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  For my daughter, my yet to be born baby girl, Daddy loves you.




  For my wife, may the ripple effect of this work echo your effect on me. I love you.







  During times of universal deceit, telling the truth becomes a revolutionary act.




  George Orwell






 

  
Introduction





  I’m not your standard expert on sex. In a world where credentials and intellectual knowledge often weigh in above vulnerability, authenticity, heart-centered expression, and embodiment, I hope this book, and me as the author of it, inspires you to look within yourself and discover your own inner expert. I take full responsibility for the man I am. I don’t pretend to be a guru or an enlightened master of any kind. I was born the same way you were, innocently human. In my adolescent years, I was oddly troubled by the world. The repression that pervaded my immediate environment impacted me deeply. I grew up feeling different from those I loved. Instead of celebrating my differences, I shunned them, wanting so badly to feel some sense of belonging. I repressed myself, and because I did, my relationship to sex was molded by misinformation and fear. Nearly twenty years later, I’ve finally popped out the other side. I’ve stepped out of the fear-based paradigm and embraced a more loving relationship with sex. I’m here to help you do the same. Healing my relationship with sex and the opposite sex didn’t come without its challenges. You’ll be challenged too. It’s an uphill climb, but gratefully, we have all the tools we need to succeed.




  I dream of a day when our collective sex energy is utilized as our greatest catalyst for creating unconditional love in the world, a day when we embrace our inherent innocence and see that innocence when we look at each other. I dream of a day when we open our hearts to the true transcendental power of sex; two becoming one and creating a third, a love-based awareness that will become the future consciousness of this planet. Let’s face it, the world needs that kind of love right now. As I write this, humanity faces one of its gravest challenges yet, the revival of the human heart. Across our globe we are seeing entire ecosystems in collapse, mass extinctions of flora and fauna, unprecedented environmental pollution, human driven climate change, and a complete over exhaustion of the Earth’s natural resources. That’s only what we’re doing to the Earth. Our crimes against each other include war, genocide, extreme poverty, denied access to basic human needs, healthcare systems that neither care nor have anything to do with health, poisoned foods, water, air, skincare products, and medications, government officials serving corporate interests, military privatization, voter fraud and political lobbying, corporate greed undermining democracy, fractional reserve banking and unrestrained inflation, and a near monopoly of the world’s resources, all while mainstream media distracts us from the very real issues of our time under the guise of “entertainment.” Sounds grim, I know, but whether you believe it or not, we’re all in the middle of a global crisis. Given her multi-billion year existence, it’s not the Earth’s future that’s in question. It’s our own.




  I’m often asked, “what’s the point?” As in, why do all this work to embody such love in love-making? Why not just surrender into our ever-obvious “animalistic” nature? Sex is a melting pot for both the best and the worst in humanity. If we can heal the greed, selfishness, objectivity, corruption, immaturity, and superficiality latent in our sexuality, then we can heal those same things in our world. If we can restore the full power of the human heart into our relationship with sex, then we can elicit the most powerful creative force in the universe to go to work on manifesting the real, effective, and lasting heart-centered solutions for our current global crisis. We can consciously unleash our sacred sexual life force and use it to begin reconstructing our world on the basis of love instead of fear. We have beneath our belts the power to create entirely new realities, but only those creations joined with love will lift humanity out of its current crisis and into the higher harmonies of the heart.




  It takes a truly courageous individual to lean into those dark, uncomfortable, and unexplored spaces within themselves and be with them until they reveal their wisdom. I honor you for your bravery, for your willingness to step into the unknown, to feel both your pain and your inherent innocence. I eagerly anticipate the goodness that is to come as a result of your work. Intimacy and connection have always been an essential part of what it means to be human, but in many ways, we’re only now recognizing our capacity for co-creating such experiences. Sex has long been a taboo subject, something that we as a collective have intentionally bypassed out of our fear of feeling it all, both the ecstatic highs of heart-orgasming bliss and the despairing lows of our devastating present and past. Healing the wounds of our ancestry is not for the faint of heart, especially when it comes to a topic as sensitive as this. Healing, however, is what we’re here to do, and now is the time that we embrace our mission whole-heartedly.




