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This book is dedicated to
all the courageous souls
who are called to heal
sexual guilt, shame, and fear
on Earth.

SEX
SHAMANS
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“A fascinating and informative look at the lives of the sex shamans of the International School of Temple Arts tribe. As you pore over these pages, you will be entertained, educated, and have your mind blown open to new possibilities.”
CHARLES MUIR, 
PRESIDENT AND DIRECTOR OF STUDIES AT THE SOURCE 
SCHOOL OF TANTRA YOGA
“The sexual and the spiritual are connected, and the importance of ritual in sexuality is a potent truth. Sex Shamans helps us move toward that great truth, through personal stories and accounts of transcendence through sex, the divine in the erotic, and the rituals that have helped many seekers and teachers to meet their own divinity through sexual energy, power, and expression”
AMY JO 
GODDARD, AUTHOR OF WOMAN ON 
FIRE
“Incredible and profound stories with something to offer anyone exploring their sexuality. These stories are bound to titillate your imagination, while providing you new insights into what is possible to experience in your body.”
DESTIN GEREK, 
AUTHOR OF THE EVOLVED 
MASCULINE
“There are tons of stories about shamans who cultivate plant medicines or use psychedelic drugs for shamanic journey, but there are too few accounts about those who truly know the power of using sex as medicine. This book is an invaluable resource on many such taboo topics, helping one to come into right relationship with their own primal power and magic.”
KATIE WEATHERUP, 
AUTHOR OF PRACTICAL SHAMANISM
“This intriguing book of diverse personal stories is a vital awakening call for the return of the sacred fire, the transformative element so needed in our sacred culture. As we enter into a new era that values one’s energy and vibrations more than gender orientation, we must celebrate the feminine and the masculine energies within each of us. Only then can we bring a real balance and a lasting peace to our societies. I highly recommend it.”
ITZHAK BEERY,
AUTHOR OF THE GIFT 
OF SHAMANISM, SHAMANIC 
TRANSFORMATIONS,  AND SHAMANIC 
HEALING
“This book busts through myths, stereotypes, and stigmas around sexuality as a career path. I’m profoundly grateful that KamalaDevi and all the contributors are coming out of the shadows, with their heads and hands up high, to show us how sex as a healing profession is just as important as school teaching, doctoring, cooking, or any other valuable profession.”
MICHAEL ELLSBERG,
AUTHOR OF THE EDUCATION 
OF MILLIONAIRES AND COAUTHOR OF
THE LAST SAFE 
INVESTMENT
“If you’re still imprisoned by your sexual wounding, Sex Shamans delivers hard-won wisdom from a remarkable array of the liberated, a deep dive into the river of healing, and an utterly daring road map into the reclamation of the magic we’re all born with—our original innocence.”
STEVEN STARR, 
PRODUCER OF FLOW: FOR LOVE OF WATER
“We are entering a real revolution based on a new culture of consent, particularly in the realms of power and sexuality. With her new anthology of parables, myths, and stories, KamalaDevi seeds the growing field of spiritual sexual consciousness on Earth. Let her take us spiritually into the caverns of consciousness together!
KELLY BRYSON,
AUTHOR OF DON’T 
BE NICE, BE 
REAL
“Be very careful when you choose to sit down and read this book, as you will not be able to put it down. And, it could just change your whole life. Set aside the time to dive into a new world of possibility for your future.”
ALEXIS KATZ,
FOUNDER OF EYES WIDE 
OPEN LIFE
AND AUTHOR OF WEAR 
CLEAN UNDERWEAR!
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FOREWORD
ALL OUR SUBTLE BODIES
By Bruce Lyon
Each of us is like a radio that can be tuned to different frequencies. Many people in modern society have tuned out all higher and lower frequencies and live within a narrow band of their dulled outer senses. Doing so seems to be required of them to earn a living, and this tuning out is reinforced by the surrounding culture, protecting them from their fear of death.
A shaman is someone who has learned to listen to many stations at once, 
integrating the different music and news broadcasts into a coherent whole. Being 
a shaman does not, however, protect us from our humanness and the often 
intensely vulnerable experience of showing up within the so-called normal bands of experience. If anything, it increases the shaman’s sensitivity because the extraordinary is curled up inside the ordinary.
Working. Eating dinner with family. Sitting in traffic. Making love. Shopping 
for groceries. Riding the subway. When the channels are open, all experiences 
ride the edge of the miraculous; all encounters are soaked with possibilities, 
endlessly dynamic. The joy of true meeting is enhanced, and so is the tragedy of all the missed meetings. Also intense is the waste of lives unlived and uncelebrated. Time alone in meditation, in nature, in the presence of others who love solitude—or all three together—is a balm for the spirit that helps recalibrate the sensitive instruments of body and soul.
In these pages are the different stories of intimate beloveds. One of the beautiful things about this tribe-of-no-tribe is that there is little in our personalities that unites us. We do not share the same ideologies, and we have each forged paths in our own unique and wild ways, breaking free into authentic lives that we know to be sourced from our own cores. These words also represent only the surface of our profound journeys.
Core recognizes and resonates with core, and we share that essential aliveness, but we also celebrate the real diversity in expression. We all have different keys to the sacred locks of the soul and body. We all serve as reference points for one another’s journeys, not to emulate but to stimulate and awaken the many qualities inherent in the human experience. What we begin to appreciate in others eventually emerges through the center of our own being.
Biological sex allows for the sharing of DNA in such a way that the endless diversity of life can continue to be creative. The same principle applies to shamanic sex. When we meet as energy beings with a mutual willingness to share with one another what has been harvested in our own deep experience—our soul DNA—then humanity can quickly create better software for integrating its sexuality and its spirituality.
