, morose, hateful, or competitive. But, the fact remains; all of these feelings are very human.

		The process of my sexual awakening required that I take away the value judgments, drop the black and white, right or wrong way of viewing life. Desires simply exist; they are not subject to judgment. They are natural to every person in many forms. There are no rulebooks, no guidelines, no right or wrong way to desire. Desire is a plain truth of human nature. My desire makes me feel alive in whatever form I feel it—whether I label it light or dark, good or bad. It’s just who I am.

		

		This is sometimes tough to accept—because the concept isn’t particularly “acceptable” in our society—but we do find pleasure in the darkest sides of life. And this is not just in our sexuality. When we’re pissed off, we can imagine the satisfaction we’d get telling off the person that we’re angry with. We can derive pleasure in hitting someone with a rude comeback, or turning a cold shoulder to a person that hurts us, or destroying an opponent in a business deal. These dark expressions of power are part of our human make-up—just as real as love, joy, nurturing, and happiness. And these dark desires need to be accepted just as any other element of our nature, for they too make us feel alive.

		The truth that Ken needed to accept for himself was that he loved the power, the sexual rush and the great feeling of control he experienced in the war. The savage beast in him was a beautiful thing he could not deny. This dark expression of human power is as real and human as any life experience, and he could no longer judge it.

		

		Knowing my history of sexual suppression, it is no wonder to me that certain extreme acts turn me on. Rape, violence, extreme S&M, as horrible as they might seem, do contain within them real power. The physical body sensations are compelling. My fascination for these desires may have its source in an experience from the past that has given them pleasurable associations. But regardless of where they have their beginnings, I can’t judge the feelings they raise in me.

		I can, however, choose the expressions that I want to focus on. I can define my own life.

		William says it this way:

		Energy runs as a river current through life. It is substance without form—the raw material of living from which you shape your life.

		Desire is the natural byproduct of an open spirit. It provides the forms by which you use this river of power. But desire is only a possible channel for your power—you choose which desires you will act on and those you’ll put aside. But regardless, there are no wrong desires. You can’t ignore the fact that there is real energy in those things you call dark as well as those you call light.

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		We Are Not Created Equal

		

		“I feel as though I’ve touched myself,

		and said hello to the stranger in me.”

		Rendezvous With A Stranger © 1997

		

		

		For the last ten years my mind, body, behavior, and soul have been empowered by the understanding of myself as a sexual being—a primarily sexual being. It was an obvious conclusion after my work with William, that the home of my greatest power is the creative and sexual aspect of human nature—in the language of the Chakras, the Spleen Chakra. Just as clear to me is that the challenges of my life have all stemmed from this place. I’ve struggled to become comfortable with my sexuality and have feared the very power that most describes the person I am. For nearly forty years, my creative juices produced minimal results. Yet, I was born with a tremendous talent to pen words into meaningful pictures, the gift of telling stories, and blessed with the mind, the determination, and the temperament of a writer. Confronting my sexual fears and the acceptance of my natural desires not only opened my sexual power, it opened my muse. A stream of ideas, and the words to put them into a creative form flooded through me in what has become an unending river. When I am most open, my sexual and creative self becomes a home where I peacefully reside, a place from which I can weather the mundane storms of life feeling centered and fully competent. It is a place I now trust, a place of safety and fulfillment.

		We are not created equal. Not everyone is born with the same gifts and talents, or the same primary source of power. My husband, Ken, by virtue of the lessons he’s dealt with, is obviously a Root—his issues dealing with the basic animal aspects of life—with war, violence, temporal power, money, home and family. Our son’s primary power is Solar Plexus, his strengths and challenges stemming from his emotions and the often turbulent and rocky rollercoaster ride of highs and lows. And finally, the Heart is a person who has a natural gift for acceptance, intimacy, and tenderness, although they are most challenged by those very things. While everyone expresses all four primary powers to some degree, we are not created equal in our expression of them. (Everyone is equal in their ability to express the Throat, Third-Eye and Crown)

		William explained our lives to us as a spiritual quest.

		

		You are on this planet for specific reasons. An indiscriminate god did not randomly place you here. Nor are you simply a product of your physical genetic make-up. It is no accident that some are born with talents, gifts and circumstances of birth far different than others. You have a reason for being here, a purpose to your life—the gifts, talents, primary power and the circumstances of your heritage and culture part of that purpose. Your time on planet earth is only a small part of a grand picture that is far more than just this single life.

		

		Though we are not created equal in our expression of the spiritual powers, we are equal in our ability to be real. William has defined our purpose in life very simply:

		

		Find your realness and enjoy it.

		

		A very simply, straightforward directive. And a very powerful one.

		

		To understand who you are and find your realness requires first finding, accepting and expressing your primary power.

		

		Though I first fought the notion tooth and nail, during my first weeks working with William and the Five-Step Process, it soon became clear that my primary power is sexual in nature. That alone defines more about who I am than my parents, my socialization, my gender, my race, or my religion. It is at the very essence level of me—stripped of everything else, it is a truth that can never change. I can change the place I live, I can change my fortunes, I can change my feelings about my family and the world around me, but I cannot change my primary power. So too, I cannot change my life’s lessons. Better to accept them and who I am, than to close my eyes, and going blindly through my life trying to avoid the truth.

		Over the past ten years, Ken and I have taught the Four Powers Concept in many forms to many people. We have studied the behaviors and characteristics of each power and found four distinct profiles of personality that weave themselves in an intricate tapestry that defines our human make-up.

		The Root is a calm, ordered and direct personality. They have an affinity for things of the earth, for family and nature and all that is connected to the subsistence level our lives—from the struggle for survival (as in violence and war), to the nurturing of children or animals, to the basics of temporal power commonly associated in today’s world with money. Roots can be kind and nurturing, or when pushed or under stress, harsh, intimidating and prone toward violence—or at least the thought of it. They tend to strike coldly with the pure clarity of their animal instincts not unlike an animal in nature that coldly kills their prey. Roots relish control of their entire world and are often the rocks on which other people lean. In turn, they fear loss of control and displays of vulnerability to the world or in their intimate relationships. They are the most worldly ambitious of the four power personalities.

		From a sexual point of view, Roots are commonly free of the judgments that plague the Spleen. The Root woman in particular knows the power of her sexuality and uses it for money and position, sometimes to shock, sometimes simply to lead. Many of the most prominent women in politics, business, fashion, and entertainment are Root women. With a self-confident attitude, they move boldly into the world, relishing the way their natural sexuality and candor puts them in control. There are also many Root women that are content to be less publicly visible, nurturing their families, children and causes associated to the basic earthy needs of life.

		Root women, free of fear on sexual taboos, often enjoy sexual exploration. They may enjoy exhibiting their bodies, wearing overtly sexual clothes, and sometimes toying with danger in their sexual adventures. Some, however, because of their need to control, create power issues with their partners; or scared of being vulnerable, will experience difficulty letting go and enjoying an orgasmic experience.

		Root men tend to be straightforward and direct, their interests similar to Root women, though their playgrounds are sometimes different. They often take a less visible role in society, maintaining a behind the scenes position of control. They are often not as flamboyant and dramatic as their female counterparts. But like Root women, their sexual desires are rarely a source of judgment.

		

		The Spleen personality is the most difficult to describe by behavioral and superficial characteristics. By their very nature, Spleens are creative; their greatest creation often is themselves. Some Spleens appear quiet and withdrawn like the hibernating writer. They can be the mad musician, the obsessed computer programmer, the crazy artist, the passionate actor, or the charismatic politician. Other Spleens, filled with sexual judgments and wracked with fear, become bound by rulebooks to guide them in appropriate behavior—becoming stiff, prudish, formal and highly judgmental people.

		As creators, Spleens are perfectionists, sometimes obsessive and fussy with detail and intolerant of other’s ineptitude. They carry pictures in their minds of the way things should be and become impatient when they are not. Because they put so much of themselves into their creative work, they are often destroyed by criticism.

