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With over thirty years of practicing and un-practicing celibacy, I am proud to introduce you to PAUSE, a pleasure-filled approach to harnessing and redirecting sacral or sexual energy. Since PAUSE-ing my intrapersonal relationship is stronger and softer than it has ever been. 

In many ways, my earlier years of celibacy were anti-me, driven by fear, shame and guilt and the desire to fix my broken mind, heart, soul, boundaries, body and connections and hopefully in a few weeks, eight months, three years, or so on, reset my life. I thought of it as a catalyst for erasing my past experiences, removing the DNA of all that I wanted to forget, untethering myself from the emotional connections to experiences, people and places I no longer wish to know.

I curated a lovely bubble of creativity, fruits and veggies, dance, yoga, Black art, women-centered literature, therapy, and tea. I explored all the ways I could mother, daughter, sister, niece, aunt, grandmother and friend within it, and clinged to all the things that kept my little Edenic realm in place. Even when faced with resistance and anxiety I insisted that it stayed the same, the people in it related to me the same way, and I wouldn’t falter either no matter what. Not even during an internal revolt, letting me know that there is so much more I haven’t seen and experienced. 

Moments when I did not have the resources, time, money, energy to sustain the garden, on some level of awareness, I knew it would be a matter of time before it all wilted. I was just totally unaware that it was a consistently anxious space - or I simply didn’t know how to live a calm life. One might consider the way I fought for that way of living shameful. However, there are three things I know for certain: Those responses kept me and those around me alive and thriving for many years. They’re my response to external forces. And stasis and peace are not the same.

While in quarantine during the COVID-19 pandemic, my relationship to time became clearer, the past, present, and future are now and always, all that I am is always and all of it is inescapable. I began to interrogate my relationship with healing and self-awareness practices, including celibacy. I asked myself: How did I learn about celibacy? How was I introduced to purity culture without even realizing it was a real, defined thing? What are all the unspoken rules around pleasure that were passed down to me? Where did those rules come from? Whose systems—of oppression, colonization, and  slavery—taught me to deny rest and pleasure, and to settle for everything but peace? Does this process have to be about denial? What would a pleasure filled life look like? How do I truly get peace? What is peace? Why was pleasure, especially pleasure considered dirty, taboo, or sinful? Why were my earliest conversations about it so full of misinformation? Why did I feel as if celibacy brought social elevation? Why did I think that pleasure had to be earned? Why was there secrecy and silence surrounding sexual pleasure and the times we wanted to say “no” but couldn’t? Why do I view my body the way I do?  What the hell are wifely duties? Who invented this shit, and why? Why was I trying to get rid of all that I am? 

The questions were endless and were asked in solitude and at times while I was surrounded by people who had no idea what I was pondering. But they were there. I’m truly grateful for all of the people who entered my Eden and stayed as long as they did. The mothers, fathers, daughters, grandchildren, siblings, nieces, nephews, aunts, uncles, cousins, colleagues, lovers, and friends who were there, 

Thank you. You know who you are. 
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This workbook is more than a collection of ideas. It's an invitation to PAUSE, reflect, and reconnect with yourself at your own pace. Each part builds on the last, but you are welcome to move through the sections in the order that feels most aligned with your personal journey.

You will find:


●  Four parts, each focusing on a major theme:

Relationship with Self, Trauma, Reclaiming, and Deepening & Designing Your Pause.



●  Eighteen sections that contain a mix of reflection, narrative, and embodied prompts. These are spaces to explore and reclaim your truth.



●  Guided questions within each section. These questions are at the heart of your experience with this book. They are numbered and referenced in the Table of Contents in parentheses (e.g., Section 1: Relationship with Self (1–6).
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What’s PAUSE?

“PAUSE is an intentional, individualized, pleasure-filled plan that is designed by and for the  PAUSER. It is not bound by religious or cultural beliefs. It includes activities and explorations for harnessing and redirecting sexual energy internally for a specific purpose, duration, or in preparation for something or someone.” 

— Ami, The Celibate Sex Goddess, Creator of PAUSE
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Introduction: Why PAUSE
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Let me start by saying this: I am a sex-positive, pro-slut, Celibate Sex Goddess. Yes, all of that. And no, it’s not a contradiction. It’s the truth of who I am and it’s taken me over thirty years of practicing (and un-practicing) celibacy to fully own that.