I invite you into a shamanic experience with me right now, if you have the desire to meet in this way. First, we need to slow down and take time. You have probably been eating these words with speed, so I invite you to slow down, slow right down, dropping out of the mind and into the heart and body.
Take a few deep, conscious breaths and feel the air breathing you. Feel the 
same air I am breathing as I write this, sitting up in bed on a luminous 
morning, with the sun lifting above the horizon and shining through a light mist still clinging to the rose garden. We are both on this incredible blue-green jewel of a planet, whirling through an immense cosmos. The material of our bodies was partly fashioned in supernovas, grown and developed through millions of years of biological evolution, flowing down the bloodlines of our cultures and families.
Our souls are ultimately one with the universal consciousness; the same awareness reading these words permeates all space and time. We are love—impossible, irrepressible, eternal. We are the great dance of matter and spirit, masculine and feminine, light and dark. We delight in all polarities and are the spark between them. We are sex. Eros was the child of Mars and Venus, and to the Greeks, sexual attraction meant being in the presence of a god.
Sex is not just one person doing something to another, the transactions of sexuality. It is what happens to both in the presence of their shared divinity. When we surrender together to the wisdom of the erotic current of the universe, transformation occurs. In that state, this is my prayer: “Whatever is in me or of me that is of benefit to this other me and serves the evolution of love, may it be given.”
Sex as love generates life—the moment of ejaculation, the final push of a woman in labor, the sacrifice of parents to serve and save a child. These are unconditional, all-in expressions of the life that is beyond life and death.
In this moment, you are the other me that I have the great pleasure of offering myself to in this unconditional way. I don’t just want to write to you, but to well up inside you. I want to be that tingle that starts in your body and turns into the warm honey of arousal. I want to be there in that exhale that is a little fuller and in the sigh of the heart as it opens in the presence of love. I want to celebrate the mutual penetration of souls as we reach through the veils of time and space and begin to touch each other intimately.
I want to know you, in the biblical sense, from the inside, arising as you and tasting the delight of being this unique one and, at the same time, all ones. I yearn to be known by you—not for you to hear my story through the exchange of clumsy words and symbols, with their conflicting meanings, but to be known from the inside, to let you into and through the most intimate places of my being that have walked this sacred path. I invite you to come inside me and be me.
In this way we pierce for each other that sacred hymen of separate identity, which is the source of the deep loneliness present at the core of every human soul. As our souls consent to let each other in, our hearts can’t help but blow open to each other. The intimacy of the heart is not in loving each other as separate selves but in falling through each other’s hearts into the common mystery that resides in each of us.
And then comes the delight of the bodies opening. Yes, the warm honey, the ripening rush of blood, and the warm arousal. Yes, the deeper currents of Earth and kundalini awakening. Yes, the rush from base to crown and the defibrillation of the heart, so that it explodes even more.
The core of each atom then starts to reveal that it too is guarding a secret portal into the void. The dark rushlight of matter itself begins to shine through everything. Our bodies seem to pass through each other effortlessly so that we are truly inside each other and somehow inside matter itself. The emptiness of spirit at the heart of the soul meets the bliss of matter and the heart of the body, and nothing remains but love, dancing in us, as us, as everything.
Aroused
We who stand up for love
are the pink bits
the erogenous zones
the erectile tissue
of humanity
the rush we feel
is the passionate blood
of a second coming
lifting us swollen
with the sap of freedom into
an ecstatic cosmic embrace
we stand naked
vulnerable and unafraid
for we rise on an invincible tide
we are the first rosy blush
of an awakened earth
aroused and ready
for the ride
Bruce Lyon explores places where the personal, planetary, and cosmic meet, guiding others on initiatory journeys around the world. An international teacher and author of numerous esoteric books, he is a member of the wisdom council that advises ISTA’s governance and a lead faculty member. As cofounder of Shamballa School, he is seeding a modern temple and mystery school called Highden in New Zealand. He is also a contributor to this book (see chapter 19).

INTRODUCTION
HOW TO 
BEGIN A STORY THAT 
NEVER ENDS
This book is the culmination of my deepest desire to belong to something 
bigger than myself. Perhaps it’s also an attempt to prove, once and for all, 
that I am not crazy and, more importantly, that I am not alone.
I spent most of 
my early years seeking acceptance, connection, significance, and some way to contribute. Like many people, I longed to fit into a family, school, church, community, and society. I participated in the culturally constructed notion that there is such a thing as normal. Yet I carried the haunting feeling that just underneath the surface of what could be sensed, I somehow belonged to another unseen world.
While dreaming at night and sometimes while making love, I’d journey into invisible realms with revelatory significance, but upon returning, in order to participate in consensual reality, I’d make the psychic agreement to leave that world behind.
How could I feel so connected yet suffer so much separation? This enigma only grew more puzzling when mixed with the subject of sex, which holds so much social shame. Nearly everyone I’ve met has had some kind of mystical experience during lovemaking, usually more than one, but they rarely talk about it. The taboo is too thick. Sacred sex becomes even more unspeakable when it involves deviant desires. Why is this enigmatic realm shrouded in so much shadow?
When I first encountered it, shamanism seemed like a faraway concept, a 
throwback to some backward village. I couldn’t imagine that it had anything to 
do with me. I was a modern woman, an educated entrepreneur, a Mexican American writer intent on becoming a wife and a mother. I didn’t know how to handle myself when guides, gifts, visions, and voices started arriving at my doorstep. It seemed easier to dismiss these visitations and “return to sender” rather than to unpack and learn to live with them.
I suspected something was wrong with me. Maybe it was my mental health. I sought professionals for help with my dyslexia, gender dysphoria, and massive depressive disorder. There were many helpful healers on my journey, but there was still something invisible that they couldn’t seem to touch. An unnamed fear followed me around like an untamed dog nipping at my heels.
