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Praise for On Our Knees

“Regena has lived every word of this book. It takes extraordinary courage to write this openly, and the healing is profound. On Our Knees will make you feel seen and held when your world shatters, then shows you exactly what to do with the pieces.”

— Marie Forleo, #1 New York Times best-selling author of Everything is Figureoutable

“Regena Thomashauer is my person. And this book is her masterpiece. It’s funny and devastating and holy and completely unhinged in the best way. I ugly cried twice and danced once, and that was just the Introduction. Do not walk—run.”

— Kris Carr, New York Times best-selling author of Crazy Sexy Kitchen

“Patriarchy dissolves a bit more as any woman’s story is told, her pain understood, and her memories both painful and glorious brought to the surface and shared with others. On Our Knees includes all three, reminding us that the rise of the feminine isn’t a coup; it’s a remembering. Thomashauer is a primary voice invoking the rise, making any woman feel she too can be part of the awakening.”

— Marianne Williamson, #1 New York Times best-selling author of A Return to Love

“This is the book the universe has been waiting for. Read it. Your life will reorganize itself around what you discover.”

— Gabrielle Bernstein, #1 New York Times best-selling author of The Universe Has Your Back

“We talk endlessly in medicine about inflammation, hormones, gut health, metabolism, and stress. But Mama Gena goes straight to the root cause beneath the root cause: a body disconnected from its own erotic life force. On Our Knees is a missing piece in our modern understanding of healing—reminding us that the body is not just a machine to be fixed, but a living system to be awakened.”

— Dr. Mark Hyman, #1 New York Times best-selling author of Young Forever
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

Before you enter this story, I want to tell you how to hold it.

Some names, identifying details, and timelines have been changed. Not to distort the truth—but to protect the humanity of the people inside it. A life is never lived alone. Every moment we survive, every moment we break, every moment we awaken happens in relationship. And not every story belongs entirely to me to tell.

But this one does.

This is my memory.

My body’s memory.

My nervous system’s memory.

My heart’s memory.

If someone else in these pages were writing this book, it would not read the same. They would remember different conversations, emphasize different injuries, soften different moments and sharpen others. Two people can live inside the same marriage and inhabit entirely different worlds. A child and a mother can share a household and grow up in different emotional climates. Memory is not a recording—it is a meaning-making.

I am aware that, at some point, someone may say,

“That’s not how it happened.”

And they will be right.

And so am I.

Because this is not a court transcript. It is a lived experience.

I have tried, as best I can, not to flatten anyone into simple roles—hero, villain, rescuer, victim. Pain begs for that kind of storytelling. It would be easier. Cleaner. Even satisfying. But life and love refuse those categories. We hurt each other. We save each other. Often we are doing both at the same time.

The writer’s task is a strange one. I cannot tell every version without losing the truth of my own. And I cannot not tell it without losing myself.

So I am telling what I remember.

What I felt.

What it did to me.

And who I became because of it.

There will be omissions—some for privacy, some because memory has edges, and some because certain experiences live in the body more than in language.

I am not asking you to take this as the definitive account of what happened.

I am asking you to receive it as an honest account of what it was like to be me.

It is about the moments when life brings us to our knees—not in humiliation, but in surrender. Not as collapse, but as initiation. The woman you will meet in these pages is not the woman who lived these events. She is the woman who survived them, metabolized them, and discovered that surrender is not the opposite of power.

Sometimes it is the doorway to it.

So the story you are holding is mine.

But if you stay open, you may recognize pieces of your own life inside it—your love, your grief, your control, your breaking points, and the places where something wiser than you began to lead.

Welcome.




INTRODUCTION
[image: ]

 How the Goddess Brought Me to My Knees

“You can never break a woman who finds beauty in everything—even in pain. A woman who turns her wounds into wisdom, her battles into strength, and breakdowns into realignment.”

— TARA ISIS GERRIS

I stand in the wings, watching as a group of women build a magnificent altar across the Broadway stage. Women from each graduating class of the School of Womanly Arts over the past 20 years will approach it, each carrying a perfect long-stemmed white rose to place in my hands.

There are a thousand women in the audience and a hundred members of Team Pleasure—the volunteers who make all the onstage and offstage magic happen. This is the community I have co-created over two decades. Women whose lives I have known intimately for years.

And I do not want to be here.

I do not want this celebration.

I am beyond exhausted. I have been running so hard, for so long, that I no longer sleep through the night. I don’t catch my breath. I don’t stop. My daughter is deep in the throes of an eating disorder. People think I am standing at the pinnacle of success . . . my name in lights on Broadway . . . but I am counting the seconds until I can leave. My system cannot hold it any longer.