  Over the course of history, it’s most often been the men of society that have perpetuated the misuse of sex, using it to attain power and suppress the feminine body and all that it represents. This is one of the main reasons we have such resistance to leaning into this conversation. We know we’ve contributed to the misuse of sex. Personally, I’ve been the manipulator, the womanizer, the one objectifying, and the man that only approached sex from the perspective of what he could get out of it. In being all those things, I’ve lived on both sides of the battle. I’ve been lost in darkness and found my way back to the light. I’ve left a long trail of broken relationships, broken hearts, and pain in my wake, contributing to my fair share of the wounding between the sexes, but I intend to make it right.




  This whole book is a massive invitation for the men of my generation to assume radical responsibility for the wounds of our personal and collective past. It goes without saying that uncomfortable things will come up. If they don’t, then you’re not reading it right. In other words, you’re not allowing this message to really hit you. I invite you to do just that. I invite you to allow this message to penetrate you on a cellular level, so that together, we can begin carving out a new, inspired, and aligned expression of our sexuality. Not only for us, but for every generation that will walk in our footsteps. They are looking to us now as the role models for what it means to be a man. It’s up to us to show them that being a man very much means living with an open heart, both inside and outside of the bedroom.




  In this book, I’ll share with you aspects of my story that you will relate to. If I do my job, then I’ll effectively mirror back to you an aspect of yourself that’s desiring to be healed, upgraded, and returned to love. It’s your job to do that work. I know you will because I know you’re ready. You wouldn’t be holding this book in your hands if you weren’t. I also know there’s a generation of women out there longing for the return of the sacred masculine, longing for the men that will once again honor sex and the female body as sacred. We shall not disappoint. The good news is, everything we need to accomplish our mission, to restore the heart into human sexuality, already exists within us. We needn’t look any further than our physical body and the wisdom that dwells inside. You’ve been divinely equipped for this journey. It’s one that you signed up for long before you were born. Trust in that knowing.




  Arriving on the heels of the “me too” movement this book and the message within it seems more relevant than ever. If we as men cannot learn to properly channel our sexual energy for the greatest good, how can we ever expect to protect our boys and girls from sexual violence, let alone teach them about the wonders of sex, intimacy, relationship, and pleasure? It’s clear now, there is a problem, and no one movement, organization, or educational platform will be the answer. This is a fundamentally human issue and its implications reach down to the very core of what it means to be human. It’s equal rights for all people regardless of our apparent differences, and it starts in the heart of each person willing to take radical responsibility for their part, whatever that part may be. This is a time of healing. It would be negligent for any of us to believe that we don’t have a unique role to play in that healing, just as we’ve had in the creation of the suffering.




  Throughout this book I’ll give voice to some of my personal experiences regarding my sexual upbringing, including how these experiences influenced my reality and how that reality impacted my life and the lives of those that came into relationship with me. I’ll share with you the lessons I’ve learned along the way. This book is a healthy mix of my own personal narrative and a presentation of what my life experiences have invited me to learn and embody. We’ll look at the big picture context like our modern patriarchal system and how it influences and drives our culture, as well as the more individual context of what you can do to begin reshaping your personal relationship with sex.




  My intention with this work is to encourage the evolution of a new species of man, one that’s shamelessly connected to his sexual power and channeling that power in service to the love in his heart. Included in this vision is a man that understands and honors the feminine, upholds the integrity of his divinely appointed creative life force, approaches sex with reverence and respect, and stands tall in protecting all that is sacred. Together we’re journeying back to our innocence, the “we” we were (and still are) before any of our adopted conditionings. All of this will strengthen our ability to use our sex energy for good.