I worried that I’d end up like those people who live in the streets yelling at their invisible adversaries or, worse, locked up in a room with padded walls. After all, what was the difference between the mystic seers revered by the world’s religions and the crazy people I saw preaching gospel on the corner? Where is the line between insanity and truth telling?
Driven by strange voices, my soul carried me through decades of deep work, acquainted me with tantric masters, and inspired me to create performance art and even to write a number of books. Truthfully, however, it wasn’t until I found myself in a like-minded community of sacred sexual visionaries that I no longer felt crazy. Today, I work with a modern mystery school called the International School of Temple Arts (ISTA). (See section titled “What Is ISTA?”.)
This anthology provides an intimate portrayal of the life of the modern sex shaman. Since academic attempts to define sexual shamanism can kill the living transmission, I felt it important to ask my peers about their firsthand experiences. In the spirit of oral tradition, I had to shut up and listen. I listened to my students as well as my mentors. I opened my heart to their shamanic storytelling. Then, instead of trying to be a lone star shining a single light on this vast subject, I invited a whole constellation of luminaries to share their stories as well.
This book is a compilation of twenty mini memoirs by pioneers from around the world, all of whom are practicing sexual shamanism in the ISTA field. Each chapter reveals the author’s unique journey to realize their calling as a modern sex shaman.
The intention of this collection is to demystify sexual shamanism and to release the shame surrounding the journey of sacred sexual awakening. By revealing the intimate details of our lives in these pages, we hope to empower you to inquire more deeply into your own sexual wounding as well as into your mystical awakenings, thereby inspiring more sexual liberation.
We also aim to address the provocative questions that friends, students, fellow educators, and even people sitting next to us on airplanes frequently ask, such as:
	What is sexual shamanism?
	How did you get into this work?
	What typically takes place in a session?
	What are some common sexual wounds that need healing?
	Did you have a personal crisis that led you to this calling?

There are also the deeper questions. The ones that people are afraid to ask.
And then there are the questions that have no answers. Beyond that, there are questions that only serve to generate more questions.
Studying sexual shamanism is like observing steam. It quickly evaporates into invisible realms: dreamtime, vision, myth, and incomprehensible paradox, which is ultimately impossible to capture in words.
On Sexual Shamanism
What arises when you hear the term sex shaman? Are you intrigued? Uncomfortable? Excited? As you might imagine, this question has elicited a wide range of reactions, such as: “It sounds like a New Age hippie starting a cult.” Or “A quack who’s trying to have sex with you to hustle you out of money.” And of course, we’ve heard this: “It’s clearly cultural misappropriation; a real shaman would object to being called a sex shaman.”
Despite all the stigma and confusion surrounding sexual shamanism, this book intends to provide clarity and insight into an emerging new culture that is part of a growing international movement. Throughout these pages, we use the term shamanism 
to refer to a way of being, not to any specific religion, culture, or wisdom 
tradition. A shaman is someone who goes into an ecstatic trance to act as an 
intermediary between the natural world and nonordinary reality. The term sex shaman is used to describe someone who uses sex as medicine. Eros, kundalini, and orgasmic energy can all induce an altered state and be used for journeying, divination, healing, and/or alchemy.
My favorite interpretation of the word shaman is “self-healed madman.” Traditionally the term comes from Siberia and has been defined as “one who knows.” Anthropologists have applied it to various cultural practices from ancient times, which have been observed throughout completely unrelated parts of Asia, Africa, Australia, and the Americas. Yet, Aboriginal, Native American, indigenous, and First Nations peoples use the equivalent of the term shaman in their own languages to describe tribal healers, seers, medicine people, elders, and the like.
The term sexual shamanism has been popularized by Kenneth Ray Stubbs, PhD, who is a mentor to many practitioners in the ISTA tribe and the author of ten books, including the groundbreaking Women of the Light: The New Sacred Prostitute. The cover copy of this book describes it as follows: “Eight women who exchange sex for money share their lives and insights. Without a continuing lineage, without a temple, the contemporary sexual healer has many faces. Today she is a sex surrogate, sexual meditation teacher, call girl, porn star, or even a shaman.”
I also want to acknowledge the work of Stephanie Rainbow Lightning Elk Wadell, MA, who is the pioneering sex shaman referred to in Stubbs’s anthology and who presented on the topic of spiritual sexual shamanism at various academic conferences from 1987 to 1997. She was initiated as a Fire Woman in the tradition of Chuluaqui Quodoushka and has made it her life’s work to help clients heal from the sexual wounding of our culture.
Serendipitously, the first time I ever heard the term sex shaman was in 2001, when I met my life partner, Michael, who was writing a book about sexual intuition—and he already owned the domain 
www.SexShamans.com. Even though the remarkable story of his sexual awakening didn’t make it into this first volume, he was an enormous source of inspiration for the visioning and editing of this book. And he has generously offered his website
www.SexShamans.com as the official home for all offerings related to this book and its collaborating authors.
It is also worth noting that most of the authors of this book are not writers. Except for a handful, they are mostly teachers, orators, and even performance artists, but not necessarily wordsmiths. I wanted to preserve their unique voices in hopes that you, dear reader, can get a sense of their energetic transmission. I selected the storytellers that touched and challenged me the most. Somewhere along the way I lost my critical objectivity and surrendered to the irrational magic of this co-creation.
The collaborating authors come from a range of spiritual lineages and religious backgrounds, including Jewish, Pagan, Christian, Hindu, and New Age. We embrace a wide spectrum of styles and practices. We also recognize that other paths to sexual shamanism exist, which are not represented in this book.
We do not claim to represent any indigenous culture or any traditional practices. Each author has a unique and direct connection to the Divine. As such, we are not bound by the tribal beliefs, dogma, or superstitions of ancient shamanism.