I’m a mother, a grandmother, a Black woman over fifty who rarely mentions her disability, a divorcee, an ally to many communities, including LGBTQ+, immigrants and can be an accomplice if it means protecting children. Oh don’t scoff at me, slavery was the law - and still is on the high-key low. I’ve known desire, heartbreak, stillness, chaos, loneliness, and joy. I’ve moved through shame, silence, pleasure, and power. I am someone who has lived a whole lot of life. And somewhere along the way, I realized that celibacy is about sex and sovereignty.

PAUSE is not a rulebook. It’s a living, breathing journey. It’s my way of offering something I didn’t have when I first started choosing celibacy: a framework rooted in healing, joy, autonomy, pleasure, peace, and truth. This is about more than just not having sex. It's about why we choose to PAUSE, how we PAUSE, and what we reclaim in the process.

When I was younger, celibacy felt like something I had to do out of fear of being hurt, of losing myself, getting STI’s, and of not being enough. Growing up in Washington, D.C., with all the layered messages about what it meant to be a Black woman, a "good girl," a strong woman, and all the things, I carried a lot of confusion. But now, I PAUSE and celibacy is mine. It’s a conscious practice I return to, never out of lack, but out of love. For my body. For my peace. For my power. For my somebody-ness.

It is my guess that you probably lived a lot of life, too. My hope is that PAUSE feels like a soft landing, a deep exhale, a mirror, and a doorway. Whether you’re celibate, curious, healing, or just plain tired, come as you are. There is no one right way to do this. But you do have the right to choose what feels good, what feels true, and what brings you back to yourself.

Welcome to PAUSE. Let’s begin!

This workbook is divided into four parts:
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​Part I: Relationship with Self
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An invitation to face your reflection, your contradictions — and your beauty.

We explore:


❖  The hidden parts of self




❖  What it means to fall deeply in love with who you are




❖  How to honor the body you live in
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​Part II: Trauma
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We hold space for the pain, because we can’t skip over it.

This section explores:


❖  Ghost scars




❖  Emotional survival strategies like fawning

❖  The lies we’ve been told about “moving on”






But pain isn’t the whole story. Joy is here too. So is sanctuary.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Part III: Reclaiming
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This is the shift.


❖  Celibacy becomes an act of liberation — not denial




❖  Boundaries with pleasure are reclaimed




❖  We move on our own terms




❖  Personal healing reconnects to family, community, and activism
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​Part IV: Deepening & Designing Your PAUSE

Here, we set intention.
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❖  Cultivating more peace




❖  Centering our pleasure




❖  Strengthening the relationship with self




❖  Curating activities that align with what we value






This is where we design a life and a PAUSE that reflects who we are becoming.
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PAUSE 

Part I: Relationship with Self
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“It is so liberating to really know what I want, what truly makes me happy, what I will not tolerate. I have learned that it is no one else’s job to take care of me but me.” 

– Beyoncé Knowles-Carter
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PART I

Section 1: Relationship with Self
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“Reflecting on the Opening Quote”

I open with a quote from a highly visible Black woman, admired by many—some of whom may deeply relate to how she sees herself, while others may not. I say this because, for many of us, arriving at a strong, clear relationship with ourselves often means getting over, pushing through, or crawling out from the places we once were, sometimes disconnected and unaware with our power pocketed and tucked away for whatever reason but also kept accessible and ready to be bartered for something far less than what it is worth. Sometimes, arriving at a place where we really know ourselves looks like skipping or dancing our way there. Who knows? What I do know is that being in that place, a place of self-understanding, like Beyoncé, requires living, reflecting, accepting and growing. And even when we get there, there will still be moments that call for more or a different awareness and reminders of who we are. No matter what challenges this understanding, the truth is: we’re already there. Whatever the event or situation may be, it is small compared to the depth of the relationship you have with yourself. How we see ourselves in any moment profoundly shapes what comes next.
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Reflection: 
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Take some time to sit with these questions. There’s no need to rush or have all the answers. This reflection is about checking in with you, not for judgment or perfection, but for honesty, curiosity, and care. You might want to write your responses, speak them out loud, or simply think through them quietly. However you engage, let it be real. There are no right or wrong answers.


❖  Try to respond from where you are today, not where you think you “should” be.

❖  If a question brings up discomfort, breathe and take it in. That discomfort might be part of your insight.

❖  Feel free to come back to these over time. Your answers may shift as your relationship with yourself grows.