I know this must be the last Mastery.

And that terrifies me.

Because I have no idea who I am without it.

Mastery is not only the most potent initiation I have ever led. It is the only place I can breathe. The only place I feel safe. Valuable. Real.

What happens when the very thing that saved you can no longer save you?

I draw a breath. I pause. I risk everything—even my leadership—and attempt the thing I am least skilled at.

Surrender.

My body wants it. My ego does not.

I lower myself to the floor.

I hit my knees.

Not metaphorically. Physically.

Because this is where life eventually brings us—when we are dropped into a reality larger than the one we were managing.

We fall to our knees at altars and hospital beds, in bedrooms and at gravesides, in childbirth and recovery, in financial collapse and in awe. Kneeling is the body’s honest admission: I cannot carry this alone.

Sometimes kneeling is grief. Sometimes it is prayer. Sometimes it is erotic surrender—the moment control loosens and the body tells the truth that the mind cannot.

In a culture that has trained women to distrust their bodies and outsource authority, kneeling becomes quietly radical. It returns erotic wisdom to lived experience.

Knees are the threshold of transformation—the moment we stop negotiating with reality and begin relating to it.

I wrote this book to name that threshold: where control ends and intimacy with life begins, and where we learn to love our lives even when we hate what is happening.

I am still here.

I will love my life.

Even this.

HOLY HEARTBREAK

I thought that when I wrote Pussy: A Reclamation, I was going to be done. It was my chef d’oeuvre. My masterpiece. The book I had spent 20 years preparing the world for. It was more successful than I could have ever dreamed—a fucking New York Times bestseller! Wow. I thought I could fold up my writing desk and go on with my life.

But a seed of something else burned inside me. I couldn’t quite understand the longing, but I felt it. It had to do with a practice I taught in my classes called the Courtesan’s Journey.

In this practice, we experimented with shining an erotic light on a part of a woman’s story that was crushing the life out of her. The practice began with my own story—when my beloved, Tiitus, died.

Tiitus and I had been friends for 11 years before entering our lovership. He was not only my friend, he was the man I thought I would spend the rest of my life with. The man I willingly followed into heartbreak. The man who saw my queen, saw my radiance, saw my value in a way I could not yet see. The man whose death nearly crushed the life out of me.

I was a student of Sheila Kelley at the time, taking a class with the S Factor, where I learned to feel the holy, hot erotic beauty in my body—inside every emotion, even my insurmountable grief. I’m not sure I could have recovered from the loss of Tiitus without this embodied practice.

Actually—recovered is the wrong word. I will never recover from the loss of Tiitus. I don’t want to. He was my legendary love. My grief is my gratitude for all he was, and all he still is. Connecting to the grief inside my body—and allowing the eternal river of the erotic to pour over it, into me, and through me in some way, every day—has allowed me to go on, and to make meaning and magic from this love, and to love again.

This bottomless grief was my first glimpse of the vast, transformative power of the erotic (a.k.a. divine life force), and it’s what led me to this book. I learned a lesson I had absolutely no interest in learning: that love this deep, this wide, becomes eternal and transformative when you eroticize it. I learned that surrendering to what is—even when it’s the precise opposite of one’s deepest heart’s desire—is simply the next phase of that love.

And it may be the last thing on earth you ever want to do. It was for me.

I never, ever, ever wanted to lose Tiitus. He was my happily ever after. I was queen to his king. He lifted me up—not just in his arms, but into a vision of myself as someone who mattered, as an important voice, as a leader in the world.

But that’s where this erotic surrender comes into play—to bear us, to seduce us, to hold us in arms even larger than our small, human ones. I learned that when I poured erotic life force into my body through sensual movement, I could bear the unbearable. And not only could I bear it—but I could be opened and transformed by a story that was bigger, deeper, truer than I was capable of being before.

This is the story I wrote this book to tell: How do you live continually in the space of surrendered erotic celebration of all that is? Even, and especially, the unbearable parts?

Because that is what transforms a world that desperately needs erotic transformation. Surrendered erotic celebration of wounds, triggers, and devastations—it’s what alchemizes the personal and the planetary. It opens feminine-inspired doorways into actual human, evolutionary, divinely infused progress—not destruction.

In this book, I’m inviting you not just to reclaim pussy, but to live and breathe your erotic life force. Trust pussy. Surrender to the Great Pussy in the Sky (a.k.a. the GPS—and her divine timing). Because she is always there, even and especially, when we forget.