Every shamanic path comes with its own light and shadow. Ancient practices developed for the survival of the tribe. Although practitioners were intimate with the local landscape, they lacked education, and many of their teachings and practices operated from prerational consciousness. As shamanism became more conventional, practitioners gained more education, but they were also socialized within their specific cultures and limited by their individual creeds.
The move toward a postconventional practice of shamanism means that we seek to include the best teachings from all over the world and to transcend the disadvantages of each. Our intention is to use the tools and practices that serve to awaken humanity, which may include modern sciences like neurobiology, pharmacology, psychotherapy, and quantum physics, along with the ancient healing arts. We are honoring the unknowable mystery of the universe while riding the frothy edge of human evolution.

A Note on Ethics
A strong grasp of ethics is imperative when it comes to sexual shamanism. Cross-cultural controversies rage over topics such as gender identity, sexual orientation, dual-role relationships, transference, and the imbalance of power. As a global community, ISTA 
remains sensitive and flexible to subtle differences between populations, where 
cultural norms, morality, and laws may vary. We seek to offer ethical considerations to inform sovereign decision-making as opposed to imposing a rigid set of rules.
As a guiding principle, ISTA endeavors to be impeccable about teaching boundaries, agreements, consent, nonviolence, and personal responsibility. We attempt to offer services with informed consent only and for the highest good of all.
Inherent in the practice of shamanism are dynamics of power and vulnerability. Great responsibility, trust, and discernment are required of anyone in the position of a spiritual adviser, guide, or seer. In every session, ceremony, or ritual, it is up to the shamanic practitioner to uphold the highest good.
We do not condone the misuse of power for any kind of gain whether it be personal, financial, sexual, professional, social status, or otherwise. People who misrepresent themselves or falsify the truth to exploit the mystique of indigenous cultures and/or traditional practices are dangerous to themselves and to others.
In a context where people access guidance that they believe to be of a higher 
power, such as ancestors, animal guides, angels, or any other spirit entities, 
it is crucial to uphold clear ethical principles. Beings of other dimensions are 
not necessarily bound to the same ethics as humans. One of the essential roles 
of the shaman is to be a bridge between ordinary reality and other worlds, 
maintaining awareness and choice about what to say and do with the information 
they gather from other realms. We maintain that all shamanic healing, divination, and spiritual guidance require clear permission from everyone involved.
Many self-identified shamans may not recognize their own shadows, especially in the area of sexuality. For this reason, a rigorous feedback method is necessary. ISTA has a built-in wisdom council with appointed elders who provide checks and balances to help guide the lead facilitators and governance circle. It’s an evolving community of empowered individuals that offers guidelines for ethical behavior, but we are not a governing board that regulates the behavior of others.
As a culture, we share values of love, freedom, truth, integrity, sovereignty, synergy, and reverence for what is considered sacred.
If you choose to practice any of the rituals or practices offered in this book, we implore you to use the highest ethical standards and take full responsibility for your own actions. This book contains narratives that are intended to inspire, entertain, and educate the reader. It is not intended as a substitute for training in sexual shamanism. If you feel a sincere calling to this work, you are welcome to contact the authors to seek mentorship on your shamanic path.

How This Book Was Conceived
The trajectory of my life was forever altered the day I read Women of the Light: The New Sacred Prostitute. I still remember being mysteriously drawn to it from the window display of a used-book store. At the time, I was working as a yoga teacher, and I used to feel so confused when my eros would arise in a private session with a client. This spontaneous burst of shakti energy always seemed to bring a higher state of consciousness into my instruction. I’d feel inspired to try a new posture or practice, but cultivating my arousal was beyond the scope of anything taught by my classical yoga mentors and spiritual texts, both of which preached celibacy.
Finally! A book that validated my sexual energy as a healing gift. This book gave me the courage to offer myself more freely. My private yoga classes evolved into partner yoga workshops, and together with my husband, Michael, I started teaching tantra. Tantra is an esoteric path to enlightenment that involves the integration of opposites (such as the sacred and profane, light and dark, partial and whole, male and female.)
In 2003, seeking support as an aspiring professional in the realm of sacred sexuality, I did some online research and discovered that author Kenneth Ray Stubbs would be speaking at a conference in Arizona. I dialed the number for what used to be called the Sedona School of Temple Arts (ISTA before it became international), and the founder, Baba Dez Nichols, picked up his private cell phone. After getting over the shock that I was speaking with the handsome man from the website photos, I told him that I was an aspiring sexual healer. He told me that I was in the right place.
I went to my first Daka/Dakini Conference in 2004 (a gathering for sacred sexual healers, teachers, and practitioners) and felt a significant resonance in my soul, reminding me of the first time I went to a LGBTQ pride festival. I felt like I was coming home. These were the souls with whom I shared a purpose, and I immediately felt the urge to co-create with them. When Baba Dez invited me to coauthor a book with him the following year, it felt preordained.
We combined our life’s work with various esoteric oral traditions and added hands-on tools for a practical guidebook titled Sacred Sexual Healing: The SHAMAN Method of Sex Magic. 
It contains details for dozens of embodiment exercises. Unlike most how-to books, which only point at the moon, this book is an invaluable resource for anyone thirsty for a real transmission. Nevertheless, we maintain that books can never capture the fullness of these embodied arts. Therefore, Sacred Sexual Healing became the foundational text for ISTA’s Level 1 Spiritual Sexual Shamanic Experience. This practitioner’s training guide has since been translated into Spanish and Portuguese.
Ten years after the book was born, after a full decade of guiding people into the mysterious terrain of sexual awakening, I woke up from a deep, dreamless sleep with the clear instructions to co-create a new book. And that is how Sex Shamans was conceived!
