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ADVANCED PRAISE FOR BLOW UP YOUR LIFE


There are stories that recount a life story, and then there are stories that transform the way we understand our own. In Blow Up Your Life, Áine Rock embodies a radical posture: that everything that happens—every rupture, every reckoning—is a gift, one that points her toward the life that is truly hers. With striking courage, she refuses to look away. This is a brave, unflinching, and deeply generous offering that invites every woman to meet her own life with the same honesty, and to discover what becomes possible when she does.

— SHERRI BROWN, Somatic practitioner and guide

Áine Rock writes with rare honesty about the moment a woman realizes the life she’s built is no longer aligned with who she truly is. Blow Up Your Life is a powerful exploration of desire, burnout, and the cost of self-abandonment and more importantly what is possible when we listen to the wisdom of the body. This book is a permission slip and a guide for any woman ready to come home to herself and embody her highest potential.

— EMILY FLETCHER, Bestselling author of Stress Less, Accomplish More and Founder of Ziva

In Blow Up Your Life, Áine Rock dismantles the myth so many women have been taught that safety requires self-abandonment and instead reveals desire as a pathway to truth and liberation. With striking vulnerability, she shares a journey shaped by deep pain, resilience, and ultimately, the courageous choice to live a life that is fully her own. This book is both a personal reckoning and a cultural call forward, an invitation for any woman ready to come home to herself and rewrite her life from a place of inner sufficiency, truth, and deep, embodied knowing.

— DR. GERTRUDE LYONS, author of Rewrite the Mother Code: From Sacrifice to Stardust – A Cosmic Approach to Motherhood and host of Rewrite the Mother Code podcast

Blow Up Your Life is your new permission slip to demand the life you know is waiting for you. We don’t all have to divorce our husbands to get there but we do need to rediscover the passion AND desire that makes this life so beautiful. Áine shares how to find that woman again and my God, it’s good. You MUST read this book.

— JENNIFER PASTILOFF, National bestselling author of On Being Human and Proof of Life

When a woman stops apologizing for her desire, she becomes a force. Blow Up Your Life is an invitation to trust your desire, to honor your body, and to choose yourself with a new level of devotion. This is a woman walking herself home—and lighting the path for others to follow.

— REGENA THOMASHAUER, aka Mama Gena, New York Times bestselling author of Pussy: A Reclamation

Blow Up Your Life is a rare and powerful transmission—one that reminds us that the longing of your heart is not selfish, it’s sacred. Through raw honesty, Áine Rock gives permission to peel back the layers and see where self-abandonment has been hiding beneath gratitude and commitment. What unfolds is both confronting and liberating. While the path carries grief and loss, it ultimately reorganizes your life around what is true, authentic, and fully your own.

— DR. SOPHIA TREVENNA, Author and intuitive business strategist

Áine Rock has written a sacred invitation back to the truth of who you are: a woman of desire, of power, of aliveness. Blow Up Your Life is the match, the mirror, and the permission slip all at once. If you’re ready to stop living half-alive and start honoring what’s been calling you… this is your moment.

— JESSICA ZWEIG, National bestselling author of The Light Work
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Dedication

For my children.

I walk this path not for you, but because of you — and with you, always.

For my daughter especially — may you always trust yourself.





Prologue on Memory

This book weaves my story as it intersects with the lives of those around me. I am only telling my version—how I experienced it, how it landed in my body, how it shaped me.

Two people can sit in the same room and walk away with entirely different memories of the same conversation. I have not gone back to mine for accuracy. I have gone back for truth—my truth—the moments that formed my character, and the ones I eventually had to unlearn.

There is a tension I know well, between the codes of family and the desire to be fully expressed. Between loyalty and liberation. These can feel deeply at odds.

And yet we are living through a reckoning. We are learning how to tell the truth and how to protect the most vulnerable among us at the same time. I don’t believe those things are opposites. I believe they require each other.

For me, using my voice to tell this story is not separate from the healing. It is the healing.

If you were there and remember it differently, I believe you. This is one woman’s account of how she found her way back to herself—through the stories she carried, and those she finally chose to set down.

This is my version.

Aine





Introduction

The car was still, morning light filtering through the windshield. I heard my own breathing before I heard myself whisper.

“Where is my desire? And why don’t I have any?”

I was sitting in the driver’s seat of my SUV, a fuzzy robe pulled over my pajamas and a coffee getting cold in the console. I was in an empty lot, looking at my therapist through my phone; I wished I were anywhere but here.