PUSSY AS PRIESTESS

When I first conceived of this book, it was going to be about surrender in a different sense. At that time—as I describe in more detail in the chapters ahead—I thought I had finally arrived at the love I’d always yearned for. I believed I had something new to offer my fellow warrior women—those who, like me, had succeeded in everything but love. The book was meant to be a guide to opening, to receiving, to trusting another with your heart and your pussy at the same time. But my publisher thought the concept wasn’t fully formed. It wasn’t the right time to push the book into the world. It needed to marinate. And so did I.

Still, On Our Knees would not let me go. I could feel it. A deeper book was boiling, slowly. I kept writing. And as the process unfolded, I realized the book I’d first conceived—about surrender in romantic partnership—was only the surface layer. The real surrender I was being asked to explore was much older, much wilder, much more universal.

It was the surrender practiced by Courtesans and temple priestesses. The surrender embodied by Aphrodite, Amaterasu, Demeter, Persephone, Psyche, Inanna, Kali, and a host of other Goddesses. It was the full-lipped, unapologetic erotic power carved into the Sheela-na-gigs on churches and stone walls. It was the open-legged laughter of the Divine Feminine—offering her body as portal, as prayer, as revolution.

For millennia, vulvas were seen as powerful, magical, even protective. Thirty thousand years ago, our ancestors etched yonic images into cave walls, honoring the feminine as the source of life and divinity. They understood what we’re just beginning to remember: that our bodies—our pussies—are gateways to everything sacred, everything generative, everything real.

I’ve experienced the power of that turn-on again and again in my own life. I have turned on the places in myself that felt un-turn-on-able. I have used sensual movement, erotic ritual, orgasm, and sheer will to channel divine life force through my grief, my rage, my joy. This is not some fluffy spiritual bypass. It is a quantum act. It is choosing, with full consciousness, to plug into one’s erotic energy as a source of healing, creativity, and truth.

You’ve probably heard of the Law of Attraction—that what you think and feel, you attract, and that your energy magnetizes your experience. This principle is echoed in quantum physics, which tells us that particles exist in a state of possibility until observed, and that the observer plays a role in collapsing potential into reality. The universe, according to this view, is not a fixed machine but a responsive field of probabilities.

But what’s often missing in conversations about quantum reality or manifestation is the feminine. Not just the receptive, trusting feminine—but the turned-on, embodied feminine. The pussypowered feminine. The kind that doesn’t wait to be chosen or manifest politely. The kind that radiates.

When a woman is lit from within—when she is connected to her desire, her turn-on, her inner yes—she becomes magnetic. Not because of magic, but because of coherence. Her nervous system stabilizes. Her heart expands. Her energy aligns. Her actions become congruent. And her reality begins to reshape.

This is how the feminine creates—not through effort or domination, but through alignment and aliveness. This is what the priestesses of Inanna, Isis, and Aphrodite knew. Their erotic rituals were not acts of seduction, but of sacred activation. Through pleasure, through presence, they helped people re-member their divine essence.

In quantum theory, scientists speak of the unified field—a space in which all things are connected, where every possibility exists until called into form. What if your pussy is your tuning fork for that field? What if your arousal is the signal that tells the universe, “I’m here. I’m ready. I’m awake.”

This isn’t fantasy. This is physics and physiology, with a beautiful dollop of psychology and mystery. This is the lineage of women who knew that desire is a doorway, not a danger. That pleasure is information, not indulgence. That the erotic is not the opposite of the sacred—it is the sacred.

Likewise, On Our Knees is not about giving up. It’s about opening to the deepest source of feminine power there is. Not only to reclaim pussy, but to live as her, walk as her, worship through her.

In this worldview, your pussy is your priestess. Your pleasure is your compass. Your erotic current is how spirit moves through you and through the world.

THE GOSPEL OF GLORIOUS UNDOING

Still with me so far? Good. Because I need to clarify something about surrender that’s commonly misunderstood. It is not blind obedience to your burnout, your breakup, your student debt, your aging body, your mother’s disappointment, or the will of patriarchy’s vengeful, conditional god.

It’s a surrender that is connected to you. Your erotic power. Divinity. Life force. It’s both losing everything and gaining everything with one flick of your hips. It’s choosing to leave the lane of victim and find your way in the spectacular mystery of your erotic aliveness. It’s slipping out of your armor and coming home to your body.

On-our-knees surrender is the most erotic pathway there is, and the most life-affirming, earth-affirming, humanity-affirming thing that any one of us can do. It’s a hot new way to pray . . . and to set the world on fire.

Speaking of the world . . . in case you haven’t noticed, it’s crumbling. The grind, the exhaustion, the disconnection, the suppression of the feminine—it’s all falling apart. That just might be a damn good thing. Which can feel like shit.