		They are purists within their chosen art—arguably, the finest actors, musicians and writers for their innate ability to blend as one with what they are creating. While there are highly creative individuals in all the primary Chakra powers, those that have the gift of creativity in abundance, whatever may be their primary Chakra, are in the essence of their creation using their spleen energy.

		Though Spleens can be prudish, arrogant, perfectionist or shy, a Spleen with their sexual power flowing is soft, sensuous and alluringly seductive.

		It is with the spleen energy that there are the greatest differences between men and women in our society in the display of their primary power. Men have been given much more liberty to express their sexuality. Many noted actors, musicians, and politicians are Spleen men—their natural charisma and charm are infectious. People are naturally drawn to the artistry of their self-expression. The public scene is filled with ambitious, and creative Spleen men, just as it is assertive Root women.

		In contrast, Spleen women quickly take on society’s implied and overt judgments about sexuality and women being sexual. While the other Chakra powers can thumb their noses at those judgments, the Spleen woman rarely can. She is the most likely to be sexually frigid and uptight, often hiding, as I did, a secret wealth of sexual fantasy and desire. In this area, a good deal of her sexual openness is a product of her upbringing. The extent to which a Spleen woman can accept her sexual power is the extent to which she can tap her creative juices. While many Spleen women pour their energies into their creations; by avoiding the sexual nature of their power, they stifle, often to a great degree, their creative brilliance.

		The Solar Plexus personality is ruled by their emotions, by the highs and lows of joy and despair, exuberance and depression, anger and enthusiastic passion. They are the most people oriented of the four Chakra primary powers, enjoying the company of people, taking leadership roles in clubs, schools, and politics. They have an express desire to help people, to be the mitigating force that brings people together toward common goals. Their aim is to keep the people around them happy and at peace. Because of their need to serve others, they often have difficulty saying no, and can become over committed and exhausted as a result.

		While they may have many friends, few truly know or understand them, or are willing to give to the Solar Plexus in the measure that they would desire to receive. They do for others, while sometimes not stopping to allow others to do for them.

		When the Solar Plexus displays the up side of their personality, they are fun and exciting people to be around. Their generosity and empathy for others is boundless, their ability to forgive unlike any other Chakra power.

		Yet, the destructive force of Solar Plexus anger can be astounding as it leaves a trail of hurt in its wake. It is common for Solar Plexus individuals to have an insidious undercurrent of rage that is in danger of exploding.

		Sexually, the Solar Plexus has few rules for expression. They seek what feels good to them as much from an emotional as a physical point of view. They relish variety, and at the same time yearn for the simple intimacy of being close and cuddled. Because they are so people oriented they can enjoy many relationships, and have them come and go with little regret. However, that can be a set-up for disaster when they’ve made a commitment to a monogamous relationship. Ruled by their emotions and having difficulty saying no can put them into situations with regrettable consequences—almost before they realize how they got there. They expect forgiveness from a world that is not always readily willing to forgive.

		

		The Heart Chakra personality is a study in serenity and gentleness. When their power flows, they have the gift to create intimacy and acceptance in relationships that exceeds the others powers. Unlike the Solar Plexus, they prefer one-on-one relationships to groups of people. Unlike Roots and Spleens, they put their primary relationship ahead of any task they might be facing. The Heart, motivated by having a single intimate relationship, will put all their energies toward that relationship—sometimes becoming a martyr or victim to that person. A Heart who has been hurt can easily turn cold and suspicious. While trust is their virtue, lack of trust and jealousy can haunt them and the relationships they create. Guarding against being hurt, the ‘tough’ heart will be careful before letting anyone close.

		While Hearts are as capable as any other power in business, politics and entertainment, many choose to focus on a quieter lifestyle—with the one they most love—rather than on ambitious worldly pursuits. Yet, there are Hearts that excel in all areas of life, bringing their gentle personalities, compassion and acceptance that enhances our lives in general.

		In sexual situations, Hearts are open and giving, wholly accepting of variations and usually willing to accommodate their partners in their desires—the focus being on pleasing that special partner above all else.

		There are needs associated with each primary power, including needs specific to our sexual life. Some are suggested in the descriptions of the Four Powers above, but more important than trying categorize each power’s specific needs, each individual needs to honestly consider their primary sexual needs for themselves, and what will create the most satisfying sex life. There are those in each Chakra power that are straight, gay or bisexual. For some the element of romance is a key for sexual satisfaction, for others variety and excitement, for others a particular fetish (feet, shoes, leather lace, spanking etc.) is important, others find their satisfaction in taking Dominant or Submissive roles in their sexual activity.

		As I describe the characteristics of each power, I run into the danger of generalizing, or putting people in boxes. This study of our human nature is not meant to confine people in corners—or make it appear that all Roots are one way, all Spleens another, etc—but rather to help explain the prime motivations and differences we regularly see around us. Understanding these four powers helped me understand why I had such a problem with my sexuality while others seem to relish sex without guilt or judgment.

		Many of the adaptations and differences particular to gender come from our environment and how we are socialized. Even within the four powers women still tend to be more inclined toward intimacy and tenderness, while men are more focused on action. These gender characteristics may carry into the bedroom—and yet, Ken and I have often witnessed with our students and ourselves that men are as in need of nurturing and intimacy, and are often more easily able to give it than their female partners. It would be wise to drop our assumptions when it comes to sexual needs and desires—throw away the advice books that attempt to define a particular sexuality for men and another for women; and instead focus solely on what we find to be true and honest for ourselves. What others say they feel and desire should have no bearing on what we experience; and we can have no judgments on ourselves for running contrary to what we think is “mainstream.” Nor do we have the right to judge what others find sexually satisfying.

		We are unique, each having drawn to us experiences and characteristics that along with our primary power, and our expression of the other powers, define who we are.

		While I railed against a fate that required me to accept that I was Spleen with some tough sexual lessons, finding my primary power turned out to be a tremendous relief. I didn’t have to be like anyone but myself. I understood that my wildly creative sexual desires were a function of my creative imagination—and a completely natural part of who I am. My extensive sexual need is natural, not some weird fluke. I am not a sex maniac. I’m simply me. And with my spleen energy, I’ve been given special gifts—just as every primary power has special gifts and talents.

		To understand who we are takes away our tendency to judge ourselves—sexually and otherwise. We still have the power of choice with which to create our lives—but once we understand fundamentally who we are, we no longer have to wonder about the primary desires we feel: Roots, the savage, controlling side of themselves; Spleens, their vast sexual creations; the Solar Plexus, their desire for excitement, variety and contact with people; and Hearts, their driving need for that one perfect intimate relationship.

		We can give up fighting against our natural character—and embracing it, find both strength and peace accepting who we are. Such acceptance makes our lessons in life easier to see, our choices more obvious, and gives us a natural guideline—the only real guideline we need: to find our realness and enjoy. We are not created equal in all ways, but we are created equal in our ability to be real and express that realness. So too, we can celebrate our differences and appreciate the chemistry of energy that results as the powers of our human nature combine.

		

		The Primary Powers in relationships …

		One of the great gifts that Ken and I gave our relationship was an knowledge of the Four Powers. At a very basic level of our nature, we now understand how different we are: we don’t think the same, we often don’t feel the same about the same situations, and we certainly don’t behave in the same way. We have different life lessons, different challenges, and strengths. While gender and environment could explain some of this, most of our differences are explained by our Primary Power. To attempt to think and feel alike is a senseless waste of time. I cannot see the world from the same point of view as Ken, nor will he experience life as I do. We can share the same experience, seek to understand the other‘s viewpoint; but we needn’t worry when our responses are not the same. Making this discovery took a good deal of pressure off our relationship. Instead of trying to be the same, Ken and I could agree to be real, accept each other’s realness and celebrate our differences, not fight against them.