When the world went into lockdown in 2020, my husband and I, along with our two children—who were seven and eleven at the time—hunkered into our three-story house in Chicago, each of us taking a corner for survival. I worked for hours in the basement; my husband took over the dining room. Our kids rotated their Zoom classes at the kitchen table. We stayed up too late binge-watching shows, drank wine, and tried to stay sane during masked grocery runs. By winter, we were ready for a jailbreak. Just before Christmas, we packed the car—two kids, two dogs, laptops, iPads—and drove twenty hours to Florida, to the small house my father left me when he died.

For three months we lived there. The space was home, school, and work. We took long walks to break up the sameness. We played cards at night, skipped math tests for beach days, and I found small slivers of peace during a time that pushed me to my edges daily.

The night before that therapy call, I had talked with an old friend from theater school, a woman whose wedding I had stood in years before. She lived down south now, training horses, raising a son just a bit younger than mine. Her husband wanted to explore his sexuality outside their marriage. She spoke calmly, but I could hear the heartbreak beneath it. They were staying together for their son, both dating other men. When I shared the news with my husband, we laughed about how we’d entered the season where marriages fall apart—weddings in your thirties, divorces in your forties. We said the words that always followed those foreboding conversations: That’ll never happen to us.

But COVID tested every couple I knew. We were no exception.

That night, my husband asked if I was jealous that my friend was dating again. “Do you wish it were you?” he said. “Getting to date?”

We had a running joke that after fourteen years together, there was nothing new left to discover. But maybe it wasn’t a joke at all. I let myself imagine it—someone new, a spark of possibility, a flicker of aliveness in my chest.

It was gone as quickly as it came.

Later that night, we lay in bed reading on opposite sides of our king-size bed, a pillow between us, our backs turned. We were as far from desire as two people could be. So, when I asked my therapist, “Where is my desire?” it felt like an ember falling from the sky, landing in my lap, and setting fire to my world. I could feel the shift the instant the words left my mouth. I knew I was playing with fire. But this was the catalyst, the truth I had been circling finally spoken.

On a podcast, I heard Brené Brown describe midlife as a moment when the universe whispers…the armor you’ve built to survive is no longer useful. That it’s actually keeping us from our gifts.

Sitting there that morning, I finally understood what she meant. All my masks and mechanisms that had once kept me safe were keeping me stuck. It was time for me to lay down my armor and walk willingly into the fire of my own becoming.

Desire is the flame, the creative life energy that lives inside each of us. It is our inner navigation, the compass that leads us toward aliveness.

For many women, that flame has been dimmed, silenced, or snuffed out. It has been overridden by parents, culture, trauma, or quieted by the exhaustion of motherhood and the self-sacrifice that comes with caring for everyone else. Sometimes even birth itself—the primal opening—becomes the moment we learn to close. Desire gets delayed, excused, and pushed aside in favor of performance and obligation. It is softened by shame and sometimes erased entirely by religion.


But desire is not frivolous.

Desire is who we are.



It holds power, which is why it has been feared. For centuries, patriarchal systems have separated our sexuality from our creativity, sanitizing each of them. To remember that they are one and the same—that your creative energy and your erotic energy flow from the same source—is an act of reclamation.

This remembering takes courage. It asks for intention and often a deep undoing, a deconditioning of the voices that say you are too much, too needy, too sensual, too alive. Desire is divine. It is a knowing, a longing, a whisper from the soul guiding you home. Learning to trust it, and to follow it even when it moves against everything you have been taught, is nothing short of revolutionary.

And this revolution sparks the remembering. Desire becomes the fuel, the nourishment on which we thrive, and sometimes, as in my case, the accelerant that blows up your life.

There is no prescription or formula for blowing up your life. You will know when it is time.

You may try to dismantle it neatly, to control the unraveling, but some of us cannot find our way back to ourselves through careful deconstruction. We have buried our truth so deep, like an Easter egg in a Taylor Swift video, that even when someone else points to it, we are not sure it is real. For me, I could not ease my way into change. I had to strike the match.

I had to blow it all up and start again.
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The Invitation

This book is an invitation to blow up your life.

Not as destruction for its own sake, but rather for the sacred burning that reveals what has been waiting underneath. A remembrance of your own desire, the one that is still glowing beneath the ash. The one guiding you back to yourself, if you are willing to follow it.