But this isn’t just things falling apart. This is the great unmaking before the rebirth. The Latin root of destruction is destruere, from de- (expressing reversal) + struere (to build).

It is very fucking hard to build anything worthwhile on shaky ground. And when you’re a builder, it is very fucking hard to know what to do when the ground won’t hold a goddamn root.

I see so many of us heroines and hos wandering around, dragging seeds, spades, and rakes, wondering: Where is my family? Where is my partner? Where is my purpose? Where is my place? My community? My home? Where is the future worth feeding? And what do I do with this longing—to sink a root, to be found, to love and be loved, to know how to be?

How do we—women, sisters, daughters—lead from “lost”? Or create a new world from the detritus of what we have?

Because we sure as fuck are creators who aren’t here to passively watch the world burn. We have a new task. An unfamiliar task. And like many tasks (especially the mundane, daily ones—taking out the garbage, doing laundry—that require constant repetitive care), we sometimes just don’t want to do them.

Ready for a new one?

Here goes: We are here to dance in the ashes, to call forth something luminous, something dripping with the ecstatic, undeniable power of the fully turned-on feminine. Not through force or effort or denial or slapping a shit-eating grin on our faces when the whole world is collapsing.

We do it by using the power of hitting our knees. Hitting our knees and surrendering to shaking our sacred shizzle on the dance floor of life.

ENCOUNTERS WITH THE GODDESS

We have been given stories of renunciation, of suffering as a virtue, of leaving behind what is most precious in the name of something “higher.” Jesus, sacrificed so we could be saved. Moses, never allowed to enter the Promised Land. Buddha, abandoning his wife and kid to reach enlightenment.

These are the stories that have informed our spiritual consciousness—stories of forsaking the body, severing ties to pleasure, believing that suffering is the price of transcendence. But there are older stories—ones that live deep in our bones, that belong to us, whether or not we yet know the words. Before we lost our way in the Judeo-Christian mythology of repressed feminine power, there were legends of Goddesses who were nobody’s victim. Goddesses who led, bled, reclaimed, owned, ruled, celebrated, and stood for themselves and one another. Goddesses who chose themselves, again and again and again. Goddesses from whose stories we sprang, just slightly more hidden beneath the surface than Jesus, Moses, Buddha, and Mohammed.

They remain the ultimate embodiment of feminine power—sensual, untamed, fiercely sovereign. Legends who are the blueprint for every one of us who dares to claim pleasure, power, and radical self-expression.

This book is about introducing us to a lineage that has always been ours, a lineage erased from our culture to disconnect us from the real source of our sacred, eternal power. These stories will reshape your access to yourself, even if you never complete a single exercise or practice. These stories will awaken dreams and desires you didn’t even know you had—or had a right to have.

When I think about my student Maribel’s life, I don’t think of a single moment when she “encountered the Goddess.” I see a constellation—distinct points of contact across time that only reveal their pattern in retrospect. Her earliest memories are in nature, with her mother. When the atmosphere at home grew too tight, too charged, her mother took Maribel and her sisters into the forest. The relief was immediate. Light filtering through tall pines. Sandy paths interrupted by stone. A creek crossed by a low wooden bridge, jewelweed lining the shore. Her mother showed the girls how the plant responded to touch—how its small, vulva-shaped flowers released their seeds in a sudden, playful burst. The Goddess appeared there as gentleness, surprise, and intimacy with the living world.

And then there were moments that were impossible to ignore. At 28, standing at the highest point above Lake Superior, facing the Sleeping Giant, Maribel felt something rise up from the earth itself—a command without sound: Stop. Beneath it, a warning: that the life she was living could not continue.

What followed was collapse, burnout, addiction, overwork, and sexual harm. The Goddess did not appear as comfort then. Maribel found herself broken open, crying over a bathroom sink in her parents’ house, unsure whether she would survive the reckoning. This was her first real experience of surrender.

She was led—precisely, unmistakably—to an ashram, a yoga and spiritual center devoted to the Divine Feminine. There, the encounters multiplied: through meditation, music, writing, silence, movement. After three weeks, she shaved her head and changed her name as a claim—of ancestry, of memory, of holiness. She stayed for a year and a half, studying and serving, before being directed back into the very family system that had shaped her wounds, to live what she had learned.

That return led her into transpersonal psychotherapy, into the study of ritual, shadow, eros, and communal healing. When she interviewed for the program, the director looked at her and said simply, “The Goddess brought you here. You’re in.” The work that followed was not gentle. It was formative. It stripped and rebuilt her.

Maribel’s path eventually brought her into graduate study in Indigenous social work, grounded in the teachings of Mother Earth and matriarchal traditions. In a sweat lodge, pressed naked against cedar and dirt, she wept. She understood that she was being asked to serve love itself, on behalf of a world that has forgotten how.