  I’m not here to fix or change you in any way. I don’t believe you’re broken. In fact, it’s because of who you are that I was inspired to write this book. I’ve seen such goodness in the hearts of men. My job is simple, remind you of all that you already are and encourage you to see that within yourself. The fear and shame that has kept us small and divided has had its time. We can appreciate the contrast for what it taught us, while at the same time choosing to release the lower frequencies of sex once and for all.




  This doesn’t mean we’ll be perfect by any means. You have to understand that we’ve been conditioned our entire lives to view sex and our sexuality through a certain lens. We didn’t wind up being who we are today overnight. Therefore, we shouldn’t expect to undo a lifetime of conditioning all in one day. This transition takes time, commitment, focus, courage, and a willingness to feel the full depth of emotion that’s been warehoused in our body. Our mind often understands what happened as well as what we made it mean long before our body feels ready to acknowledge the hurt and let it go. This is the practice of embodiment, to take what we know to be true in our mind and have that truth resonate in our body.




  Give it time. Have patience for your process and compassion for the ways you’ve been conditioned since you were a child. The thoughts you think that make you believe you’re a bad person and the shame you still carry around your sexuality, were never yours to begin with. They were borrowed from a previous generation, programmed into you to keep you small. It’s not your fault you absorbed them like a sponge. If you’re willing to be responsible for them, they can end here with us, without needing to be passed on to our children.




  Ultimately, honoring sex as sacred and restoring the heart back into our human sexuality is our gift to ourselves. There is so much to receive in honoring sex and our creative life force as sacred. We are the real beneficiaries of this work. Receiving is the spiritual work of the twenty-first century (which I’ll cover towards the end of this book). Fully receiving the gift of love-making brings us right up against our deepest sense of unworthiness. How could we be worthy of such love? We, the imperfect person with all the mistakes we’ve made; how could we be worthy of such unconditional love? Well, my friends, that I leave up to you to discover; the discovery of which is everything you’ve been looking for.




  Last item of importance here. Take what feels right to you and leave the rest. In no way am I pretending to be the be-all and end-all for the topic of sex. These teachings are what have made themselves known to me through my life experiences. In that sense, they’re unique to me. Be as open as possible to contemplating them, receiving them, and applying them to your life. I won’t be offended if something doesn’t resonate. Each of us is on our own unique journey. What resonates as truth for you will be unique to wherever you are on your journey. Remember, you’re the ultimate source of truth and wisdom for your life. Ideally, this material will only ever lead you home to yourself, your inner-truths, and the source of wisdom that lives in you. If at any point it gets confusing, or something doesn’t quite feel right to you, close your eyes and place your hands over your heart. Take a few deep breaths and ask yourself, “what is it that’s trying to reveal itself to me right now?” Listen for the answer. Trust what you hear. I promise your heart will never mislead you.











  Chapter 1




  The Best Story Never Told




  I feel like every man must remember his first time masturbating. After all, it is a pivotal turning point in every man’s life, at least it was for me. It was like one day, out of nowhere and for no reason at all, I felt the sudden urge to explore myself. Sitting there on my parents’ toilet in the hallway bathroom (sorry mom and dad), curiosity overcame me. As if I had instinctively known how to do this all along, I began massaging myself in a way that inspired arousal. Looking back, I obviously had no idea what I was doing, but on that day, something ancient had awoken in me, switching on my impulse to explore. Stroke after stroke this instinctual impulse grew. I remember thinking, “wow, this actually feels really good. Oh my God, what is that feeling? Oh... oh... oh... holy shit!” That ten seconds of orgasmic bliss was something I would easily spend the next fifteen years of my life chasing.