This is always where the story begins: the quiet moment before you blow it up. Once you name your desire, you cannot unknow it. It will keep asking to be heard, like it or not. It asks for more truth, more movement, more life. When the wanting is all you have. When you decide you are no longer willing to live half alive.

Desire has a way of demanding action. The question I had asked—Where is my desire?—had been following me for months, whispering under every surface of my life until it became impossible to ignore.

We don’t all have big, dramatic wake-up calls, though I doubt any of us get through life without at least one tragedy, a personal or financial crisis, an illness, something that rocks our sense of tomorrow’s predictability and safety. We often need a proverbial kick in the ass before we wake up and ask, What do I actually want?

If I know that I have this one life, what do I want to accomplish? What mark do I want to leave? Who do I want to be?

That wanting is the seed of desire. But often our desire, our longing, our inner navigation, in its most potent form, is ignored. Our conditioning sweeps our dreams and curiosities into the most convenient current, and we follow the path of least resistance. But what happens when we no longer want to anchor where we’ve been?

The week after my first realization that my marriage wasn’t what I thought it was, I booked myself a hotel room for the weekend. We had moved to California by then, finally following a dream I’d carried for years. But a new place doesn’t fix what’s already breaking. It just gives it more room. As we started to face the possible end of our marriage, we took more and more time apart. He would travel back to the Midwest and when he came back, I would take a couple of days at an Airbnb or hotel—any way to get out of the same space.

So, I took the weekend and went to the city. I walked into the hotel bar, a modern, lush space overflowing with greenery in West Hollywood, and looked for my friend, Sophia.

We had been friends for twenty-five years through marriages, breakups, cross-country moves, and endless late-night calls. We would go months without talking and then, as best friends do, pick up right where we left off. Now we had found ourselves living in the same city for the first time in twenty years.

We sat down among the verdant radiance of the hotel patio.

“I’m leaving him,” I said before she even had a chance to catch her breath.

Over the next few hours, I told her everything: how something in me had woken up, how I could finally see what I had been avoiding for years. Now that my eyes were open, there was no way to go back.

Sophia had been my maid of honor. She knew me before marriage, through marriage, and also motherhood. She had seen my relationship with my husband unfold from the beginning, and she wasn’t surprised.

That surprised me.

As we sat at that breakfast, knowing the truth and sealing it with our lips, I could finally see that it was inevitable. I sensed a different life waiting for me, one of the woman I was becoming. The distance felt vast, the details impossible to imagine but I knew who I wanted to become.

Sophia and I talked about logistics—an apartment, time in the city—but what she was really offering me was something much older and more powerful. She was offering presence. Women have always held each other through thresholds like this, bearing witness to the death of one life and the birth of another. In a culture that isolates us, that teaches us to endure privately and perform resilience, the simple act of being seen in grief and joy becomes a quiet rebellion.

At first, it felt like a chance to reclaim a past version of myself. In truth, it was an invitation to step into a lineage of women who know how to hold one another with grace, not to fix or rescue, but to stand steady in the fire together. That kind of sisterhood does not just heal individuals, it pushes back against the systems that rely on our silence, our separation, and our self-abandonment.

In the months that followed, I noticed the way people responded. Some were shocked. Others weren’t phased at all. One friend reminded me that before we had kids, I used to say we’d probably end up divorced. I have no memory of that, but it sounded like something the twenty-seven-year-old version of me would say.

Some friends slipped quietly out the side door, uncertain how to hold this new version of me. Others leaned in closer, steady in their witnessing, unafraid of my transformation.

This was one of the hardest parts: realizing that with awakening came its own kind of grief. When you change, not everyone comes with you. Some people only know how to love the woman you used to be.

I didn’t grow up believing in perfect marriages. My parents were divorced, and so were most of my friends’ parents. I had grown up through divorce and turmoil, and somewhere along the way, I decided I would make it work, no matter what. But now, standing in this new truth, I could hardly recognize the woman who had stayed so long in a life that no longer fit. Where had I gone? Why had it taken me so long to come back to myself?

“I can’t spend one more minute pretending to be happy,” I told Sophia. “Actually, I am happy—for the first time in years. I feel more myself than I ever have, and he doesn’t like it. I stopped drinking, I’m microdosing mushrooms, I’ve lost weight, I feel vibrant, and I don’t want to go back.”

Three years later, while I straddled a lover on my leather couch in my new apartment, he asked, “How is it possible you didn’t have sex for so many years? You are always in the mood.”

“I was a different person,” I said. “It’s amazing what you can get used to.”