These encounters form the constellation of Maribel’s life. The Goddess did not rescue her. She shaped her. And now, Maribel understands something she could not have known at the beginning: The Goddess does not live somewhere else. She lives in bodies filled with devotion, courage, and truth-telling. In the places we are asked to stand when standing costs us something.

That’s how the Goddess moves through life.

THE PATH OF THE GODDESS

If it’s not obvious by now, I’m going to talk about a lot of Goddesses in this book. And to be honest, I’ve had a mixed relationship with that word. Even after founding the School of Womanly Arts, it took me years to say “Goddess” with the same ease and confidence I could say “God.” That word—Goddess—used to feel foreign, a little too precious or performative. Now it’s everywhere. And still, I use it deliberately.

I began calling the women in my community Sister Goddesses. Sister, because every woman on this planet is connected—bound not by sameness, but by a shared lineage, a shared struggle, and the possibility of collective remembering. Goddess, because we each carry more than a drop of the divine.

The Goddess connects us to the Divine Feminine—not the sanitized, flattened version, but the whole of it. Goddesses are fucking messy. They’re powerful, erotic, destructive, creative, fierce, wild, and soft. They are not about being good; they are about being true. Goddesses remind us that we are not too much, not broken, not failing at some impossible ideal. We are whole and holy. Rage, lust, grief, joy—every last drop of it is holy.

Calling a woman a Goddess restores reverence to her body, her voice, her longing. It re-sacralizes what has been shamed or suppressed. Instead of aiming to be perfect, selfless, or even just successful, this book invites you to embody the Goddess—a being who lives by her own pleasure, trusts her own desire, and knows her worth is inherent, not earned.

As I wrote the storyline that holds this book together, I began to see that in each phase of my journey, I was never alone. There was a Goddess whose myth, presence, or energy had already marked the path. Their stories became armature—bone and thread—upon which I could build the next steps of my own becoming.

Some of these Goddesses I name directly in these pages; others live between the lines. There are too many to name. And still, they are all here. Each of these Ancestress Goddesses lives to serve, to support, to be honored. The more you see Her, acknowledge Her, celebrate Her, the more present She becomes in your life. The more doors She opens. The more clarity She brings. Your cast of influential deities may differ from mine—but make no mistake, you have one. We all do. Just like the trees in your neighborhood are different from mine, but all provide oxygen, stability, and shelter across generations, your lineage of Goddesses is here to breathe life into you. They have always been.

This book is in your hands to help illuminate that lineage—to spark your own remembering. Some of the Goddesses I name may unlock something dormant in you. Others may not. That doesn’t matter. What matters is whether the stories activate your truth.

So how do you find the ones that are yours? Listen. Feel. Pay attention to what makes your body sit up and take notice. What stories strike a chord? What blows you open? What inspires you—or terrifies you? That jolt? That shiver? That erotic aliveness? That’s the Goddess saying hello.

Sometimes the truth she brings is uncomfortable. Who wants to admit she carries the fierce fire of Kali, Goddess of Destruction? Or the broken, weeping tenderness of Demeter, Goddess of Loss and Rebirth? Or the scandalous mischief of Ama-no-Uzume, lifting her skirt to awaken a paralyzed world? You don’t have to admit anything. Just feel what stirs. What wakes you up. What dares you to take one more step toward your own knowing.

She will find her way to you, just like she found her way to me. All you have to do is listen. Pay attention to what feels most alive. Resist the urge to deaden yourself with the usual suspects—food, weed, alcohol, scrolling, Netflix, SSRIs. Stay close to your body. Stay close to sisterhood. Stay close to me. The world needs you awake.

And my story will ignite your own. You’ll meet the broken little girl who was changed when the Goddess came to her as a child, awakening the divinity in her body. She grew into a woman who chose to become the voice of the Goddess, liberating hundreds of thousands of women and bringing pussy, sensuality, and the feminine back into the cultural vernacular. A woman who shook her sequins on stage for decades, then gave it all up to discover what it means to be healed and whole. (You know the saying, “Go big or go home”? I chose home.)

But here’s a caveat: This book isn’t about just feeling “good.” It’s about reclaiming your power. Yes, that power comes through erotically charged pleasure—not depletion. But first, you have to break the cycle of victimhood and step into full-blown creatrix mode. Because victimhood says, Life is happening to me. But turn-on says, I am the goddamn motherfucking author of my experience—and I choose to love my life, even as it falls apart.