I carried this sparkly new idea with me to Brazil, where ISTA was holding its annual core gathering with faculty and organizers from around the 
world. Unlike the proceedings of traditional board meetings, ISTA members use eros, pleasure, and play to envision, dream, and synergize about how resources are to be directed for the coming year. Our planning meetings were held between swimming naked on the private beach and dancing around the community fire.
I enthusiastically pitched my new book project to a few colleagues whom I had preselected as prospective coauthors and quickly learned how the ISTA culture deals with new ideas.
There is a key distinction between “birds” and “dragons.” An idea is like a bird. Bird medicine is about flying between higher and lower worlds. Birds represent freedom. There are lots of ideas flying around. While birds are common, dragons are rare and harder to train. A dragon is like a dharmic calling; riding a dragon takes dedication. You must be passionate, fearless, and willing to face dangerous obstacles.
This book is my dragon. Over the past two years, I have dedicated myself to long hours of spearheading, managing, coordinating, editing, and cheerleading this project. My original call for submissions sounded like a rallying cry for shamans to reveal their most intimate secrets.
To appeal to the mythological spirit of the tribe, I spoke of the hero’s journey. I sniffed around in each contributing author’s personal affairs, looking for the first moment he or she heard the call to adventure. I pried about when the author had crossed the threshold or took a magic flight or mastered two worlds, as if I were Joseph Campbell himself.
Fortunately, this community is rich with risk-takers. Stories poured in, 
surprising me with their depth, insight, and truth. Most of the contributors are teachers, not writers, who wanted to transmit philosophical 
truths about collective consciousness. But I insisted on hearing their personal 
stories, not their transpersonal teachings. The more vulnerable the stories, the 
more universal the book. Further, I believe that recounting one’s personal history is a rite of passage. By shining a light on where we come from, we can release attachments to our old identities.
Together we’ve been through multiple meaningful revisions, revealing and polishing each gem. For the sake of unveiling these untold stories and discovering new ones, I am holding a future vision for a multivolume series.

How to Read This Book
You are invited to join our tribe around the metaphoric campfire as we share our stories. We’ll be entering unknown, exotic territory that may feel uncomfortable at first, so we’ll start off with a fun icebreaker to introduce ourselves.
At the beginning of each chapter, alongside each author’s photograph, I’ve made a quick list of fun facts that I like to call “shaman stats.” I asked contributing authors for their knee-jerk response to the questions on the following list.
Perhaps you can play along by answering these questions yourself, without overthinking. Have fun!
Shaman Stats
YOUR NAME:
TRANSPERSONAL NAME: (Have you ever taken a spiritual 
name or an alternate name that extends your identity beyond the personal level 
of the psyche into a larger realm?)
YEAR OF BIRTH:
SUN SIGN: (What is your zodiac sign, based on the sun’s 
position at the time of your birth?)
HOMETOWN: (What town holds the most memories of growing 
up?)
RESIDENCE:
ARCHETYPE: (Is there a universal, mythic character or 
prototype that best describes you?)
SUPERPOWER: (Do you have any extraordinary gifts, skills, or strengths that define you?)
LINEAGE/TEACHERS:
EPITAPH/MOTTO: (Is there a phrase or mantra you’d want 
to have inscribed on your tombstone?)
SHAMANIC TOOLS: (What sacred objects do you use in 
ceremonies or healing sessions?)
HOBBIES: (What do you enjoy doing for sheer pleasure?)
If you are resistant to answering the above questions, you are not alone. Some of the contributing authors protested that it sounded like a dating profile; several weren’t comfortable revealing their age; others didn’t want to trivialize their lineage or their superpower. I asked everyone to answer only those questions that felt authentic, so not all contributing authors answered every question.
The purpose of this little literary device is to help you create a first impression. I recommend reading the shaman stats with attention toward your own preferences and aversions, then notice how your prejudices dissolve while reading deeper into the stories.
At the end of each essay, you’ll find a brief biography for the contributor, which will allow you to reach out and continue a connection with any of the contributing authors.
At the end of each chapter, you’ll also find an “Embodiment Exercise,” which will include detailed directions on how to deepen your participation on the path of sexual shamanism. As the editor, I chose each of these specific techniques because of their relevance to the preceding chapter, and many of the contributing authors recommend these practices as well.
These are not traditional techniques.

All the Way Up, All the Way Down
Spiritual practices tend to fall into two basic approaches. The majority of spiritual schools that teach contemplative practices, such as meditation and yoga, are ascending in their ideology. An ascending path emphasizes transcendence of the physical world, wherein spirituality is independent of the material universe. In contrast, the descending path emphasizes immanence or the embodiment of the Divine into physical form. Examples of descending paths include animistic, druid, pagan and some occult schools. Both of these spiritual approaches offer potent gifts; however, in our view, both of them offer only partial truths.
When either path is practiced to the exclusion of the other, there can be dangerous consequences. The ascending path leads to ecstatic communion with expansive nonphysical energies, but if you disconnect with the body and Earth, the disconnection can result in health issues, repression of bodily pleasure, and desecration of the planet.
On the other hand, the descending path may ground us in our earthly experience, allow us to savor the richness of the material world, and enjoy bodily pleasure in the present moment, but when practiced without sufficient spiritual awareness or consciousness, it can also lead to hedonism and lethargy and can stunt the practitioner’s spiritual evolution.
The path of the sex shaman is nondual. This means that it’s both ascending and descending, light and dark, masculine and feminine. By practicing the embodiment exercises offered in this book, you will learn to dance between these two worlds. Underlying all these exercises is the belief that the body is a temple that we open with pleasurable worship so that spirit may dwell more fully within. As you practice, you’ll begin to realize that you are not only the body, but you are also transcendental 
consciousness entering into your felt experience. A sex shaman brings the 
infinite to the finite, boundlessness into boundaries, formlessness into form, and heaven to earth.