Two years ago, I never could have imagined myself doing a boudoir photo shoot or joining a Zoom room full of women in lingerie, talking about pleasure and power. The idea of even owning lingerie, let alone dancing in it, felt foreign to me.

For years, I dreamed of being in California, of living by the ocean, and near the mountains. I was called there by an inexplicable wanting that I could not justify in the real terms of my life.

Two decades before, when I met my ex-husband in New York, my plan was to move to Los Angeles. I moved to New York from Toronto to go to theater school, and as soon as I could afford it, I was going to LA. But then love appeared. We moved to his home in Chicago, where he needed to go for work; it seemed like a short detour that couldn’t hurt. The move required that I trade some of my ambition for the steadiness of our relationship, so I set my dreams of being on stage or in film aside.

I was in my mid-twenties, and I wanted to be loved most of all. So, I made the trade. As consciously as I could, yet, it was still a trade. When I look back, I wonder about the ways we sabotage our dreams when our wounds are at the helm. We sidestep, we delay, we put our dreams on hold for someday—someone.

I carefully and loudly justified this new version of the dream to friends that had watched me build my life in New York. My mind was set. There was no turning back.

Sometimes it feels impossible that I spent fourteen years in Chicago. That version of me feels so distant and unrelated, but she was me. I am her. That period of time was dynamic; I wasn’t unhappy throughout. For the first few years, my life fell into a beautiful cadence. I worked, enjoyed my relationship, and became a mother. Those early years of motherhood were overwhelming and exhausting, and in the beautiful chaos of babies and toddlers, my dreams faded to the background.

Yet every so often, my old dream of living in California resurfaced. I’d catch a glimmer of it when I watched an award show or saw a film about LA, and I’d have a deep feeling that I wasn’t where I was supposed to be. I felt a calling to be there. I brought it up to my husband, but without conviction. I wasn’t someone who was willing to bet on themselves—not yet. It seemed impossible, the timing was never right. Between work, kids, and the tapestry of our lives, could we unravel it for a dream? My dream?

My clients have said similar things about their own lives:

“I’ve lowered my expectations.”

“I’ve learned to live with this, and to stop letting my wild fantasies ruin all the goodness I have.”

“I am grateful for what I have. Is it selfish to want more?”

Marriage is a funny thing. We spend our teens and twenties watching romance movies and dreaming of the perfect partnership. We’ve all heard, “Till death do us part,” but we don’t make a contingency plan for what happens when we experience the kind of growth or change that takes us in different directions. Where was the promise to grow and change together when we promised our lives? Where was the faith to leap together, to re-evaluate often, to tend to our own wounds? If those promises were part of choosing a life with another, then perhaps we wouldn’t find ourselves trapped by the very thing we spent our lives wanting: a partner, a loving husband, a family.

When my father died and left me money, he gave me a temporary pass, a way out. And yet it still took me four years to muster the courage and the self-worth, and resilience to say, “I want this, and wanting is enough.” Full stop.

What I had been doing all those years was abandoning myself. Unconsciously, I had been making a deal: I will betray myself for your love, because the loss of your affection, your love, feels so drastic and insurmountable to me, or to my nervous system (or more accurately, to the inner child) that I will abandon myself instead.

For two decades, I dismissed what I wanted because I couldn’t make it fit into the life I had created, and then I couldn’t ask my kids and my husband to give up or sacrifice their happiness for mine, and so I put mine at the bottom. But the result was that I found myself piled under a ton of resentment that I had created.

In the process of learning to honor and trust my dreams and desires, I went on a deep journey back to myself.

My therapist sometimes reflects on how much I’ve changed, and not just physically, but energetically. And it’s insightful and helpful to have this reflection held up for me because we can’t always see how our inner transformation looks from the outside.

Sure, I lost weight, I stopped drinking, I have a few more tattoos, but it’s more subtle to know that my energy is different when I walk into the room, that I don’t feel guarded or closed. Through healing, my capacity for grief has grown; I have integrated the parts of me that were so afraid, so masked. I’m not afraid of being alone, and I’m willing to advocate for my desire again, because I am willing to take up space.

The journey of my transformation began with one single question and the power it carried. A power I had cut myself off from completely.

You might be reading this and thinking, I’m not that kind of woman.

But here you are, reading a book about blowing up your life. So, maybe there is a part of her in you, too.

She was in me—buried under the good-mother mask, the wife costume, the woman trying to hold it all together. She was suffocated and almost gone. And if I’m honest, I used to judge the women who seemed free in their bodies, who spoke openly about desire.