		The four powers of our human nature sometimes blend easily and at other times, they collide with sparks and fire. In observing thousands of relationships over the last ten years, we have noted some distinct natural patterns for relationships. Rarely have we seen like Chakra power relationships, two Roots, two Hearts, etc. We have, however, seen many Root/Spleen relationships and Heart/Solar Plexus relationships—these are the two most predominant couplings—though other combinations of powers are not unusual. In general, people tend to gravitate to those of a different Chakra power. We seek people unlike ourselves, wanting complimentary partners those with different lessons—not those that, holding a mirror before our eyes, reflect back the best and worst in ourselves.

		Understanding our basic differences is a key to self-acceptance, and in relationships, a key to creating intimacy. Acceptance of our significant other and ourselves is the single most powerful gift we can bring to the one we love.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		Getting Naked, Body & Soul

		

		“You’ve healed me, my love,” he whispered in her ear…

		“And you’ve made me whole,” she whispered back.

		Adam&eden © 1998

		

		

		If it is our aim to have a satisfying sex life, if we wish to be a master of our sexual choices, how do we create the kind of sex life we want? How can we ensure that we won’t make choices that will bring consequences we don’t want? How do we choose our sexual partners? Where do we begin?

		Though Ken and I already had a relationship we valued, in some ways it felt as if we were starting over in 1988 when our great awakening occurred. To it take to the next step, William gave us simple guidelines:

		

		First, know yourself—accepting your primary power with all its gifts, strengths and challenges.

		

		Exploring the realness of who we are is an exciting adventure that can move into every facet of our lives—from food, to dress, to recreation, to choices we make in books we read, to the places we travel and the occupation that supports us.

		

		Second, from what you know about yourself, find your primary sexual needs.

		

		Some sexual desires are pickles and sauce; we enjoy them, yes, but we can live without them. The question to ask is: what is essential in your life? What makes you feel complete? Romance, hearts and flowers? Or spanking, bondage, S&M? Masturbation, exhibition, fetishes, or pagan rituals… what desires go beyond simple desire and suggest your basic needs?

		

		Third, decide—without judgment—what sexual desires you really want to act on and what kind of experiences you want to create.

		

		It is perfectly okay for a period of time—or for a lifetime—to enjoy our bodies through fantasy and masturbation. It’s just as acceptable to not have sex at all—if that is real for you. If you choose not to have sex, that choice like any other is neither right nor wrong. All that matters is that the choice is based on what’s real about who you are. Does it come from realness? Or are you making this decision from fear, avoiding what you really want and need?

		Most people, at one time or another in their life, seek sexual relationships with other people. Some might last a night, some a week, others years, and still others a lifetime. Regardless of its length, each sexual relationship we choose has the potential for enjoyment and the possibility for teaching us more about who we are.

		It could be completely satisfying to have string of sexual relationships and seek nothing more than good sex—no long-term commitment, no expectations. On the other hand, many look for one committed sexual relationship—that lasts a lifetime—or at least as long as the couple can make it work. From the extremes of one-night stands, to committed and forever, there are many variations. We should place no judgment on what kind of sexual relationships we seek any more than we should put judgment on any sexual desire.

		However, certain ingredients are essential if we want relationships free of unpleasant consequences. The first ingredient is obviously self-honesty—everything that this book has been about regarding desire and primary power and discovering realness. Our self-honesty then must extend to the partner we’re with, communicating what we desire from the relationship, as well as what we’re not looking for. Open communication about our desires is essential. If our purpose is solely to enjoy the sex, that needs to be clear up front, so there is no hidden agenda, no entrapment, no ulterior motives, and a couple can simply enjoy the sexual experience of being together. All too often, with communication lacking, a casual relationship turns into a nightmare with consequences neither partner planned. It would be better to walk into the affair with the parameters clear—though that is not always easy. The more self-honesty and the more clarity each partner has, the more likely we can create relationships with no regret.

		If you find yourself in a situation you didn’t expect, wondering how the heck did I get into the “relationship from hell,” there’s no need to judge the experience—simply learn from it the lesson it’s there to teach and move on.

		

		Many people seek a committed, long-term relationship to help satisfy a host of needs—sexual, emotional, intimate and root. The desire to couple is strong; a primal need we can assume is part of our nature as a human animal—procreation of our species part of the driving force that pushes us forward. But being more than animals we seek as well to find avenues for self-expression with other people. We suspect that sometimes intimacy can best be created with just one other person. In our idealistic minds, we see the possibilities for fulfillment on sexual, emotional and intimate levels of life are most great in a committed and enduring partnership. That’s not to say that such a relationship is right for everyone.

		The driving passion of my life was to understand myself; the second passion was a determination to have the perfect relationship with the man I loved.

		In my effort to have the “perfect” marriage—once the dust settled on my sexual awakening—William presented Ken and me with a concept that has come to define our life together—Spiritual Monogamy. Spiritual Monogamy is a oneness of spirit with the person you love. It is communication and understanding on all levels of life: the sharing our root—home, money, lifestyle, children; the sharing of real sexuality; and our emotions; and the tender intimacy and aspirations of the heart. It is getting down to the nuts and bolts realness of who we are: the good, bad, ugly, cold, indifferent, angry, slutty, sensuous, morose, joyous, successful, miserable, inspired people that we are.

		A Spiritually Monogamous relationship is based on realness and honesty—a trusting and complete union of souls. This is the relationship meant to last forever, and its guidelines are a how-to manual for making a relationship meaningful, exciting, and pleasurable every day.

		Spiritually Monogamous relationships are not for everyone, and no one should put a judgment on themselves if it is not what they desire or need. And though the guidelines are simple, they are often rigorous to follow.

		Self-honesty is the beginning, and open communication is essential.

		In a Spiritually Monogamous relationship, everything is shared without exception. All thoughts, feelings, events, desires, aspirations and secrets—as well as the frustrations, failures, fears, and the mean-spirited, dark sides of life. The obvious key to open communication is acceptance. No matter what is shared, it needs to be accepted by our partner; without acceptance, open communication breaks down.

		If Ken judged any of my sexual desires, I would have clammed up and found it difficult to say anything more. Thankfully, that didn’t happen to me. Though as I’ve mentioned, my judgments of Ken’s sexual desires kept him from being completely honest.

		To instantly expect that we can create open communication in any relationship is unrealistic. Complete sharing takes time. It takes one piece of the past, a present feeling, a deep dark secret shared one at a time. With each revelation that is accepted without judgment by our partner, we build a little more trust for the next secret, the next thought, the next desire or event to be disclosed. If a relationship is new, it’s often a lot easier to start with open communication day to day. If a relationship has a few years of past secrets, untold stories, and messy emotions, it may take some time, many months, or even years to unravel all that has gone before. It may even mean forgetting the painful past for a period, while building a new level of communication about the present—one day at a time. Working with the present here and now, being completely open, revealing and accepting of what is happening on that one day builds a pattern of honesty we can take to the next day. As acceptance proceeds and trust builds, the events, secrets and feelings from the past can start to be unveiled.

		Once a relationship of honesty and open sharing exists, where there is acceptance and trust, there is the potential for dealing with the really juicy issues of life—the opportunity to heal past traumas, to explore desires—sexual and otherwise, and to help meet each other’s needs.

		Such a relationship requires time and commitment above all else. For those that are too busy to spend the hours it demands, it can never really work. Spiritual Monogamy obliges us to resolve our conflicts now, not sweep them under the rug and hope they’ll go away, or assume they can be dealt with later. It requires as well, a belief nurtured over time, that there is nothing that cannot be resolved by two equally committed to this kind of relationship, who are willing to work every day toward its success.