I’m not gently suggesting that you take a bath and journal. I’m telling you to dance in the ruins. To scream. To brag. To sister and be sistered. To worship yourself as a living temple, on your knees. Surrender. Turn on. Right now. No matter what.

A NEW WAY TO PRAY

This book will help you, my love, map out a path through a series of initiations—each one stripping away old conditioning and revealing deeper layers of reclamation, desire, and embodied wisdom. You can think of it as a transformational adventure inspired by my own story, the stories of my students, and the ancient mythologies of the Goddess’s descent and rebirth. If you like, you can think of it as a new way to pray.

Every chapter, a different Goddess will walk with us, guiding the way back to your power. Aphrodite will show us how to reclaim beauty and desire, Kali will teach us to burn down what no longer serves, Demeter will help us grieve and rise again, and Pachamama will show us how we have always been surrounded by her ardent, sensual love.

This book is both a guide and an invocation—leading you through the darkness of collapse into the luminosity of your fully expressed, erotic, and sovereign self. I don’t intend for you to just passively read these chapters; through my story and teachings, you’ll live them, surrendering in ways that allow you to rise, stronger, wilder, and more fully yourself. And it ain’t just for women, but for the evolution of all—our men, our boys, our girls, our twospirits, our trans and queer kindred, and every single being who’s aching to break free, reclaim their power, and step into a world where pleasure, desire, and wild feminine leadership pave the way. In this world, you let the Goddess fully shape you, break you open, and seduce you deeper into the wildest edges of yourself.

I could sit here and tell you more about what that’s like, but I want you to imagine the uncontainable current of the Goddess as . . . let’s say, Beethoven’s Ninth. If you’re thinking, WTF, Mama G? Why are we talking Beethoven? I’ll tell you: The Ninth is no mere symphony—it is a full-body initiation into ecstasy, a plunge into the raw, undomesticated pussy throb of creation. It is the sound of the masculine surrounding and surrendering to the Divine Feminine. The final “Ode to Joy” does not rise from the mind; it erupts from the loins, from the womb of all that longs to be born. It is the sound of the universe coming undone in pleasure. Beethoven—deaf, alone, cracked open by longing—became the conduit for something vaster than himself. This is the Divine Feminine: the part of the Great Mystery that creates through chaos and beauty, the force that threads grief, longing, and rapture into a single, unbroken wave. Even in silence—even in the cavern of his deafness—the music still moved. The soul still heard.

This is why the Ninth is the perfect metaphor for the force of the Goddess and of a woman reclaiming her erotic power. It begins restrained, tentative, almost shy. But beneath the surface, desire builds, layer by layer, until something breaks open—and it’s wild, unashamed, unstoppable. By the time the chorus explodes, the body remembers what the mind has tried to forget: the purpose of life is joy. Divine, embodied, unapologetic, pussy-deep ecstasy.

But . . . and this is a big but . . . it’s not just about joy. Because if there’s one thing I know about the Goddess, it’s that she’s never just one thing. She’s not here to keep you comfortable, or consistent, or contained in one storyline that feels safe. She’s the shape-shifting face of reality itself—the force that moves through you as delight and devastation, chaos and creation, tenderness and raw want. She’s the invitation to feel it all—the whole bloody, beautiful spectrum of being alive. And she will demand that you hit your knees through your own underworlds, that you stop numbing, stop hiding, stop clinging to who you think you’re supposed to be, and get really fucking intimate with every last part of yourself. That’s how we remember who we are.

The Goddess never left us—she was buried under centuries of dominator culture, lying in wait like dynamite under the floorboards. Now the cracks are spreading. The illusions are dissolving. And as they do, the Goddess returns—not as a distant myth, but as a living flame in our bodies, our desire, our rage, our pleasure.

We reclaim Her through stories. They’re how we pass wisdom through the blood, how we bypass the mind’s defenses and slip truth straight into the heart. When we hear of Inanna stripping herself bare in the underworld, we remember our own descent. When we witness Amaterasu stepping out of the cave, we feel the exact moment we reclaimed our light. This is how transformation happens—not by memorizing facts or reciting affirmations, but by feeling the stories in your bones. And the greatest truth of every myth? If the Goddess can rise after centuries of being submerged, so can we.

Still, I’ll keep reminding you that I’m not here to give you a neat, linear tale with a single, tidy arc—because the path of the feminine never is. It spirals. It doubles back. It undoes and remakes you in the same breath. There is no clean beginning, no final ending—only the ongoing, unhinged choreography of descent and ascent, loss and reclamation, rupture and rapture, sobbing on the bathroom floor one minute and texting your friend a half-naked mirror selfie the next.