Disapproval is the first clue that we are touching our own shadow. For me, it’s my signal. Every time I thought, I could never do that, it was pointing me toward something I secretly wanted but didn’t yet feel safe to claim.

I said I’d never get divorced. I did. I said I’d never have an affair. I did that, too. I said I’d never quit drinking. I stopped drinking for two years.

I guess “never” belongs to the versions of ourselves we outgrow. Along the way, I’ve shed every one of them—not recklessly, but intentionally.

Five years ago, I was the woman who had it all together on the outside: the marriage, the house, the coaching career, the constant motion. Inside, I was numb. My life looked full, but I felt empty. I spent hours in the basement of our three-story house in Chicago, writing about another version of my life—one with sunsets and mountains in California—and carrying a quiet longing I barely allowed myself to feel. I wanted to make an impact with my words, my ideas, my stories. I wanted to feel alive in my work, not just useful.

Eventually, I came to a breaking point, and I wondered: What if the key to more joy, more connection, more meaning wasn’t harder work but more presence and pleasure? Five years ago, I would have rolled my eyes at the thought.

She was happier venting with girlfriends over wine about husbands who wanted sex and weren’t getting any. She was hiding from herself—from shame, from grief, from the untended needs of her inner child—while trying to fit into a version of womanhood that looked big from the outside but felt small inside. But the more honest I became, the more I started to see what was possible.

Moving to California was the first step.

Admitting that I wanted to be free lit the fuse that got me there.

The more permission I gave myself to become her—the woman who led with pleasure—the closer I came to creating the life I had always imagined.

What I began leaning into wasn’t a concept or a framework, but a question—one I couldn’t shake.

How is intimacy tied to the success I’m seeking in my life and my business?

The intimacy I am referring to is with myself. One rich in connection to my body and my truth. One devoid of performance and productivity. I wanted to know the signals I had spent years overriding in the name of being capable, reliable, and “together.”

The more I paid attention, the clearer my patterns became. When I felt connected—regulated in my nervous system, resourced in my body, honest about what I wanted—everything moved with ease. My decisions sharpened. My creativity expanded. My capacity to receive deepened.

When our nervous system is locked in survival—constantly in fight-or-flight—it limits our capacity to create, receive, and thrive. When we learn to alchemize the grief and anger that keep us stuck and turn them into power, pleasure becomes our ally in expansion.

By choosing a life that is no longer governed by old wounds, we blaze toward a story in which our truest selves are the loving guide. I walked through the fire with clear intention and a deep commitment to healing. I sat with my shadows, tended my inner child, stopped numbing, and mined the decades of pain I had been avoiding. I faced the grief of divorce and betrayal, and for the first time, I chose myself.

I did the work for that phase of life, and I will return to these practices when life inevitably asks more from me. That is the art of wanting more; it greets you where you are, all times in your life. I am no longer willing to trade my authenticity for anyone else’s comfort. This is my one wild and precious life, and I will not waste another moment of it hiding in shame.

And I want the same for you, in whichever phase of life you’re in, to reclaim intimacy with yourself, to reconnect with your creative and sexual energy as the sacred life force that draws you into harmony with nature, and to become magnetic to the life you truly desire.

A path reveals itself. An invitation to listen more closely to your body, your desires, and the places within you that already know the way forward. We don’t begin by fixing or forcing anything. We begin by remembering.

I’m sharing my story so intimacy can be your teacher. Because in my missteps and my moments of grace, my unraveling and my victories, you may begin to recognize your own path. I don’t believe transformation happens through instruction alone. For me, a story is worth a thousand lessons.

So, I’ve woven my own life into these pages—not as a prescription, but as an offering. Take what resonates. Leave what doesn’t. Let it meet you where you are.

Let’s begin.
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What is desire?

Is it longing? Is it the insatiable need to build fantasies and romance around even the most barren landscape of love? Is it string lights of hope that we hang on one end of our life across decades spanning marriages, kids, and heartbreak?

Is it a crack to be filled with love? A seed planted deep within me, a craving, a dream, an unanswerable call, a voice that said, “More?” A tug in my heart that said, “Maybe?” A knowing traveled without map or supplies, urged my feet in the direction of my pleasure?

Desire emerged in my body, like a hunger, a need, I wanted to be touched, caressed, adored. I wanted to disrobe my armor and feel the curves and crevices of my body explored. Desire, like fire, grew with oxygen.