		After having worked with the concept of Spiritual Monogamy for several years, Ken and I found that we created a relationship we trust will be there for us to enjoy our life long. We have a means for solving problems, for airing our ideas, concerns, differences, and frustrations. The results of our efforts have given us a full life, and enjoyment that increases as we pleasure in being who we are and sharing the realness we’ve found with each other.

		A spiritually monogamous relationship in the bedroom is one that can bloom with intimacy, fun and pleasure in the pursuit of sexual desire—it is perhaps the optimum place for sexual expression because of the trust, the shared experiences, and all the other factors in relationships that go beyond the simple physical act of “getting off.” If it’s not a spiritually monogamous relationship in the strict sense, any trusting, supportive and open relationship can provide a terrific place to play sexually.

		The more we experience acceptance, the more we trust, the more likely we are to share the kinky, deep dark fantasies, those silly, off-the-wall taboos and the desires we find difficult to admit. Knowing that your desires are not judged can do more to add joy and satisfaction in the bedroom than any how-to manual you can buy. Acceptance sets free our sexual energy so the potential for pleasure can open wide. To have someone to help us through our sexual anxieties, who won’t run away if we get freaked out, who can help us laugh when we start to take things too seriously, and can lead us gently back to the truth about ourselves, turns the bedroom into a haven of intimacy and pleasure, not a place of fear.

		

		***

		

		Sex is obviously more than just a physical act.

		The bedroom is a crucible for the lessons of life. Judgment, lack of self-acceptance, power struggles, vulnerability, and trust are just a few of the issues that can arise—sometimes unexpectedly, to spoil, alter or add pain to our sex life. The naked intimacy of the bedroom often stirs our most vulnerable places, exposes secrets we thought were too personal to share, and touches parts of us we’re scared to see. Life issues may appear in the bedroom in subtle and inconsequential ways, or suddenly drop out of nowhere unexpectedly, rearing like an ugly dragon between partners, threatening to tear the relationship apart.

		Behind all sexual issues is fear—and it can take two forms. The fear of what we desire comes from our fear of what we might do. The residual fear of what we’ve experienced in the past can leave a haunting memory we can’t shake or understand.

		In both cases, however, it is possible to overcome the fear by sharing it inside a relationship we trust.

		Ken became the perfect person to help me work through my sexual fears. He helped me through each step of the Five Step Process of acceptance and choice, while I gave him acceptance for the trauma of his Vietnam War experience. Though his was not a distinctly sexual issue, the healing process he used—also given to us by William—is the same process we suggest for those who have a traumatic sexual experience in their past that needs to be faced before it can be understood and let go. I used this second Five Step Process to understand the spanking rituals I endured as a child and the humiliation that haunted me years later.

		Much like the process on desire, the five steps to healing the past begin with fear—and finding the event that caused the fear. If that past event—a rape, abandonment or other sexual trauma—still carries emotion, if we’re afraid to think about it, if it keeps us from being close to the one we love, it’s important to get beyond the fear to find the truth.

		

		Acknowledging the event is the first step. Discovering what is true about the event is the second.

		

		It’s not important to relive the trauma of the experience, but it is important to acknowledge what we were really feeling at the time. Those feelings may not be simple, but quite complex—joy, terror, sexual excitement, agitation, dread, loss, grief, and relief could all paradoxically coexist in a moment of trauma. We may be able to admit part of that truth; but are afraid to admit the rest.

		As I applied the process to my spanking fetish, I could easily admit that getting spanked was painful and scary; that I was humiliated and wounded by the act. But what I also needed to admit was the sexual arousal, and acknowledge that on one level, I enjoyed the act for the raw feeling that burst free in my repressed life.

		

		The third step in the process is to re-experience the act in the mind.

		

		For me, sharing the experience and my feelings was vital. Talking to Ken about those spanking incidents, he easily understood what I felt and why—and his objectivity made the uneasiness over my spanking desires seem unnecessary. He acknowledged for me what was difficult for me to acknowledge myself, and helped me get rid of the fear and the sense of shame that nestled inside me as a little piece of myself I could not like.

		

		The fourth step to healing is accepting the whole truth—understand that the feelings we have are real.

		

		There is no right or wrong about them—and the desire that might arise from those feelings is not bad. It is simply what is so.

		

		With the fifth step is to learn the lesson that the experience was in our life to teach us.

		

		Why was this part of our life—what is our spirit asking us to learn about who we were? This understanding requires us to look at life from a spiritual point of view—to assume that our lives are more than just a string of unconnected and capricious events over which we have no control. It assumes that, while the control may not be conscious—certainly, we don’t consciously walk into disasters; but at some level—the spiritual level—we draw all of our life experience to us. It shapes who we are and teaches us about our real self and the desires of our soul. Understanding the lesson of an event assumes that, while we don’t willfully choose a difficult situation, or bad events, there was a purpose we need to understand. Our spirit asks—why did we need to experience the horror of a rape, the abandonment of a parent, a war or sexual abuse?

		Using this understanding of life, getting spanked as a child took meaning beyond the shame and humiliation that left an uneasiness in my later life. As an adult (I certainly didn’t have the wisdom to see this as a six year old child), it allowed me to realize the capricious nature of human sexual desire and its origins. And as a child, I was given a glimpse of a frustrated Spleen parent (my mother) that would live with me my life long. The picture gave me the resolve to deal with my own suppressed spleen energies when I grew up.

		This experience was in no way as traumatic, or life defining as Ken’s war experience, or the traumas of sexual abuse that some men and women face. But this process can be used to help heal those events, and allow them to slip back into our memories without their arising time and again to shatter our peace and the enjoyment of the present. At the time of the event—the emotion is far too raw to apply a spiritual understanding. We need to feel assaulted, violated, betrayed, angry—all the complex feelings that might arise. But after the initial impact of the experience is over, after time has settled the emotions, we need then to look at the event with spiritual insight into order to understand it, heal it, and for the horror to disappear.

		Ken lived with a beast that haunted him for twenty years, sometimes creating a miserable havoc in our lives. It wasn’t until he began using these Five Steps for healing, that the truth was unraveled and he could finally let the experience go. He had to see it, not from a good and evil point of view, not from who was right or wrong, but from a spiritual viewpoint that transcends this life. He had to understand the lessons of why he made the Vietnam War part of his life experience. Once he did, the beast, the painful memories and their negative effects on his life ceased.

		Apply this process to a sexual trauma, an abandonment, a messy past relationship, or any event you cannot let go. It can be used by oneself, or within a trusting relationship. The healing rarely happens in an instant; more likely if it’s a particularly messy issue, it might take some months or even years to completely accept and understand. But there is no past trauma that is beyond our power to heal; though, to find healing requires the courage to face the truth.

		

		***

		

		Sex is about getting naked.

		And in getting naked, it’s difficult to separate our sexuality from mental, emotional and spiritual nakedness. Perhaps, stripping off our clothes, as the physical imperfections of our bodies appear, we begin to feel vulnerable; and feeling vulnerable physically begins to unravel the other costumes and suits that protect us from hurt and judgment, abuse and shame. It’s possible to grunt, sweat, fuck and then smoke the cigarette after the sex is over and say we had a great time. But how many of us admit that that kind of sex is often lonely, and even disappointing? Why do prostitutes often say they spend a good deal of time listening to their johns? Why do women say they want to be cuddled more than they want sex? Why does sex go sour in a marriage when a couple is too busy to connect on other levels? Why do we keep looking for more?

		Getting naked physically raises the desire to connect our souls. For all the desire and physical need I have for sexual release, if I’m not connecting with Ken in some intimate and real way, the physical act begins to lose its luster.

		

		

		There Is Always Time

		There is always time…

		

		to touch your gentle curves and soft sweet mounds.

		

		to run my hungry lips and tasting tongue

		over your naked goose-bumped flesh.

		

		to caress your wet damp center with my aroused fullness

		sharing our passion and their heated fluids.

		

		to caress your ears with gentle whispered truths

		of love and tenderness.