The Goddesses in these pages are not here to make you safe. They are here to initiate you. They are portals that open when life terrifies you, devastates you, seduces you. They are the ones who strip you bare, break you open, devour you whole, and deliver you back to yourself in one (mostly) piece.

Each Goddess is a map, a code, a living force that has never once asked for permission to be. And if you dare to step into her portal, to surrender to her lessons, she will tear away every lie you’ve ever been told about what it means to be a woman.

The only question left is: Are you ready to enter?
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INITIATIONS
 The Tree That Knows Your Name

Before any religion carved its commandments into stone, before any man imagined himself the custodian of the sacred, there was Her—the world-tree, the breathing column of life at the center of every culture’s creation myth. The primordial Goddess did not descend from the heavens. She grew. She rooted. She unfurled. She stood still and let the entire world orbit her devotion.

So let this be your first initiation: Go to a tree. Not “your favorite tree.” Any tree. Trees recognize us. They soften for us. They lean when the heart leans first.

Walk toward her, slowly. Not as a tourist of nature, but as a woman approaching an elder, a lover, a witness. Find a branch low enough to meet you, close enough that you can feel her aura brushing yours. And then—without irony, without apology—offer her love.

Tell her what you’ve forgotten to tell yourself: that she matters to you. That you want to feel her against your cheek. That her presence steadies your life in ways you rarely admit. Then wait.

This is the first lesson of the feminine mysteries: Life moves toward the woman who stops insisting she is separate.

You may think you imagine it at first—the slow drift of the branch, the subtle arc of green moving in your direction. But plants have always been polygraphs, detecting the truth. Cleve Backster proved that decades ago when he hooked a houseplant to a lie detector and watched it react to emotion with the precision of a seasoned lover. Trees don’t need your words. They read your field. Your heart sends out a pulse. Her leaves respond. Two living bodies attune.

When she touches you—yes, touches you—receive it as the oldest benediction on earth. A tree bends only when something in you bends back. She has been standing in that spot for decades, maybe centuries, waiting for the one thing humans rarely offer her: undiluted presence.

This is the original erotic contract: I feel you. I know you. I return your devotion. You are not alone.

And because you are a priestess in training, whether you accept that yet or not, here is your prayer: “Beloved tree. Ancient one. Keeper of breath. Rooted in the underworld, crowned in the sky. I come to remember what I am. I come to lay down the noise. I come to stand inside your wisdom without demanding anything from it. Touch me if you choose. Teach me in whatever language you speak—wind, shadow, silence, truth. I honor your rings, your sap, your shelter, your patience. Thank you for knowing the parts of me I keep pretending to forget.”

Then place your palm on her bark and inhale. Let her stability become yours. Let her age become yours. Let her devotion to sunlight become yours. Because in every lineage of Goddess worship—in every myth from Inanna’s Huluppu tree to Asherah’s sacred groves to the Bodhi tree that opened the heavens—the first place the divine ever appeared was not a temple. It was a trunk, a root, a branch.

So ask yourself at the end of this initiation: What happens to my life when I let something this ancient love me back? And feel what rises in you when the tree answers.





Tools and Arts for Your Journey

These are the tools that I teach in the School of Womanly Arts that I will refer to at times in the chapters ahead. All of these tools are useful and important practices that add so much pleasure and turn-on to a life. They can be practiced alone or with friends, partners, and children.

Bragging: A practice of celebrating and claiming your wins, accomplishments, and moments of pride—big or small—to build your capacity to receive recognition and own your radiance. Women are often conditioned to connect through shared victimization and negativity rather than joy and success. Bragging is a tool to turn this paradigm on its head, re-educating ourselves to recognize our irrevocable value and flaunt it proudly in a world that repeatedly asks us to dim our light. It’s about learning to get off on ourselves and take our listeners higher too.

Dance Breaks: Spontaneous movement to shake off stagnant energy, shift your state, reconnect with your body, and invite pleasure into your day. Dance Breaks allow you to circumvent your monkey mind and digest emotions and thoughts nonverbally—a fail-proof strategy to get out of your head and into your body at a moment’s notice. They awaken you, liberate you, and flood your system with healthy, feelgood hormones. Throughout the practice, you’ll deepen your exploration of how to use movement as a tool for healing, processing, and cathartic release.

Desires: Writing or speaking your heart’s desires without filtering or toning them down—connecting to what you truly want and allowing yourself to dream without fear of disappointment or being “too much.” Desires are the interface between you and that which is greater than you—where creation begins. When you write your Desire List, do not filter or tone it down; we’ve been trained not to trust our own appetites, to want too much for fear of looking greedy or being disappointed. Tap into your personal magic and cocreate with the Great Pussy in the Sky by claiming exactly what you want, savoring and breathing life into each desire as you write or share them.