  That moment, that pure, potent, pristine moment of experiencing my sex energy for the first time and feeling the fundamental creative life force that inhabits my body, was truly magical... and completely innocent. I was blown away by the whole experience, in shock actually. I had no idea my body was capable of feeling such pleasure. Never before had I felt anything like it. All my innocent and enthusiastic mind could think of at the time was, “whoa, I want to do that again.” So, naturally, I did. Little did I know that in those moments, I was initiating my post-pubescent transition into manhood. This incident, albeit brief, was easily the most spectacular discovery I had ever made. Immediately inspired to learn everything I could about what it was I had just experienced, my mind raced with both the excitement and fear I felt around the whole situation. “Had my friends known about this? Had they known all along? If so, why hadn’t they said anything? Maybe I shouldn’t either... I don’t want to seem like a newbie.” One thing was clear, I had just discovered magic! But who could I talk to about this?




  Turns out that sex isn’t a topic spoken about openly amongst most Midwestern American families, especially those in the religious sector. Outside of a few sessions of Sex Ed during my sixth-grade science class, when officer Eddie, a big, burly, gargantuan of a man, would come in and share about the horrors of sex, sexually transmitted diseases, and teenage pregnancy, intentionally doing his best to scare the hell out of us... nothing. Personal note here, kids should never have to see the slide show horrors that we had to witness at such a young age. Like whoa, pump the brakes there good God-fearing Catholics. Believe me, this is awkward for all of us. We were just kids wanting to do kid things. I was far more interested in the pet iguana my science teacher kept in our sixth-grade classroom than I ever was in the pet iguana in my pants, let alone what I could do with it.




  Really though, nothing. No father-son convos, no getting together with buddies and one by one sharing our sexual experiences, no cartoons, TV shows, classes, books, or mentors to walk us through the ever-obvious hormonal changes happening in our body. Just pictures of herpes, that’s what we got. So, rather than facing my fears of what my parents might say, what the doctor might say, what my educators might say, and what my friends might say, I did what any teenage boy does when faced with something emotionally challenging, I internalized it. I quickly decided that my safest bet, and the one least likely to result in embarrassment, was to explore this topic further in private. No way was I going to risk speaking up about something so controversial, especially when I had little to no knowledge of it myself.




  With the Internet being practically accessible to anyone and Instant Messenger being all the rage back in the early 2000s, keeping us youngsters at our family computers virtually 24/7, eagerly waiting to see who might jump on and want to chat, porn became the clearest option for exploring this new arena of sex. Other than the pretty much constant fear of getting caught, which only ever amplified the adrenaline rush, porn felt like a safe space to explore sex. There was also an element of control. No one could push me past my boundaries or make me feel embarrassed about being inexperienced. My intention with porn was only ever to get familiar enough with sex to feel some sense of confidence around it. But the porn industry obviously had other intentions for us post-pubescent boys. Whether you agree with it or not, porn is what educated me and all my friends about sex. If you know anything about porn, which I’m certain you do, then you know that its primary goal is not education, it’s entertainment. As my educator, porn was spectacular at teaching me how to dehumanize human beings and sexually objectify women.




  There were no laptops back then, so the family computer was the only option. I can’t even begin to tell you how many times I masturbated to porn right in the middle of our family living room, my parents just on the other side of the wall either watching television or making dinner. Kind of ironic considering how much I was learning about sex from the comfort of my own home, just not from the people that I was meant to be learning from. It was like this whole new world, one that had been previously concealed from my awareness, was suddenly blasted open. Every single novelty imaginable was up for grabs. My mind was flooding with imagery that, for all I knew, was what sex was. Understanding next to nothing about the subject, I was operating with a laser-like focus in light of how much I felt I had to learn.




  I quickly became addicted to the surge of dopamine and other neurochemicals that released in my brain every time I opened up that web browser and put my hand down my pants. It started out being pretty infrequent, as I was naturally fearful of getting caught. As my confidence grew, so did the frequency of my online visits. It got to the point where I didn’t even need the footage anymore to feel that drop of dopamine. All I had to do was think about watching porn, something that wasn’t too terribly difficult for my mind to do, and the feel-good chemicals would start dumping in. I was like one of those Pavlovian dogs, foaming at the mouth at the sound of dinner bells, my mind and body anticipating what was to come.