		

		to listen to both sad and happy melodies pour from your lips

		in a cascade of mindless need.

		

		to blend our souls and the realness they share

		in a quiet and tender hug

		

		…for you.

		KEH

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		On Desire & Fantasy

		

		My mind was engaged again in trying to put the thoughts of sex aside, but for all my attempts to squelch the lurking fantasy, wicked ideas kept popping into my brain.

		Bound For Submission © 1997

		

		

		Fantasy fiction is the fun stuff of sexual lust, the playground of the mind where we are free to romp without the worry of bad relationships, sexual diseases, or physical safety. We can escape to other worlds, to lifetimes and situations far from our own reality. In fantasy, we fly off in absurd daydreams of sex acts we’d never contemplate in real life. We relish taboo bawdy pleasures and writhe in a little physical ecstasy as these splendid visions arouse our bodies and free our minds.

		Fantasy is sexual fun, and it has its place in our sexual world—whether we use it or not to stimulate ourselves—some people do, others don’t. Whether we daydream in complex stories, or just imagine a perfect lover, fantasy is a little world of our own making that can provide pleasure, physical release, and a moment away from the harder realities of the real world. Fantasy gives us the opportunity NOT to be monogamous, politically correct, safe, sane, appropriate, or even consensual.

		Fantasy can be great sexual fun; but it’s not the stuff of choices. Fantasy is not desire, and it does not necessarily reflect who we are or what we’ll choose to do. It is not a serious statement of our sexual truth, but simply a collection of random thoughts and fun creations that turn us on.

		Sexual fantasy is not the stuff of choices; that is the province of desire.

		Unlike fantasy, desire is the raw material of the soul. It is the soul yearning, pointing toward what it needs. The fuel of creation. Desires provides substance with which we make our lives, it is what is real about who we are.

		We can take our desire and do nothing with it. We can judge it, suppress it, and avoid it. Or, as a master, we can meet it eye to eye and, without judgment, right or wrong, decide to bring the desire to life—or simply let it go. A master uses desire as a magnet for what they want to experience—passion and power behind desire can bring it into being.

		Many of my early fantasies were laced with desire. Submission, spanking, exhibitionism, and the variations of S&M are all real stuff for me and play a part in the choices that I make for sexual expression.

		There was a time, however, before I understood the difference between fantasy and desire, that I tried to act out my fantasies—a sticky situation, I soon found out. A dozen times I tried to create the perfect fantasy in real life, and a dozen times I was disappointed to find that reality and fantasy are not the same thing.

		I might start out with a good deal of excited sexual energy around the plot I was enacting—some fantasy I’ve created in my head a dozen times. All too often, however, as the fantasy proceeded in real life, the details didn’t mesh. The voice inflections and behaviors of the other people involved just didn’t quite match the picture I had in my mind. Before long, my sexual excitement and my sexual energy disappeared. I was left empty, and either stopped the event before it looked ridiculous, or went through it in “trouper” because I was determined to live out the fantasy regardless of the fact that I felt nothing, and any hope of pleasure had disappeared.

		

		I discovered some time later that I had the essence of fantasy and desire all wrong.

		Acting on fantasy depends on details to make it work, the environment, the people, the acts conforming to a specific picture. In our daydreams that’s all possible. But it is less so in real life. I know those that enjoy going to clubs and parties to act out their exhibitionist, spanking and S&M fantasies. People with like fantasies come together to enact certain sexual rituals or scenes that have a pleasurable element for those involved. This is often a safe way to experience, explore, and have fun. But it is not necessarily a satisfactory way to fulfill the real desire that haunts us for real expression.

		While fantasy takes form, desire is formless. It does not require a particular form or ritual. It is action laced with a particular feeling—not always specific acts done in a specific way, within a carefully manufactured setting that we might use to arouse us in a fantasy world. Satisfying the desire is experiencing the feeling—for instance the feeling of being submissive, or dominant.

		In the area of Dominance/submission, a scene between two lovers has at its heart a relationship of intimacy and real substance—trust, affection, and a knowingness between the couple that gives fulfillment to the sexual act and the shared desire. The act itself, the fantasy alone without the intimate relationship cannot do this. When I’m having sex with Ken, and it’s real sex, when we’re really connecting, details do not matter. We might add certain pickles and sauces that enhance the experience—fantasy stuff: a leather collar, a lace corset, dim lights, appropriate music, ropes, etc. But we don’t need a particular ritual to make the experience satisfying. The act does not need to be pre-planned; and if it is, and suddenly veers from the original picture, it does not destroy the pleasure and the sexual energy does not suddenly disappear. What is most important to our enjoyment is whether we are connecting with each other on a real level. If he is inside me and I in him, the pleasure is mutual and real for us both.

		If I am living out my desires with Ken, and those desires leap into some experience of pain for the purpose of finding the pleasure, I can trust that I won’t be taken beyond what I can physically stand, because Ken knows me, bonds with me during the experience and is so present with what I am feeling that he would never take me beyond my limits.

		When you play with a D/s fantasy outside such an intimate relationship, it is always suggested that you have “safe” words players agree to before the scene begins—that the submissive uses to stop the action. Otherwise, a dominant partner you barely know might not be certain when you’ve had enough.

		When it comes to Dominance/submission, S&M, or any other extreme sexual expression, we risk physical and psychological damage in sexual situations with people who do not know us in a real way. As much as we would like to believe that we can bond with another person in an instant, it usually takes time, commitment and a good deal of open sharing in order to find the right person to express these deepest of our sexual desires.

		For those that enter lifestyle arrangements where they deliberately give up their choices to another individual (i.e. master/slave relationships), it is especially important—to avoid lessons you do not want to experience—that each person knows his or her needs, acting from what is truly real about them, and that they intimately know the person with whom they are entering the relationship.

		E-mails I’ve received from Internet players suggest that some hastily leap into cyberspace relationships thinking they have created something of substance with an Internet lover—only to find a good deal lacking when the relationship is “real time” and their illusions are painfully shattered. Intimacy takes time and conditions that foster trust, time together physically. Though we can never guarantee positive results, a master of their choices will not leap into them without having as complete a picture as they can have of what might lie ahead. They look before they leap.

		

		Fantasy can often cloud the real desire beneath it. Instead of zeroing in on the real desire we may get caught up in the detail of a scene, thinking that is where our real pleasure comes, when underneath the details lies the heart of our need. Once the desire is understood, the sex acts that satisfy the underlying need may change over time. Some may intrigue us for a while, but growing bored with them, we move on to something else that is equally pleasing, but different in form. The need may vary in intensity—at times, we push the limits, and at times we are content for something less extreme. Some women with the desire to exhibit their bodies, may be satisfied wearing sexy clothes in public, at others times they fulfill the need dancing as a showgirl in a sex club, other times sunbathing nude, or posing for erotic pictures. The act does not matter as long as the inner need is being met. Because one day a particular fantasy no longer appeals to us doesn’t necessarily mean we’ve given up the desires; it simply means it’s changing form.

		Our fantasies can also cloud the truth about a person we intend to play with. We can create unrealistic expectations of a potential lover, imagining them behaving in ways that may not be real for them. Nurturing illusions usually leads to disillusionment. Real life, real people and real relationships have their quirks and idiosyncrasies, their choices may not align with ours, their agenda for a sexual relationship may be totally different from our vision. The only way to truly know what they desire is to communicate. Getting swept off your feet for a day, a week, or a month—the sexual expression may be fresh and abundant for awhile. To keep the passion alive requires communication as each partner reveals what is real for them and how that might add to their shared pleasure.