When I look at my body, she perks up.

I talk to my wetness, and she stirs.

When all the dos and don’ts, should’s and shouldn’ts are silenced, I can hear my desire. She whispers softly in my ear; she calls me to the place where I can be wild. The place where my hips sway, my feet move, and my voice is never silenced. I stomp my feet and scream for the life I could’ve had. For the lies and half-truths that buried my desire beneath shame and people pleasing.

She wants me to be savage, untamed, erotic, messy, cold, angry, hot, wet, pulsing with life—nature itself. She wants that for you, too.

My desire is life, flowing from place to place, finding her way, like water, rushing over all that there is. Sometimes I get trapped by a moment, a decade, a man, a life, but desire wants to be free. It unwraps the chains of duty. When I give myself permission to be—to feel, to rage, to love, and fuck—every shade of grey rises inside me. She was within me as I crossed through the door, she held me as I cried through the night, every person that I was, inconsolable with grief and love.

And she will be with me through the darkness until light peeks through the window and the sun promises a new day.



Now, it’s your turn. Take out a journal, give yourself a quiet space, a timer, and permission to write whatever surfaces without your editor hat on.

What does your desire feel like?

What if you could have it? What would it cost you?

What else? Write for ten minutes about desire. Start with this:

If I’m being honest, I desire_________________________________.
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PART ONE The Invitation: Reclaim Your Pain
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Breathe deeply. Let yourself arrive.

Close your eyes. Find a comfortable seat, or lie down.

Honor your body honoring you for being here.

Take the time to open to this invitation.

You are here to discover what brings you pleasure.

Notice where you are right now, on this day.

Feel your breath.

Feel it expand and move your body.

Take a moment to notice any tightness or sense of holding.

Can you release it?

Bring your hand and place it over your womb.

Breathe. In and out.

Now move your hand to your pussy.

She is your portal—to the temple of your inner knowing.

Feel the warmth of her glow.

Rest your other hand on your heart

You’ve entered the sacred space of desire.

Cultivate curiosity and love.

Let yourself discover without reaching or judging.

Notice what arises.

What do you desire?

How do you desire to be met in your body, in self-pleasure, in reclaiming the sensual and erotic touch of receiving in your body, both with yourself and with a lover or partner?

If nothing arises, so be it.

The better you know yourself, the more you can ask for.

Inspiration is everywhere.

Begin in your body.

Your unique erotic blueprint is like a fingerprint.

It is only yours and it shifts depending on the light and shadows of moods, experiences, and capacity.

What does your intimacy recipe look like today?

Do you want to be playful?

Tantalized, teased, tossed around?

Do you want to be submissive or dominant?

Are you full of energy or in your softness?

Do you want to dance to music in the living room?

When do you feel most sensual?

Notice how this practice stays with you, and you will start to see examples of intimacy that feel edgy or interesting to you.

Start to wonder how you desire to be pleasured.

What feels safe?

What feels like it will expand your capacity?

Are you willing to try new things?

Are you leading or following?

Are you willing to be present with the energy that’s available to you?

How about without agenda or performance?

What stories come up that block you?

Where do you feel them in your body as you breathe?



Come back to this meditation, any time that you need it, throughout the book or later. Feel a sense of wholeness that you are held and loved. Every cell in your body is perfectly aligned and ready to receive pleasure just as you are, exactly in this moment. No adjusting necessary.

You are exactly the woman capable and ready to receive pleasure and expand, just as you are able to expand your breath to receive more. Feel the pleasure of that breath and the relief of letting it go.

Take three deep breaths here, and as you finish the last exhale, let your eyes float open and come back.

Ask yourself: Where will pleasure take me next?





CHAPTER ONE The Relearning

The moment I stumbled across his secret, the air left the room. It was ordinary and devastating all at once—the kind of truth that doesn’t shout, but has the strength to rearrange everything you thought was real.

I remember staring at the words, reading them again, as if repetition could change their meaning. The part of me that wanted to be logical, to fix it, tried to take over, but my body already knew. My heart raced. My stomach clenched. My skin flushed hot.

In that moment, I understood how the body carries what the mind refuses to see.

My husband had been my partner for almost two decades. We had built a life, a family, a home. But standing there, holding the evidence of his betrayal, I felt like I was looking at a stranger.

Maybe I was.

For years, we started our mornings together: meditating, journaling, sharing coffee on opposite ends of the same couch. I had never once thought to look at what he had written until that day. Something inside me said, Read it.