  Given my generation (millennials) was the first childhood generation to grow up with virtually unlimited access to Internet porn, it wasn’t until much later into my adulthood that I became aware of porn’s harmful effects on human brain chemistry. Scientific studies reveal that porn is one of the most addictive and damaging substances that a young, developing mind can be exposed to. It’s now understood that porn consumption contributes to the underdevelopment of the prefrontal cortex, an area of the brain responsible for intellectual maturity and decision making. Add in the fact that the male brain doesn’t fully develop until a man’s early thirties, and you’ve got yourself a true developmental nightmare-one that we’re only now starting to grasp.




  Porn exposed my innocent mind to genres of sex that I could have never imagined on my own; things like incest, gangbanging, anal, fetishes, hardcore, MILF, and hentai. It very much warped my developing reality around sex; how to have it, how to treat a woman, what made a man a desirable sex partner, what made a woman feel pleasure, what was absolutely essential in order to reign supreme in the bedroom. As a teenager and young adult, I used to think that women only wanted to have sex with men that had huge penises and could “destroy” them in the bedroom. Being a man of average size, I quickly realized I was doomed to sexual mediocrity unless I did something about it. I’ll never forget the day that I opened up to my mother about all this. Hands shaking, heart racing, voice stumbling, I asked her if there was any way to, you know, “make it bigger.” She laughed that uncomfortable laugh that only a mother in her position could do under such awkward circumstances. It was enough for me to never open up about it again.




  Instead, I took it upon myself to order those “magic pills” advertised on Internet porn sites. You know, the ones that promised to make you inches bigger in weeks. When those didn’t work, and after having the horrible scare of my best friend finding them in the bottom drawer of my dresser (don’t worry, I said they were my dad’s), I graduated to what I thought might be a more sophisticated option, a penis enlargement device. And no, if you’re wondering, that didn’t work either. It only gave me constant anxiety that someone would catch me wearing it and my life would be over. Not to mention how ridiculously uncomfortable it was to wear. From all apparent perspectives, and after much effort on my behalf, it was clear my cards had been dealt. I would never be a Peter North or a Lexington Steele, but I would certainly make the most of what I had been given. Needless to say, I entered into the realm of sex with a boatload of insecurities, but I was ready to do whatever it would take to be a man.




  As my porn consumption continued, I began adopting pornography’s portrayal of women as sex objects, both on and off the screen. I unconsciously took out the “human factor.” Rather than viewing women as people; loved ones, sisters, daughters, mothers, and even children themselves, I was unconsciously training my brain to view women as objects relevant for nothing more than my viewing pleasure. As a teenager, I found myself playing out these sexual fantasies with the women in my life. The more I took into my mind through the computer screen, the more the barriers diminished between this virtual reality I was observing in private and the actual reality I was living in every day. The further I progressed into adulthood, the more distracting these fantasies became, causing me to become aroused at inappropriate times and in asexual situations. It started to feel like anything I experienced my mind could twist into some kind of sexual fantasy. It didn’t even feel under my control anymore.




  My mind was clearly operating on a new software system it had adopted from porn. Everywhere I went I was checking girls out, looking them up and down, and almost immediately deciding whether or not I would have sex with them. I was hungry to feed my sexual appetite, but no matter how much I indulged it with pornography and masturbation, I still felt like I was starving for more. On the outside, everything seemed peachy; great grades, athletic success, captain of all my sports teams, lots of friends, and plenty of extracurriculars. Inside, I was developing a pornographic lens through which I was viewing the world, never quite realizing there were any other options to choose from.