		Reggie, the favorite character from my Alexandra books, is the consummate dictatorial and elegantly cool dominant male—the lover that has appeared in my fantasies for as long as I can remember. For a brief time, I looked for that dominant man, thinking that this vision was what I needed to fulfill my submissive desires. He would look, act, and respond to me in a particular way. In one very laughable attempt to live out that “Reggie” fantasy, I boldly entered a D/s scene, thinking that after just a few get-acquainted telephone conversations, I had found the man of my dreams—or at the very least someone with the right dominant mien to help satisfy my underlying sexual desire. The incident quickly turned into an amusing joke, when meeting my phantom lover I found him a court jester, not the real dominant I anticipated. What’s scary, however, is that I might have turned up a Jack the Ripper, or a Blackbeard the Pirate instead of a harmless middle-aged man.

		For a while, I tried to mold Ken into that Reggie figure, and that didn’t work either. What finally began to satisfy my submissive need was realizing and bringing out the real dominant in Ken—not some unreal vision of a man who does not exist. Reggie is only a character in a book; he is not a real man. To continue searching for that man would have been a sad waste of my time.

		If you wish to play with fantasy, books and videos are a great way to begin. Getting bolder, clubs and parties can be reasonably safe options to get firsthand experience with a favorite fetish or fantasy. Yet, books, videos clubs, and parties are not the way to meet a deep-seated need, or that cry from a soul needing satisfaction. It’s important to differentiate here between a real desire, and just a passing fancy. A passing fancy we can enjoy and then move on to something else. But a true desire is a yearning that will not quit.

		We may play with fantasy in any of its forms, even act out scenes with people we barely know, but eventually fantasies can turn hollow, the sex acts rote if the real need is not met. There is no energy behind the acts that truly satisfies our deepest needs. When this happens, it is time to look beyond the fantasy, and seek to find a real form in which to express the real desire—that desire requiring a relationship of substance to find the fulfillment we need.

		

		

		Caught In The Act

		Lightning flashes,

		from loins churning,

		with the storms of sexual creation.

		

		Heat engulfs the writhing parts,

		of a body,

		caught in the act of abandoned fulfillment.

		

		The juices of the loins' creation,

		consume the brain,

		in a fevered explosion of new ideas.

		

		Mundane thoughts leap,

		to their deaths,

		in wild seas of pure enlightenment.

		

		God's passion pours from fingers,

		searing words,

		into what was once stark emptiness.

		

		Time and space cease,

		as eternity rules

		the land of silent inspiration.

		

		Peace descends as mind and body collapse,

		waiting for the storms

		to once more rise and consume the resting soul.

		KEH

		

		

		Chapter Eight

		On Dominance & submission

		

		With dark command

		and fragrant body,

		unyielding will

		and the surprise of pain,

		I succumbed,

		answering his need

		with mine,

		his to control

		mine to submit

		both being bound for pleasure.

		Bound For Submission © 1997

		

		

		It should surprise no one to say that my erotic writing is not accepted by a wide sector of our society. For this reason, I am careful who I tell about my occupation. The fear of being judged, whether that judgment is real or not, is one for me to deal with. Living in a conservative part of the US has been an interesting challenge in self-acceptance, exposure and discretion—one I’m certain I created in order for me to test these issues in my real life; and finally become comfortable exposing myself and the nature of my writing.

		There is quite a difference between the person I was as a college student and who I am now. In fact, long into my thirties, my behavior and attitudes were quite different from those I have now after the personal exploration I’ve done. This sometimes makes catching up with old friends an interesting challenge. It took some time before I was confident enough to admit that I write erotica. I consider most of my friends, past and present, pretty open-minded; and over time, I’ve become bolder talking about what I do.

		Not long ago, I even shared with a friend I’ve known since college the website address for my erotica publishing company. The website includes my catalogue of books, novel excerpts and a very frank statement of my sexual awakening—the starting point for this book. I am proud of what I say about sexuality, and the way I handle the extreme topics that I write about. The page is honest, artfully designed. The few pictures on the site are black and white art photography, not graphic porn seen all over the Internet. All this taken into consideration, and knowing my friend is an independent woman, a lesbian and very liberal minded, I expected her response to be, at the very worst, a polite acknowledgment of the scope of my life’s work; at best, a rousing encouragement. That was why I was stunned by the comment that ended her e-mail to me after she perused the website:

		She holds that there is a deep-seated cultural belief that “leads men to feel power over women and children and to act on that power in ways as diverse as lower wages, limited opportunities, or as the “justifiable” outlet for their frustrations at other men…

		As a strong believer in the bills of rights, I wish you the best. As a feminist I hope you are aware of the continuum in which you work, and the fact that for some women, what you write about is freeing, and for some it increases their chains.”

		Reading her cool words, judgment leapt up and grabbed me by the throat, for a moment shaking me hard. I wondered if I had gone blindly through the last five years, unwittingly perpetuating a culture of abuse to woman and children—one I would shun. I write fantasy fiction for entertainment, not treatises on life to be taken seriously.

		Her comments did awaken me—though perhaps not in the way she would have liked. I became aware that there was not just a conservative religious community that might have a problem with my erotica (that I already knew); but there is a population of women—liberated, seemingly open-minded women—who have a strong reaction to the content of my writing—their objection to the submissive nature of the women in my stories.

		The more I thought about my friend’s response, I began to wonder—if I had been writing my novels from a female dominant point of view, not as a female submissive, would I have received the same reaction from my friend when she realized that 90% of my work is about women being sexually submissive to men? Perhaps it is her own fear (a feminist fear) that is at the bottom of her incisive lecture.

		The realness that I have come to accept is that the urge to dominant and the urge to submit are primal realities of our human nature. Not only do they appear in the bedroom; they run deeply through the fabric of our culture, through its institutions, its marriages, life partnership and family relationships—as well as its bedrooms. Power play and power games are one of the most basic places of personal lessons. To eradicate these desires is impossible—to understand them and make deliberate choices with them is the way to control their expression. To deny them, or shun them is not the way to become at peace with the dominant/submissive duality.

		Speaking strictly from a sexual point of view, most people are blends of dominant and submissive inclinations. There are extremes at both ends of the spectrum, and there are many of us somewhere in the middle. There are times when most people want nothing more than to lie back and submit to a sexual partner, let go control and simply enjoy. Even my very dominant husband enjoys being loved and touched and attentively aroused. I do the initiating, I energize our sexual moments and virtually take charge. No, I don’t tie him down, but there is still a submissive element in him arising that is very real. Who is dominant in this situation? And who’s submissive? Am I in control, or is Ken? And does it really matter? At those times that I am sexually submissive, Ken takes charge; but it is my choice to participate as a submissive. That choice gives him power over me; my consent allows him to be dominant. Who’s in control? And, again, does it really matter?

		

		The term submissive is obviously a loaded word for some people. I wonder at my friend’s strong reaction and what might be behind it other that her feminist rhetoric. She explained to me that she had been in an abusive relationship with a man for some years and I began to understand some of the personal reasoning behind her response to my work. William reminded me as we spoke about her response, of something that he repeated many times throughout my working with the Five-Step Process.

		A negative reaction to sexuality in any form comes from fear—fear from unexpressed desires, or an unresolved event.

		People frequently dismiss what they see on the basis of an instantaneous and programmed reaction—before they have a chance to explore the whole idea. It’s a knee-jerk reaction, and they have no idea the basis of their negative response. In 99% of the cases, that reaction comes from some degree of fear—a fear born of a desire they cannot accept. For those responding negatively to the idea of female sexual submission, perhaps, it is their own desire to submit, to be out of control, to allow someone to love and lead and take charge of them—and so bring them pleasure.

		The reaction could also come from a past event that still carries emotional weight—the meaning of the event still not understood.

		

		Many people misunderstand Dominant/submissive sexual relationships, confusing them with abuse—if they are sadomasochistic (involving pain and punishment), there is even greater judgment. There is an assumption that the female submissive is powerless, that the man is using the woman and she has no choice. True, such exploitive relationships do exist where women have made themselves victims to men. But these are not relationships based on true realness; they are not based on choice. They are more often, women and men acting out programmed roles they learned while growing up—bullies and victims, not people who understand realness and make conscious rational choices to act on their real desires. They are not relationships of power, but of the powerless. None of the players have real power; they have fear, frustration, anger, and lack of self worth.