Around the world, wisdom traditions create elaborate temples to help seekers turn their senses to God. Catholics, Hindus, Muslims, and pagans alike fill their temples with stimulation for all five senses. Incense for the nose. Devotional music for the ears. Stained-glass windows and ornate sculptures for the eyes. Fine fabrics and textured woodwork for the fingers. Even the practice of fasting before Communion enhances our sense of taste.
Now imagine your body as a holy temple. How can you cleanse, decorate, and 
activate your form in ways that invite more devotion, passion, and ecstasy? 
You’ll find that the exercises offered in the book are designed to progressively 
deepen your experience of embodiment, connecting you to both spirit and matter.
To get the most out of these teachings, we recommend that you schedule a specific time and place to practice and take time to try each ritual several times before deciding whether it works for you. Many of the practices ask for you to self-reflect and record your thoughts. We recommend getting a journal and dedicating it exclusively to whatever arises in your life as a result of this book. You may actively seek guidance from a teacher, or you may find that additional guides spontaneously show up to help you on your path.
To support your ongoing study of shamanism, we’ve included an extensive glossary of occult concepts at the back of the book. Whether or not you encounter unfamiliar terms in the text, we encourage you to use this alphabetical list of esoteric terms and definitions as a resource that points toward more advanced initiations into the temple arts. It reaches beyond the scope of this book to offer explanations of hidden, mystical, metaphysical, supernatural, and paranormal concepts.
I highly recommend reading this book in sequence. Although each chapter was 
written independently from the whole, each is like a unique gem specifically 
placed into a particular pattern to create the overall effect of a larger 
mosaic. Each story touches on multiple overlapping themes, such as orgasm, 
birth, death, initiation, rebirth, ego death, soul loss, reclamation, love, 
community, the collective awakening, and beyond.
Several chapters refer to sexual abuse and childhood trauma, which may trigger feelings or memories of your own experience. You may want to read the book with a partner, friend, or community member who can support a conversation about your healing and awakening. Because many of our experiences go beyond reason and run counter to mainstream thinking, you may be called to question some of your own spiritual cosmology. We are not trying to convert or recruit. We simply invite you to release any limiting beliefs that no longer serve you and to open your heart to new possibilities.
As you read, you may resonate deeply with one shaman’s story and loathe the next. Take note of how you feel. You may find yourself in disbelief or in judgment. Try turning the judgment around: What is it about myself that I admire in this one? What is it about myself that I judge in that one? Our reactions provide valuable information about how we can become more whole.
Even if you have no intention of practicing sexual shamanism, the messages in these stories can inspire your life in unimaginable ways. You may need to take a pause from reading for a while or skip a few stories, but we encourage you to come back when you are ready. This book is an ally for your soul and should not sit on your shelf unread.
Sexual shamanism is a vast terrain, and our various voices are here to inspire your journey, with both timeless truths and timely answers. We sit at a crossroads in the evolution of humanity, and if this book has found its way into your hands, your participation is needed for that transformation.

What Is ISTA?
The International School of Temple Arts is a collective of awakened beings around Earth who operate as a mystery school, offering a variety of immersive experiences. ISTA 
uses group practice, ritual, and initiation to embody the feminine and masculine 
energies in communion with spirit and form.
ISTA recognizes that the deep self is already free, inherently loving, and dynamically creative. As a movement, we are constantly growing, and at the time of this printing, we have thirty facilitators, thirteen lead faculty members, and a rotating governance, along with twenty apprentice faculty members and dozens of organizers who are active in more than thirty-five countries.
We do not have a physical headquarters, central office, or manager. Instead of seeing ourselves as a business enterprise, we operate as multiple arms of a living organism that shares one group heart. We allow ourselves to be informed by the empty center or void. Our creative community, including thousands of allies and contributors, is experimenting with innovative ways to make sacred temple arts more sustainable.
We offer three distinct immersions: Level 1 is the Spiritual Sexual Shamanic Experience (SSSEx). Level 2 is the Spiritual Sexual Shamanic Initiation (SSSIn). Level 3 is the Spiritual Sexual Shamanic Seeding (SSSeed). We also offer an ISTA Practitioner Training Program. And we are in the experimental stage of developing an ISTA Family Fusion Coming of Age Camp.
We share a vision of a world in which humans have a peaceful, guilt-free, shameless, fearless, and loving relationship with their own bodies, sexuality, emotions, hearts, minds, and spirit as well as the ability to harmonize with other sentient people, animals, and dimensions. For details, visit 
www.ISTA.life.
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INITIATION INTO THE ART OF LOVE
By Lin Holmquist
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TRANSPERSONAL NAME: Ananda
YEAR OF BIRTH: 1979
SUN SIGN: Cancer
HOMETOWN: Örebro, Sweden
RESIDENCE: The heart
ARCHETYPE: The queen
SUPERPOWER: Shape-shifting
LINEAGE/TEACHERS: From the foundation of Advaita Vedanta philosopher Adi Shankaracharya, through the crazy wisdom schools of neotantra, to trusting the life force within.
EPITAPH/MOTTO: The world needs love right now: let’s 
start the love revolution together!
HOBBIES: Practicing tantra and yoga and exercising.
It was spring, and the hovering buds on the apple trees in the garden slowly unfurled under the sun. Ängsbacka was one of my favorite places on Earth, a center for spiritual growth in the middle of Sweden, and this week we had an Easter gathering with dance, yoga, and bhajan (devotional singing). I was there to teach yoga in the mornings.