  Add alcohol into the mix, something that typically gets introduced into a man’s life around the same time that his sex hormones come online, and you’re starting to get a good feel for how most Western millennial men developed sexually. I started drinking when I was sixteen. Alcohol quickly became my gateway to exploring these sexual fantasies with real women. That was the whole point after all, right? Otherwise, I was only developing a profound relationship with our family computer and my dominant hand. I was way too chicken shit to pursue my sexual desires with the opposite sex sober. It was too scary for me. So, I drank, a lot, and eventually developed a functional relationship with this so called “liquid encouragement.” Drinking alcohol helped most of the barriers to sexual engagement come down. It also gave me access to sex without needing to be at all developed in other things like vulnerability, authenticity, openness, and honesty.




  With alcohol, I didn’t even need to care. All I had to do was show up, drink enough, and inevitably there would be someone there from the opposite sex that had done the same. Unfortunately, my many years of masturbating to pornography had inconveniently developed into a condition known as premature ejaculation, something that riddled me with anxiety any time the opportunity to have sex presented itself. Turns out that building a superficial relationship to sex that’s entirely focused on the end result of ejaculation doesn’t exactly help when it comes to prolonged sexual pleasure. Alcohol helped with that too. When the alcohol wasn’t enough, there was always the reliable TROJAN Extended Pleasure condom that was capable of numbing pretty much everything down there. The first time I had sex I was drunk, high, and just barely conscious enough to feel anything at all. I was also in the same room as three of my closest high school buddies that were all doing the same thing. The blood on the bed sheets let me know that it was her first time too, probably the reason she started crying as soon as it was all over. Thank God her friends were there to console her, because I was far too gone to be of any good use.




  As time went on, so did the sexual encounters not all that different from the one above, except now I was gaining experience. As the numbers climbed so did my sense of security around being a man. Somehow, I had gotten those things collapsed: sleeping with a lot of women and being a man. I started to relate to my sexual history as a badge of honor. Turns out my ability to seduce women was a skill highly sought after by the other guys my age. The more notches on my belt, the more I was valued as a “ladies’ man,” or at least that’s how it felt. Women talked too and my reputation quickly got around. Oddly enough, my behavior seemed to be celebrated by both sexes.




  Through guys acknowledging me as a “player” with slaps on the back and arms around the shoulders, and the women my age revering me as some kind of pre-2012 Magic Mike, I started to feel like more of a man for myself. I had become one of those mythological “cool kids.” My badge of honor had me feeling like I finally fitted in. I had graduated into the hall of fame of manhood and my promiscuity was what had gotten me there. My manhood was totally contingent on adding more notches to my belt. Looking back, I was only ever coping with my insecurities, trying to prove myself a man, seeking validation from the women I slept with and the men that later found out about it. The only problem was, not only had I not yet learned how to face my insecurities, but my whole idea of what it meant to be a man was based on some synthetic reality I had seen online. I actually thought that being a man meant masquerading around like some kind of New Age Casanova.




  Constantly seeking validation for my manliness felt like a tireless journey. No matter how often I was having sex, just below the surface, the same question always remained, “am I really a man?” My entire identity had now been constructed around being skilled with women. Sure, I played the part of being a charismatic danger to every woman in sight, but in reality, I didn’t have a monstrous penis, I wasn’t 6’5” and chiseled, and I would certainly never be as dominant as the men I witnessed in porn. That haunted me. So, I strived to be more like them. I did my best to embody what they modeled to me as “manly.” Just beneath the surface, I still felt terrified of being with a woman, especially sober. My heart was intuitively craving intimacy and connection, but my porn programming was screaming “don’t be a pussy. Man up.” I was afraid of being seen as a weakling. Even more so, I was afraid of taking off the mask and spilling my vulnerabilities to someone that could turn around and weaponize them. I wasn’t ready to trust anyone with that kind of ammunition. Even though I was genuinely desiring something real, fear kept me repressed. Fear kept my heart closed like a clam.