		Women who awaken to find themselves in such relationships should get out as soon as they can load up the car and the children (whether it’s physically abusive or not)—unless there is a serious reason to believe that the nature of the relationship can change. A D/s relationship that is an expression of realness is one that ennobles and exalts life. For those women who are in a committed, accepting and trusting relationship with their partner—who are acting on their submissive sexual identity from realness, they are empowered, not made less than themselves.

		Though I define myself as a sexual submissive, I’ve never thought of myself as powerless. In fact, in the old days when I still struggled with my sexuality, I did feel like a powerless woman. Accepting my sexuality has given me far more confidence, self-determination, and wisdom than I had before. It has given me a vibrant creative outlet, economic liberty, and a fulfilling marriage.

		Realizing that my choice to be sexually submissive (in fact submissive in many areas of my life) is a choice that acknowledges and honors my real desires and real nature. I give up nothing by choosing to be submissive, but rather gain great power when I am honest with the desire and the choice.

		Surrendering myself fulfills me. I surrender not so much to the man in my life as the realness that is in me. The richness of sensation, psychologically, emotionally, spiritually as well as physically, gives me power. It takes away nothing, but enhances who I am. Living out my desires stimulates my creativity, gives my body peace, takes off the raw edges of emotion and makes me feel more connected to God.

		Being real is all I want to be. I find my strength with others comes not from a soulless (Yang) aggressiveness, a pseudo role playing pursuit of dominion over my world but in staying with the yielding me. To quote myself, “a Spleen with their sexual power flowing is soft, sensuous and alluringly seductive. I will never be the hard-driving businesswoman. That is not my nature. Nor will I be a robust, emotional outgoing people person. I am a powerful person only when I am myself—being who I really am. In sexual and many other ways, that realness takes a submissive form. I make no apologies for the woman I am, and celebrate each day the discovery I’ve made.

		

		I’ve learned that to be most fulfilled in our lives requires us all to become submissive—not to an individual, institution or government, but to our real nature.

		This true submission has nothing to do with behavior, the external choices, the sex acts we might engage in, or even the choices in lifestyle we make. True submission is giving in to realness, honoring the truth about us. From this place our power flows, from this place in whatever form it takes comes our strength and our soul’s satisfaction.

		Being dominant is also part of who we are. It is taking control of our lives…determining our choices by what is real and being responsible for who we are and what we create—not victim to circumstance and fate. A paradox perhaps, but dominant and submissive go hand in hand, and on a spiritual level we are both.

		

		

		Dancing On The Blade

		We’re dancing on the blade that stretches

		from boredom to heaven,

		a gleaming blade forged

		of our love and lust and wild fleshed eroticism…

		

		dancing on the blade while staggering drunk

		on the sweet wine of our pure sexual heat,

		as pictures of deep-felt depravity parade

		in our minds challenging us to love what others hate …

		

		dancing on the blade knowing that any missed step

		will hurl us into the chasm,

		of lost lovers

		who wander on shards of black glass and rusted nails …

		

		dancing on the blade while performing acts

		of violent and harsh love,

		while demons from above and below

		hurl rocks of judgment and scorn …

		

		dancing on the blade when only the black vortex

		of our combined needs and passions is left,

		all else having been swallowed

		by the tear-stained fog of the past.

		KEH

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		The Final Chapter

		

		“…remember that I’ve not in any way planned this life of mine, or my visions—at least it’s not been a conscious planning. Neither am I a victim. I embraced this life somewhere at the beginning of my days.

		Into The Dark Wilds © 1996

		

		

		We are born as connected beings, our natural energy open in all its aspects.

		We are naturally Root/animal, sexual, emotional and loving at birth. Through our laughter and tears, we express ourselves and we are connected to our higher self; the newborn child is the pure essence of spirit when it arrives. While open in all our Chakras at birth, our primary power is also fixed. As we grow, our energies alter and adapt according to the circumstances of our environment, our lessons in life, and our challenges.

		But when we are children, we are not fully mature in any aspect of power. Though children run Root energy, we do not expect our children to support themselves, provide food, clothing, and shelter for themselves. Children run Spleen energy, but they are not mature enough physically or emotionally to be complete sexual beings, nor are they capable of making sexual choices. Though children run emotional energy, it takes time to learn the appropriate use of emotions. And though they are capable of love, it is not the same mature love they can realize as openhearted adults. Children focus primarily on themselves before they can move out to focus on other people, as they are carving out their identities and learning about their world. Children learn from their environment and their society, particularly from judgments about what are the right and wrong ways to express themselves.

		Whatever a child lives with becomes part of them, and they open and close their expression of energy depending on what is permissible in the environment in which they grow.

		A child who sees no role model for adult sexuality may grow up to assume sexuality is wrong—so their sexual feelings are wrong and they close them down. A child who sees little real intimacy between their parents, or from them, may find it hard to develop true intimate relationships. A child whose emotions are put-down, or only sees anger in other people may close their emotions or find anger the only emotion they can express.

		But a child who is raised in an environment where there is nurturing Root to support their physical needs, open emotion of all types, sexual acceptance and expression, as well as intimacy and tenderness, is a child that will mature as a fully functional, open-spirited adult.

		

		Of the seven aspects of power, sexuality is now—and has been the most misunderstood and judged. For centuries, the forceful power of our sexual energy has been crushed, denied, as well as craftily manipulated. Today, our culture remains a milieu of sexual fear and judgment—even as we promote provocative displays of youthful sexuality and stereotypical images of youth and beauty. We both promote sex and shun it and the mixed messages for everyone are confusing and even dangerous.

		We have become increasingly youth oriented—associating sexuality with youth. Advertisers and the fashion and entertainment industry support this, creating the pictures of young people—even pre-teens—as sexual beings—and yet mature adults are rarely portrayed that way. Any Sunday, opening the department stores advertisements, a look at the clothing ads shows teenagers dressed in small shorts, tiny bathing suits, tight jeans, low-cut tops—fun, cute, sexy clothes. Turning to the women’s clothes, the pictures are quite different—women over thirty are dressed much more plainly, in less body revealing clothes. The message is obvious. Women cast off their sexuality as they grow older.

		The same trend toward youthful sexuality is true of most movies and on TV. Young women and men are glorified, while more mature relationships of a sexual nature are rarely seen. While it is not uncommon now to see older men with younger women—again focusing on the sexuality of young women, few women in their 40’s, 50’s and 60’s are portrayed as sexual beings.

		The trouble with these pictures is that we give our teenagers roles they may not be ready to handle. At the same time, we are stripping women over thirty of their sexuality by the images they see in the media. With so much emphasis on youth, it is no wonder that we’ve come to associate sexuality with youth. Once a woman is married, once she becomes a mother, the implication is that the need or desire for sexual expression dies. She dresses in the clothes “appropriate” to her age or married status—a husband seeing a far less sexual woman than he may have married.

		This phenomenon is not only a disservice to mature women, it is dangerous to create such a fixation on girls—often encouraging them beyond what is age appropriate to their natural maturity. At the same time we have skewed our attentions toward youth, we continue to place judgment on our natural sexual responses. We tell men, “look, please look, buy what I’m selling on the basis of what you see, enjoy the visual experience, but don’t dare touch.” The young women that we flash before the eyes of the world are often off-limits legally to most of the male population—if not legally off limits, highly unattainable for most men. Look, but don’t touch. We offer the visual stimulation and then immediately judge any response to the sexual arousal that results. It is not surprising that we have some men fixated on young women (or young men), and find the sexual abuse of the young a troublesome symptom of the problem we’ve created.