Favorite Frames: A digestion tool used to process, savor, and integrate your experiences by answering: “What did you see, what did you notice, and what did you get” from a particular encounter or event? Favorite Framing allows you to celebrate your lived experience moment to moment—capturing the highlights and cultivating a sense of wonder and appreciation for the privilege of being alive. The magical thing about this practice is that it’s not one-sided: When you pause to acknowledge someone else, there’s a ripple effect that can be felt immediately as you prove to yourself that you have the ability to take others higher—and that is a powerful gift.

Gratitudes: Express specific appreciation for the good in your life to digest and expand joy, raising your frequency, whether you’re feeling high or low. Similar to Bragging, taking time to express your gratitude helps you digest and expand the good in your life—when you’re feeling high, it takes you higher, and when you’re feeling low, it takes you higher. Make your Gratitudes as specific as possible, articulating the nuanced details of what you appreciate. Sometimes, when you’re not easily in touch with joy or gratefulness, it’s okay to go basic and express gratitude for fundamental things like your lungs that keep breathing or electricity and running water.

Holy Trinity: A powerful combination of Brag, Gratitude, and Desire (in that order) designed to celebrate yourself, generate approval, and look ahead to what you want next. This tool came about spontaneously in the Mastery classroom years ago as a powerfully fast way to flex your pleasure muscles and bring yourself back to center. It’s the perfect way to celebrate yourself, generate approval from within, and clarify your next move—all in one potent practice.

Rupture Ride: A comprehensive practice combining multiple tools (Dance Break, Swamping, Pussy Stroking, Gratitudes, Uprides, and declaring your turn-on intention for the day) to move through emotional rupture and reclaim your power. This multilayered experience guides you through the full arc of processing intense emotions—from initial activation through cathartic release to integration and expansion. By weaving together movement, emotional expression, pleasure, and intention-setting, the Rupture Ride creates a container for you to transform breakdown into breakthrough and emerge more turned on than when you started.

Self-Pleasure (Self-Stroking): A full-body sensual practice of tumescing your entire body—starting far from your pussy, perhaps at your hairline, and working your way down through breasts, stomach, thighs, pubic bone, and vulva—building sexual desire and tension before touching your clitoris. The goal is to heighten tumescence in your body and explore the full range of sensation at your fingertips, not to climax; when we make climax our end goal, we miss out on the sensory richness available to us. Approach this practice as if you were a lover seducing yourself—have props on hand, wear lingerie, give yourself compliments as you go, and savor every sensation as you build longing and desire that creates a sense of anticipation.

Spring Clean: A practice for releasing emotional charge—complaints, resentments, or victimhood—in a healthy, transparent way within a supportive container, allowing you to let go and move forward. Women have been trained to connect over shared experiences of victimhood, complaining, or commiserating as a form of kinship, but Spring Cleaning provides an alternative structure for healthy communication where you can practice letting go of emotional burdens in a closed, supportive, and safe space. This powerful tool helps bring transparency to a group container and teaches you how to release what you’re holding without staying stuck in the story.

Swamp: A solo or witnessed practice of moving through rage, grief, and turn-on using music and physical expression to process and release what you’re holding. When one woman wants witnessing and space-holding around a particular rupture, she can host a Swamp party and invite others or ask a friend to hold space. The practice involves sharing your rupture story, then moving into the middle of the circle to start Swamping with rage or grief music—or both—and allowing yourself to access and express your emotions fully through movement. The most important element is to then pour embodied erotic turn-on through the emotion—either yourself or while being held and witnessed by your sisters. The erotic is what transforms and transmutes.

Upride: Celebrating the accomplishments of others and sprinkling the pixie dust of your own magnificence far and wide, creating a ripple effect of generosity and selfconfidence. Upriding is about acknowledging someone else’s wins and, in doing so, proving to yourself that you have the ability within you to take others higher—which is a powerful gift. When you Upride, you aren’t thinking about your doubts, demons, or deficits because your attention is fixed on the world around you; so no matter where you go, you are leaving a trail of generosity in your wake, and everyone—even random people on your path—will benefit and feel the warmth.

White Flag: A symbolic act of surrender when you need support but don’t have the words to ask for it—communicating your needs without explanation, especially useful when speaking up feels like the last thing you can do. Everyone’s been in that place of rupture—and we’ll all be there again—which is why the White Flag is so useful as a way to out yourself that transcends the need for language. You can text, email, or message a Sister Goddess with the words “White Flag,” post an image or video of yourself waving a handmade white flag, or show up to a live call with your physical white flag in hand to signal you need support without having to explain yourself.
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