  Eventually I would ease my way into romantic relationships, but the first time I ever innocently opened up my heart to what felt like true love, I ended up heartbroken. When I did end up giving love a second chance, entering into an on and off relationship that lasted nearly five years, again I ended up heartbroken. It took me quite a while to get over that one. For years I slept around with strangers and even dated a few times secretly hoping my ex would take me back. Instead I watched her sail away with the man of her dreams while I bounced around from one relationship to the next, always one foot in and one foot out, dating half-heartedly. I had become well versed at keeping my heart closed, especially since I already knew how it was all going to go. Eventually, the relationship would end, most likely on bad terms, at which point I would blame her for “being crazy” and within days move on to the next girl. From my perspective, I was doing myself a favor by keeping my heart closed, saving myself from the inevitable heartbreak I would feel once it all came crashing down.




  Bruised and calloused, guardedness, defensiveness, and reaction became my new normal. Outside of my relationships, I seemed like a delightful guy. Inside my relationships, I was creating mess after mess with no real intention of cleaning it up. Over the course of the next three romantic relationships (seven months, nine months, and just over a year), I discovered that real romance is pretty challenging. If I wanted something real, it was going to take a lot of work on my behalf. Up until that point, I had settled for blaming my partners for all of our relationship problems, never once noticing the single constant, me. At some point, right around three to six months, I would predictably breakdown, lash out in anger, and project all my past heartbreak onto my partner. I always made sure to correlate our relationship problems with her “mommy and daddy issues.”




  There I was, a twenty something-year-old by society’s standards successful adult with everything going for him; handsome, intelligent, quick witted, physically fit. The world was my oyster, or at least that’s what everyone kept telling me. Along the way I had picked up some cute little nicknames like “Mr. Perfect,” xy1Superman,” and “Captain America,” because from the outside looking in, I was the perfect package. My insides revealed a very different story. I was heartbroken, hurt, emotionally stunted, and sexually immature. Outside of getting through life’s basics like eating, working, exercising, and sleeping, I tended to focus all of my energy on partying, dating apps, and hooking up with strangers. All my unresolved hurt haunted me, as did my continual use of pornography and one-night stands. It felt like someone had attached a vacuum to my heart and was slowly but thoroughly sucking away my soul. I felt like a total fraud that had somehow duped everyone else into believing he was happy.




  My external success masked my internal struggle. Rarely did anyone recognize how much I was suffering inside. Sprinkle in the drama of having recently divorced myself from the Catholic Church, the uproar that would cause in my family, my growing desperation to nail down a career, my massive student loan debt, and you’re starting to get a real feel for the many layers of complexity that kept men like me from maturing sexually.




  Where were my role models? Where were the men in my life encouraging me to cultivate a deeper relationship with myself? Where were those resourceful men when I needed them, the ones that could guide me in navigating puberty, sex, sexual desire, women, vulnerability, and channeling my creative life force? The ones that could talk me through romantic relationships, sit me down and explore with me what it meant to be a man, how to connect with my purpose? Where were the men that could show me how to handle heartbreak, give me permission to feel it, help me reopen my heart, and teach me to share it vulnerably?




  I believe my story is one of the more common stories of how innocent boys become the hurt, closed hearted, emotionally underdeveloped, and sexually stunted men that populate modern society; the men that eventually pass their hurt onto others. Most of us didn’t experience any of what society deems as real trauma; no sexual violence, molestation, abuse in the family household, intense poverty, loss of loved ones, freak accidents or near-death experiences. From all apparent perspectives, it looked like we had the perfect young life; loving family, good friends, great education, privileged young life experiences, and parents that provided for all of our basic needs. Why, then, was I was going through my midlife crisis at twenty-five? Was I just a “special needs” kid that had never been properly diagnosed? Or had I somehow slipped through the cracks without receiving the equipment required for a truly fulfilling life? Where had I gone wrong?