		We need to refocus our vision of sexuality. We need to let our children be children, and our adolescents brood, explore and test themselves, as they will always do—without the pressure to grow up too fast. And just as importantly, we need to allow woman, of 30-100 years, to be the naturally sexual beings that they are. Sexuality knows no age, the spleen Chakra doesn’t suddenly disappear—yes, the sex drive may alter with age and menopause, but for most, it does not go away. It disappears more from the ideas we feed ourselves—that there is some arbitrary timeline we naturally follow. We think we’re too old, or not pretty enough, or simply the change in life means I’m no longer a viable sexual being. We may not tell ourselves these things consciously, but the implied message seeps into our thinking regardless.

		In truth, our sexual desire disappears because we’re not getting our real needs met. We are not being satisfied. Our need for sexual intimacy and emotion is not being recognized. The relationships we are in are much less satisfying than they once were. Sex becomes a chore—even demeaning with a partner that no longer arouses us, so it’s time to stop.

		I learned in my study of the Chakras that sexual energy does not need pretty bodies; it is energy that attracts us to other people, and energy has no specific form. A woman of seventy can be more sexual that a pretty body of twenty, if she runs her spleen energy and the young woman does not. Taking away our fixation with youth, the perfect form, the slim body, the flawless skin, the lustrous hair, we see beyond those things to the sexual beauty that a woman of any age can exude.

		In a seminar I attended some years ago, one of the main premises in this all female event was that “women have a right to be beautiful,”—not beautiful by some arbitrary standard set by advertisers and designers. In the same regard, we have a right to be sexual as well, to express ourselves in ways that are real and meaningful for us. We have the right to ask for and receive from our partners the acceptance of our desires so we can find a way to meet our needs. We do not have to be content with what the world tells us about sexual expression, but can find what will honor us and give us pleasure, and then resolve to make the choices and find the experiences that will truly reflect who we are.

		

		***

		

		My agenda for this book takes several turns.

		The Sexual Agenda—that human sexuality is a means to physical pleasure—a piece of life God gave us to enjoy. It provides a means to nurture intimacy in our personal relationships, experience emotions, act out primal instincts, and inspire our creativity.

		

		The Political/Social Agenda—that realness in sexuality defies all convention, rules and dogma that the institutions of our world would use to control our sexual expression—whether those institutions are on the conservative right or the liberal left.

		

		The Psychological Agenda—that acceptance of sexual desires releases bottled energy, it dispels fear, and the feeling of being trapped and frustrated. Real expressions of sexuality heal us mentally and emotionally.

		

		The Spiritual Agenda—that the peace, contentment and fulfillment in discovering personal truth and its expression connects us to our higher self, to God. This is as true of our sexuality as it is true in any other area of our life. Sex is a sacred act.

		

		My Personal agenda, beyond the assumptions I’ve state above, is not so much to liberate sexual behavior as to liberate desire. My experience has led me to the conclusion that the judgment of our sexual desire does great harm, the damage reflecting in every area of our lives. The act of accepting our desire frees us from the judgment and repression. It releases our natural energies so we can employ them to serve us.

		Many people snicker when the topic of sex is raised, being embarrassed and uncomfortable with even the mention of it—it touches us in such a vulnerable place, raises memories that are so personal we often don’t know how to feel about the experience. We put words around sex—like dirty, naughty, profane, shocking, and dangerous. Many people would just as soon sex go away; still others do everything they can to define sexual expression so narrowly that it is impossible for anyone to conform.

		It is my belief that when sexual desire comes from the essence of our being, then that desire is sacred. Whether the world would call it profane has no merit—the world lives inside its half-truths and lies. Political, institutions, churches, and great social movements have their rules, prejudices, and blindspots when it comes to sex. Only the individual can verify what is true and what is not, what is sacred and what is profane. Our personal truth always withstands the sting of judgment; it simply is and cannot be disputed.

		Whether the sexual expression is straight, gay, bisexual, dominant, or submissive, or something else, makes no difference as long as it is real. Real power in our world comes from being honest with who we are.

		Bottomline, we are afraid of careening out of control. In truth, however, we have the power to control our sexual desire through choice. The institutions of our society control sexual energy by rules and dogma that are primarily based on fear. But those with the power to proscribe those rules and enforce them act on fear of their own repressed sexual urges. Most are ignorant of what they are doing, though there are some that know what they are dealing with. They understand the great sexual power inherent in mankind, and deliberately ride the same body of fear, in order to control sexual expression and channel its power for their own endeavors. Government and religious institutions throughout history have taken the sexual energy of youth and channeled it into wars with dubious ends, usually wars to conquer other countries or impose the judgments and beliefs of one culture on another.

		As a culture, stripping away our sexuality or subjecting it to narrow rules is dangerous, because sexuality and creativity cannot be separated. They are the same energy. If we deny our sexuality, we deny our creative power. However, if we accept our sexual desire, as individuals and as a society, we allow our natural power to flow through us. And so, our creativity will follow, along with the creative push that can solve the world’s problems. We have the ability to create solutions to our economic issues, which are often at the heart of our world’s most troublesome conflicts. By accepting all that we are as human beings, we have the creative ability to make a more peaceful, less needy planet where wars will not be necessary to solve our differences.

		A society that denies its creativity will lose it. And when the creative vision of a society stops, the life of the society stops. We cannot afford to let that happen.

		The prescription for this concern is contained in one word: acceptance. Everything else falls away in the presence of what we know to be true. Acceptance of the light and dark of who we are and the realness of our varied desires is essential. The more people who practice acceptance of their true sexual identity, the more our society can release the stranglehold that has been placed on our sexuality by those who fear it.

		

		***

		

		I have one purpose in life:

		To find my realness and enjoy it.

		This realness, this primarily sexual realness, has taken twisted turns, the long road to my sexual liberty a bashful, joyous, exciting and sometimes gut-wrenching journey.

		Yet, it is a sweet journey with finds I never imagined possible, a life I never dreamt of because I didn’t know it even existed ten years ago.

		I wish for my readers a life as full, based on their own personal truth and the desire within them realized.

		

		

		A Few Moments Of Heaven

		Dark passioned lovers melt in the heat

		of the unending desire,

		that explodes in their need-filled loins.

		

		Twisted bodies writhe like entwining snakes,

		while mouths and teeth and lips

		pursue, capture and consume each other’s

		sweat-laden flesh.

		

		Desires, steaming wild desires, crawl from hidden recesses,

		demanding attention needing fulfillment,

		torturing the naked bodies while raking open their souls,

		exposing the exotic cravings of stark honesty

		without veneers and sweet coverings.

		

		Pain, pleasure, joy and wantonness

		overwhelm reason and logic,

		leaving unrestrained feeling, satiated passion,

		quenched desire, met needs and fulfillment;

		fulfillment of the body,

		their remains lying spent in a tangled sprawl,

		fulfillment of the mind, a blank slate wiped clean

		waiting for new thoughts,

		new ideas, new creations to be written,

		fulfillment of the soul that now joins in an ancient coupling

		to create a few moments of heaven.

		KEH

		

		

		Appendix

		The Five Step Process ...

		for finding realness and opening spiritual power

		

		Find all your fears, judgments and avoidances

		

		Find the truth of your realness (the real desires ) behind the fears, judgments & avoidances.

		

		Experience the desires mentally

		

		Accept the desires as part of your real self

		Make choices based on what you want to experience in your life—remembering the lessons those choices will bring.

		

		The Five Step Process ...

		for healing the past

		

		Find the past event (or person) that continues to be troubling to you.

		

		Discover the real feelings about that event or person

		

		Experience the real feelings mentally

		

		Accept the feelings without judgment and let them go

		

		Learn the Lesson that the event or person was in your life to teach you.

		

		

		For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction…

		Pink Flamingo Publications

		P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051

		E-mail: catalog@pinkflamingo.com

		Website: http://www.pinkflamingo.com
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