I opened it.

On a random page I found a confession written in his handwriting—an affair. Eight years before.

I’m not proud of looking, but it felt inevitable, as if some higher truth needed to be known. Betrayal is cruel and sharp. It taps the marrow of love and makes you question everything—not just the other person, but yourself.

Who was it? When was this happening? Why had he stayed? What did he think he was protecting? And what part of me had known all along and chosen silence anyway?

Strangely enough, relief came first—the confirmation that the distance between us wasn’t made up in my head. Then came anger, heartache, the hollow disorientation of realizing that the version of love I had been holding onto had already left.

That was the beginning of my relearning. Not the kind that happens in the mind, but the kind that begins in the body—in the truth you can’t unsee once it’s found you.


THE UNFORGIVABLE

The message came out of nowhere. On a gray afternoon in 2020, a Facebook notification appeared on my phone.

Are you mad at me?

Five words that paralyzed time.

It was him—the boy who had sexually abused me when I was nine years old. My body reacted before my mind caught up. My breath shortened. My hands went cold. The room tilted. I stared at the screen, unable to move, as if seeing a ghost.

Another notification blinked: I heard you wrote about us in your diary.

The words didn’t match the man he must have been at that point. He was just a few years older than I was, both in our forties now, but in that moment staring at the screen it felt as if time had folded in on itself, the past suddenly alive and pulsing in my living room. That message cracked something open I had buried for decades.

When I was nine, we took my older cousin to Disney World. One night, for some reason I cannot recall, we were put in a bed together. It started as teasing and play but quickly turned sexual. I was sworn to silence and secrecy. And since I knew that it was wrong, that he had crossed a line, I kept that promise. Months later I moved in with his parents, my aunt and uncle, while my mother traveled with my stepfather. I was in fourth grade, and I walked down the quiet tree lined street to and from my public school. In the afternoons and weekends, my cousin would have sex with me in the basement. I didn’t protest, but I understand now that I was too young to consent.

I lived in that environment for a year before my parents gathered me up to move to a new city again. I was saved from the circumstance but lived with the shame and confusion of a child dealing with adult sexuality.

A few years later, I wrote about it in my diary, grappling with my own demons of unworthiness and grief. And then my mother found that diary and read it. I can still see her face as she confronted me—panic, disbelief, shame—the air thick with something neither of us knew how to name. In her shock, she told her family. The fallout was brutal. I was a teenager whose life was falling apart, and now my secret was out. I didn’t have language for what had happened, only the unspoken rule I had already internalized: stay quiet. The silence of my family was powerful. No adults ever took accountability or responsibility, and I moved on as best I could.



When that message landed in 2020, it felt like the universe pressing a finger directly on my oldest wound.

My daughter was nine years old at the time.

Every night as I tucked her in, I would look at her, small and childlike, and think, How could anyone have looked at me and thought I was ready for sex? It seemed impossible. And yet, I had lived it.

I started searching for old photographs, wanting to see the girl I had been. I needed to remember her face, her softness, her confusion. When I found them, I realized how young I was. How much she had carried, which was beyond her maturity.

I understood for the first time how early my desire had been twisted by shame and the need to stay safe. Don’t get caught, your world will fall apart. Your family will fall apart. What a heavy burden for a child to carry. My relationship to pleasure had been shaped by those years—desire and danger fused together in my nervous system.

That was the beginning of my unlearning.

It would take decades to separate them—to reclaim desire as something sacred, innocent, powerful, mine. And in that reclamation, my life as I knew it began to fall apart.



The message, the remembering, the years of silence—all of it became the fire that burned away the version of me that had been performing safety for everyone else. The truth was never gone. It had simply been waiting for me to be ready to hold it.



THERAPY IS JUST THE START

The first thing my mom did when she read my diary, besides telling everyone in my family, was send me to therapy. To the best of my memory, it was group therapy. It wasn’t very successful, and it didn’t last very long.

Shortly after, my mother became preoccupied with my stepfather’s drama, and my trauma got swallowed by hers. I stopped talking about it. I put on a tough face and got on with it. It was the first piece of armor I ever built.

I went to therapy again on my own in other chapters, like in college, when I found myself living with a volatile boyfriend. Again, when I was trying to leave a relationship while also managing my mother’s alcoholism. Then, when I met my husband and was so afraid I was going to make a shitty choice, I hired a therapist for the first nine months of our relationship.