I arrived in the afternoon and ran into Raven, one of my friends for many years, in the west corridor, just outside my room. Raven came from Germany, and we only met at Ängsbacka’s gatherings a few times every year. We had a little flirt going on—nothing serious; we enjoyed dancing together and playing with our mutual attraction on the dance floor. To be honest, I would never engage more deeply than that. He was the kind of man who knew he looked good and didn’t hesitate to use his looks to get what he wanted. Raven was a womanizer!
This time, though, I immediately felt that something had shifted in him. He was so relaxed, his eyes were so soft, and his energy worked as a magnet to my core. I dropped my bags on the floor to receive his welcoming embrace, and I couldn’t leave. His warmth was so comforting, and I could feel his heartbeat in his chest. I was mesmerized by his fragrance, and as he held me close, I could feel him all the way down in my pussy.
For a while, my mind tried to come up with all sorts of excuses to leave his arms. Who was I to take up his time? What if he had other places to go or other people to embrace? What if he thought that I was in love with him or wanted something from him or . . . I am too much, too close . . . but I couldn’t leave. For thirty minutes or so, I fell, breath by breath, deeper and deeper into a space of melting silence. Time and space ceased to exist, and my whole being surrendered to him.
After a while, we looked at each other with stars in our eyes, and I asked 
him frankly, “What the hell happened to you since we last met?”
Raven told me that half a year back he had started to practice tantra. I was puzzled. At that time I had been into yoga for many years, and I also practiced a tantric meditation technique that took me nowhere but into strain and compulsion. Raven’s tantra, however, was a sexual practice, and according to him, it was a fast track to enlightenment. I didn’t believe him. I had been living in celibacy for a year, and I was very proud of myself.
I had always loved sex, but I had repeatedly found myself in bed with the “wrong guys.” I was attracted to men who used me, and I abused myself in that way for many years. I didn’t believe in sex as a spiritual practice; it sounded absurd. In the tradition of yoga that I practiced, brahmacharya (celibacy) was very important for the purpose of sublimating sexual energy and converting it to creativity or stillness. Nevertheless, Raven had changed a lot since we last met, and I was curious.
The next morning, some friends and I gathered around Raven in the garden for breakfast. He told us about polarities, the attraction between the masculine and the feminine energy, and how the dance of polarities merges in the heart as love. I was all ears; it reminded me a lot of yogic philosophy, and I wanted to know more. Raven asked me if I wanted a private session with him after dinner that night, and I said yes. We agreed to meet up in my room at eight.
I didn’t see Raven during dinner, so I went straight to my room to prepare myself for the session. I took a shower and shaved my legs and my pussy. I dressed in clean clothes and lay on the bed with a book to wait for him to arrive. It was with great exhilaration that I called him in when he finally knocked on my door.
There he was, more gorgeous than ever. His masculine face was framed by long hair like a lion’s mane, and his arms hung relaxed by his sides. He closed and locked the door behind him and called me to stand up from the bed and step out on the floor. And so I did.
“Undress for me,” he said and gave me a commanding nod.
I took off my dress and let my leggings fall to the floor. I shivered when I realized that he expected me to take off my bra and my panties as well. So there I stood, naked in front of him.
He didn’t move, just stood there by the door and looked at me. What did he expect from me now? Were we going to have tantric sex right away? And how would that be? Did he want me to approach him or not? My mind was totally confused, and the room started spinning, but he didn’t move; he just stood there and looked me in the eyes. I had never felt so naked in my entire life.
Suddenly, I felt him. I could feel that he didn’t want anything from me; he didn’t expect anything from me. He didn’t want to kiss me; he didn’t want to touch me; he didn’t want me to do anything to him. He just wanted to see me and look at me with reverence and awe. I could see in his eyes what he saw when he looked at me.
He saw God.
When I realized that he saw God in me, I suddenly felt God looking out of my eyes as well, and I saw God in him and God everywhere.
Rays of light sprang out of the halo of gold that surrounded us, and I could feel myself in every breath. There we stood like divine embodiments of man and woman; then he bowed in gratitude to me and left the room. I stumbled back to my bed and lay down on my back with one hand on my beating heart. I couldn’t grasp what had just happened, nor the rushes of energy coursing through my body. I couldn’t sleep that night, tossing and turning in my bed, wondering . . .
The next day, I met up with Raven at breakfast and sat down close to him. We didn’t mention the session from the night before, but he kept on talking about tantra and sexuality as a spiritual practice. He talked about the importance of presence and surrender, and everyone around the table seemed very interested. When we went to leave our dishes, he asked me if I wanted to try another session that night, and, of course, I said yes. In fact, the whole day I couldn’t think of anything else besides the promised session. I was so curious and excited.
He came shortly after eight o’clock. This time, he actually sat down on my bed. We didn’t talk, but he caressed my face and my neck and started to take command of me in a way that I really enjoyed. He bent my head back and kissed me on my neck and my shoulders. Then he looked me in the eyes, deep and long, and he didn’t let go of my gaze. He lifted me up on his lap and started to arouse me, looking me straight in my eyes. He started to touch my spine in a way that I had never felt before. He knocked his knuckles on my breastbone and made my spine move in waves. I gasped in delight, and then he started to move my hips on top of his hips in spirals and circles. I could feel his erection under my pussy, and I closed my eyes and leaned my head back as I moaned with pleasure.
Immediately, he snapped his fingers in front of me and pulled my neck back so he could gaze into my eyes again. We were breathing rhythmically together, and I felt totally confused. I had so much resistance in my muscles, so much control. When I was about to let go of control and be fully under his command, a wave of bliss came over me and made me close my eyes and drift away. But he wouldn’t let me go. As soon as he felt that I lost presence, he snapped his fingers in front of my face and commanded me to look him in his eyes. Waves of pleasure and joy broke my patterns of control and confusion, and he took command of me and kept me present. After a while, we rested together in silence, gazing at the stars in each other’s eyes. He didn’t want to make love to me this night either, which was a big surprise to me. I had never met a man who wanted a date from me and then left unfucked or unsucked, but Raven did. He said good night and left for his room.