  It all comes down to one simple fact: I, like all of us, was born “sensitive.” Yes, that nine letter word that every man hates being associated with. With no one there to guide me through my innately sensitive nature, to help me understand my sensitivities for what they really were, or to show me how to channel them in an empowering way, I was left to lean on substances like pornography, alcohol, and promiscuity as my means for coping. I was doing what I could to manage my sensitivity in a highly insensitive world. It was this “self-management,” without the guidance of a self-aware, emotionally developed adult, that inevitably led to my fall. I unknowingly robbed myself of my innocence by attempting to manage my sensitivities all on my own. Over time, I even began to despise them for the way they made me feel; hurt, insecure, different, like I didn’t belong. No one had ever shown me how to embrace my sensitive nature. No one had ever taught me that my sensitivities were actually a good thing. Yes, you read that correctly. It just so happens that our “sensitivities” are our innate human superpowers.




  Each one of us was born gifted. Most of us suppressed our gifts out of fear; fear of being hurt, fear of being different, fear of being cast out, fear of being rejected. All we really wanted when we were young was to feel like we belonged somewhere, so we tried to fit in everywhere. We molded ourselves to our environment thinking it would earn us love and acceptance. Our sensitivities (gifts like intuition, empathy, receptivity, emotional intelligence, and sensory awareness) were always meant to be our unique and special gifts. If they would have been supported, protected, nurtured, and encouraged, especially throughout our young life, we would have naturally learned how to work with them in an empowering way. Almost everything in our young environment told us that our sensitivity was a bad thing. Very early on we learned that our sensitivities made us weak, different from those we loved, especially in a world that seemed to reward the insensitive. Not wanting to feel separate, less than, or unsafe, we suppressed our sensitive nature and conformed. We emulated what we saw in our environment, especially what we saw from our parents.




  For me, I was highly empathic as a child. I felt everything. I could effortlessly feel how other people were feeling, even when what they expressed with their words was different from what they were feeling. It was like my body always knew the emotional truth of the situation for all parties involved. When my father would belittle my mother at the dinner table and everyone would laugh, I would feel the undertone of hurt on both sides. I’d feel sick to my stomach. My capacity for emotional empathy was present long before I ever had the words to describe it. My family, like most families, wasn’t exactly the textbook definition of “liberated” when it came to emotional or sexual expression. We could talk all day long about what we were doing in life, but never did a conversation start with, “how are you feeling?” This confused me as a child and young man. I often wondered why I felt so much when everyone else seemed to feel so little. It was like I was present to two coexisting yet entirely different worlds, an external world where everyone zoomed around incessantly doing and an internal world where everyone had feelings about what they were doing but never shared them.




  The longer this underlying emotional world went unexpressed, the more I questioned its existence. I began to think that maybe there was just something wrong with me, that somehow, I had come out wrong. Maybe God made a mistake when making me. Maybe I was a genetic anomaly and that was why I felt so different from the rest of the world. By the time I hit puberty and my sex energy sprung online, I felt completely overwhelmed by it. Not only was I sensitive and not emotionally equipped to handle the intensity of this primal energy, but I also had no one to talk to about it. For all I knew, I was the only person in the world that felt this way.




  I, like all of us, concealed my sensitivity to my creative life force and turned it over into the hands of a $100 billiondollar entertainment industry to have its way with me. An industry that had zero interest in protecting my innocence. My sensitivity quickly turned into addiction (as it often does), one that ultimately led me down a road of shame. Never was I educated or talked to about sex. No one ever told me about the sacredness and power of my creative life force. I was never given the opportunity to build a constructive, honest, and empowering relationship with my sex energy. I, like all of us, was the product of multiple generations of emotional and sexual repression, the same repression that led to the creation of the porn industry. The only difference being that the porn industry swung all the way from repression to exploitation, and we were all exploited in the process. Our innocence was exploited, and we’ve been seeking a means to gain it back ever since.
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