For the first twelve years of our marriage, I went without therapy, overlooking one of the most fundamental pieces of information about our relationship: I didn’t particularly want to have sex. We did, obviously, and have two beautiful children, but it usually felt like a chore. Something to be scheduled. Neither of us had any language for intimacy or desire. We locked into a rhythm of duty, child rearing, and living a half-happy life.

By the time that Facebook message arrived in 2020, I had found and met my biological father. He had passed away two years prior, and left me an unexpected inheritance. I was burned out and exhausted from raising kids with my husband who was often gone, and the money allowed me to step away from my work in network marketing and decide what I wanted next. I hired a writing teacher, and twice a week I descended into my basement office to write.

Writing became a type of therapy, a way to find my innermost desires and dreams. It became a place that was just mine. By this time, I had mostly given up acting; it had been squeezed out by the realities and demands of life, but I found that writing was a lifeline to a creative part of me, a different version of me. I was given a prompt, wrote, and read my writing out loud. So often my words stirred up grief and longing in me that I didn’t recognize, as if I was unlocking a part of my heart that had been kept away without a creative place to put it.

When that message arrived, I felt the foundation of my life shift. The cracks started small, but I could feel them spreading. It was like standing on unsteady ground during an earthquake, reaching for anything to hold on to.

His naïve curiosity floored me. His words landed in my inbox and sent my whole body into a trauma response. I found myself anxious and shaking, my heart and mind racing. I felt like I was drowning. Why had he sent me this message thirty years later? What did he want?

My writing coach recommended her therapist, and I left her a message the next day. She specialized in somatic work, using the body to move and heal trauma, which I knew nothing about; I just knew I needed help. I couldn’t process this alone. With her guidance, I began to remember what I had buried: memories of the abuse, abandonment, and how it all still lived inside me.

I had blocked out most of it, leaving only fragments and flashes. I had turned the story into a footnote, something I could reference without feeling. I had rejected the idea of being a victim, armored myself with competence, and convinced myself I was fine. I had a family, a career, and a marriage. Surely, I had done enough healing.

And yet, beneath it all, my body was telling a different story.




COMPOUND SADNESS

There are times in life when the wheels come off. When pain is compounded, it feels like the perfect storm, and we are consumed by grief. When we wonder if the pain we’re feeling is ever going to end. Humans are resilient, and it’s in our resilience that we create the masks and characters that protect us when we don’t have the tools and resources to cope with the compounded pain.

I think it’s safe to say we’ve all experienced a time when it all piles on. When the simple platitude, When it rains, it pours, is never truer. And when it pours, we can shut down, and pretend it’s not happening, use a way of coping (as adults this may look like addictions), or steer into the storm. The way of the Priestess is to see the storm as the initiation. As a woman, walking into a season of storms, you know that you’re going to face the dark night of the soul. You’re going to be asked to slay the dragons of your past and seek your own medicine. It won’t be easy, but it will be worth it.



THE WILD SPIRIT OF THE HORSE:

I spent much of my childhood riding horses. Every Christmas, I wrote the same word on my wish list: Pony. It was all I ever wanted.

The summer I turned eight, my mother found a small riding school called Sunnybrook Farms just outside Toronto. You had to be nine to enroll, but I was tall, and they made an exception. That summer, I fell in love with the smell of hay and leather, the dust rising from hooves, the rhythm of breath between horse and girl. I rode tired old ponies at first—patient souls who had carried a hundred little girls before me around the same oval ring. Slowly, I graduated to the faster ones, learning to post with their gait, to trust my balance, to find a kind of freedom that only existed when we moved as one.

I brushed their manes for hours, whispered secrets into their soft ears, and dreamed of the day one of them might be mine. Every time we moved, which was often, the first thing I wanted to find was a barn.

And then, one Christmas, it happened. Beneath the tree sat a small toy pony with a note attached. My mother had found one through her hairdresser, of all places. He had a barn and horses, and a daughter just a few years older than I was, who had outgrown her pony.

A few days later, in the freezing cold of an East Coast winter, we drove through the snow to a tiny wooden barn on the outskirts of Ottawa. Inside stood Casey Jones, with a white blaze down his face, fur thick for winter, breath steaming in the cold. He was beautiful, stubborn, and mine. My mother arranged for him to stay there, and the daughter became one of my closest friends. We spent endless afternoons riding through snowy fields, two girls and their horses, tasting freedom for the first time.

We would move again, as we always did, and Casey came with us—to a














HOW DO YOU HEAL A CHILD?
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