I couldn’t sleep. My body was so hot and burning. The whole night I tossed and turned, and at 4:00 a.m. I had to give up on the idea of sleeping. I had too much energy in my body, so I went up to one of the balconies to meditate. In my meditation, my mind bombarded me with thoughts of what had happened the night before and what secrets Raven could teach me. I wondered if he would meet me again, and if I could gaze into his eyes forever. I realized that I was starting to fall in love with him. Or was I? I started to evaluate our future together. How would it be to spend the rest of my life with him? We could have great tantric sex in his house in Germany every night and have long romantic weekends in bed. Our kids were almost the same age and would probably get along just fine, and I could look for a job as a yoga teacher in his town. They had really good yoga studios there; it would be so perfect.
Suddenly I became aware of my own thoughts. How could I project a whole future onto someone just because he had given me two of the most beautiful experiences of my life? What was this invisible contract that I constructed in order to love? I realized that whenever I experienced love, this was the detour I took in my mind. I immediately calculated whether this person could be the love of my life and how our lives could be woven together. I realized that I was used to putting love in a small box with walls that represent certain projections and demands, a secret contract of love.
Suddenly I felt as if I had been struck by lightning. My whole body opened, and through my nose I could smell the most exquisite fragrance from the opening flowers in the garden. I heard bees humming in the morning sun, and the birds sang as loud as an orchestra with hundreds of voices.
I could hear what the birds were singing: “Come, sit with me on my branch, sing with me. Make love to me. I love you, come, come.”
I opened my eyes and saw the apple blossoms opening their petals, and all their delicate beauty was revealed to be seen and loved. “Come,” they said. “Come and love me, make love to me. Drink of my sweet nectar and enjoy me. This is how beautiful I am. I am alive.”
The whole of nature vibrated with love, and I was overwhelmed by it. After a while, other people woke up and entered the garden with their breakfast. They sat beside one another in the sun and talked about the weather and the news, the workshops and their memories, but I could hear, behind the words, what they really said.
“Come, sit beside me. I want to know you. I want to feel you. Come love me. Let me love you.”
I started to cry as my heart cracked open to the truth that had been unseen for so long, and from deep inside of me, a voice came. I trembled from the power of it.
If you don’t believe in love, you don’t believe in me.
If you don’t believe in love, you don’t believe in me!
I am love.
I am love.
I am love.
The voice inside me was so strong that I couldn’t hear anything else. My heart was pounding, and waves of heat rolled from my lower back up to my face, again and again.
I saw Raven from the balcony. He was surrounded by people who were eager to feel him, love him, and be close to him, and I could see his love pouring like an infinite stream out of his whole being. As I went out into the garden, I saw him sitting with a young man in front of him, deeply gazing into the young man’s eyes. Tears were rolling down the young man’s cheeks. I realized that Raven’s love was not mine to take for myself alone. It belonged to the world.
Nevertheless, I enjoyed bathing in the love we shared whenever we met in the garden or on the dance floor. We flirted as usual, but there was a new kind of spark between us, like a secret that no one shared except for us.
One day, we both decided to go to a bhajan class. He held my hand as we walked up the stairs to the room where the music played. I felt his presence as Shiva, and I was his Shakti; we were the divine couple, and I felt chosen. I felt special. Even if his love poured out into the world so freely, I was special to him. He had chosen me.
We sat down in the front row and started to sing, and our voices merged with each other and danced in harmony with the rest of the room. After a while, another woman sat down beside Raven. They greeted each other lovingly, and she started to touch his spine. I saw the delight in her eyes, and their bodies moved softly together to the music.
Suddenly, I was struck by jealousy. Who the fuck was she? Didn’t she see that we were at the concert together, me and my Shiva? She disturbed our harmony, and maybe she wanted to take him away from me. A cold hand of loneliness, rejection, and jealousy took a firm grip on my belly. My breath became shallow, and I felt so ashamed. Then, everything shifted. Raven had his hand resting on my knee, and I could feel his pleasure. Through his hand, I could literally feel him being touched on his spine. Not only could I feel his pleasure, but I could also feel the other woman’s love flowing through him too. My body opened again with bliss and streams of heat. My voice opened to God, and together we sang the sounds of love, all three of us.
That same night, Raven invited me to come to his room for our last session. The retreat was over the day after, and we were about to go home. When I came to his room, I was full of expectations as well as a touch of fear. His roommate was in the other bed, ready to go to sleep, but he gave us his blessing to do what we wanted by putting in earplugs and turning his face to the wall. Raven and I drowned in each other’s eyes for the last time. Softly he touched my whole body under deep presence, not leaving my eyes for a second. He kissed my hands and my arms and touched my spine in a way that rippled delight all the way down to my pussy. We were breathing together, deep and soft, and after what seemed to be eons of time melting under his hands, he rolled over onto his back and lifted me to sit on top of him. Slowly, he entered me with his cock. He didn’t move; he gazed into my eyes, breathed with me, and stayed still. At first, I didn’t feel much. I attempted to move like I used to, but he stopped me, holding my ponytail firmly at my neck and looking deeply into my eyes. “Do not move,” he said, and then I could feel him. Even though his cock softened inside me, I could feel its energy rising. Like a silver ray of clear light, he illuminated my insides, and I trembled. My skin felt electric, and all the little hairs on my arms rose.
“If you move, I will come inside of you, so please be still,” he said, and another shot of electricity vibrated inside me. I drifted away in the bliss of the sensations of the beginning of an orgasm inside me, but he would not let me go. He held my hair firm and forced me to look into his eyes as I came in a way that I had never
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