1.  How do you see yourself? 

2.  What do you think about yourself? 

3.  Are there times when you feel better about yourself than others? When?

4.  How would you describe your relationship with yourself? 

5.  How have past experiences influenced your relationship with yourself?


6.  Do you have tools or practices to strengthen your relationship with yourself? If so, what are they?
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Section 2:  Facing Self & Diving Deep
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This is an invitation, not to fix or change yourself, but to face yourself honestly, gently, and fully. Deep reflection is not about having the “right” answers. It’s about being brave enough to ask and answer the real questions and sit with what comes up. That’s where growth begins.

The relationship you have with yourself is the foundation for everything else in your life. It’s the lens through which you make decisions, set boundaries, respond to love, handle disappointment, and imagine your future. If that relationship is unclear, neglected, or full of old narratives, it will show up everywhere else.

This reflection is about meeting yourself where you are without performance, without shame. The goal isn’t to come away with perfect clarity. The goal is to be “in relationship” with yourself: honest, ongoing, and evolving.
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Reflection:
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7.  Are there parts of yourself, emotionally, sexually, or otherwise, that you feel are hidden or suppressed? What are the reasons behind this secrecy, and how do you feel about it?

8.  What fears or concerns come up when you think about revealing these hidden aspects of yourself? 



9.  How can you begin to address or understand these fears?


10.  What would it feel like to fully embrace and express the hidden parts of yourself, without fear of judgment or rejection?



[image: ]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Section 3:  Self-Love & Self-Awareness
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“SOMEBODY-NESS”

At five years old, I was the biggest and tallest kid in my class. I remember one photo from my pre-K graduation, me standing at least four inches taller than the classmates on either side. I don’t know if the teacher had placed me front and center to make our little group resemble a steeple, or if I’m centered because my mother took the picture in such a way that I’d be the focus, making me special, the center of a memory.

My growth spurts came and went quickly but that image stayed with me. As an adult, I’m rarely the tallest person in the room and sometimes wondered what it would feel like to be four inches taller than I am now. I’m cute, maybe even exotic with these cheekbones. No really, people often ask, “Where are you from?” and there’s a certain nostalgia they express, especially those who are from or have lived in countries in Africa. I know, a total digression, but the point is I can be taller, shorter, cuter, or the run of the mill, ordinarily attractive - or unattractive, however there’s always been this rooted, and occasionally fragile awareness in me. It was what Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. considered “somebody-ness.” It has nothing to do with appearance or looks and everything to do with my humanity. Even as a girl, I carried that knowing, even when the world gave me little affirmation to hold on to and I measured my worth against systems and standards that were not made for me, anti-Black, anti-woman, anti-rest.

That knowing, however flickering, sustained me. It carried me through years of quiet negotiations with a society that told me my value depended on how thin I was, how agreeable, how productive, how polished, how much I could push through without needing rest and joy. It’s a knowing that Black girls are often forced to cultivate early, a kind of internal resistance to erasure that exists even when we don’t yet have the language for it.

I learned early that visibility was a double-edged sword. My height, my size, and my presence all made me visible in a way that felt both dangerous and expected. In classrooms, I was always the one called on to help or correct, rarely the one nurtured. In public spaces, I was praised for being “mature,” even when I was simply surviving. I learned how to shrink myself emotionally and physically, how to speak softly, how to not take up too much space, and how to read a room for danger. And yet, that deep sense of self, of somebody-ness remained like a slow-burning ember.

That ember stayed lit even when the weight of other people’s expectations made it hard to breathe. Even when my body changed, expanded, stretched, and softened with time and motherhood, I still carried that old photograph in my mind. The image of the tallest child in the frame. The one in the center. The one whose presence couldn’t be ignored.

And that’s the thing about Black girlhood: it asks you to be extraordinary just to be seen as human. You grow up learning that excellence is your armor, and visibility your risk. You learn how to wear your beauty like strategy, your curves like camouflage. You learn how to endure the gaze of men, of whiteness, and of other Black folks who have also been conditioned to measure worth through proximity to what is not us.

But somewhere in that endurance, there is also a kind of quiet reclamation. A recognition that our bodies are not just a site of struggle, but also of power, of memory, and of joy. I began to understand that evolution doesn’t always feel like growth. Sometimes it feels like shedding, lovingly releasing the version of myself that was shaped to please everyone but me.
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