Sex on Fire
Finding Embodied Intimacy After Trauma
Leah RS Braun
copyright © 2017 by Leah RS Braun
All rights reserved.
All names of abusers have been changed — not to protect them, but to protect me from possible libel.
All names of 12-step sponsors have been changed, as anonymity is one of the cornerstones of all 12-step groups.
All other names have been changed to minimize the collateral impact on those persons directly involved in my story, except where express permission was given to use real names.
No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, except for the purpose of review and/or reference, without explicit permission in writing from the publisher.
Cover artwork © 2017 by Brianna Darling
Cover design © 2017 by Niki Lenhart
nikilen-designs.com
Published by Paper Angel Press
paperangelpress.com
SAMPLE EDITION
To learn more about the author and her work, visit
risingserpentstrategies.com
This book is dedicated to every woman who doubts her power and strength. May you claim it, may you speak it, may you believe it.
And, to B and D.
Let this legacy forever be transmuted with your generation. Have strong and compassionate voices and use them to protect your children from things no child should have to endure. Raise your kids to have voices and to speak up for those who don’t.
College in the trauma soup
OFF I WENT TO EXOTIC IOWA. I was so relieved to get out of my home town and be on my own. The school I chose was small, picturesque, and expensive. My grades and activities got me a decent financial aid package for the first year, and I think all members of our household needed a break from each other, so it was a good idea to move away for a while and to still be in the somewhat controlled environment of college.
I did the normal college things — I met all kinds of people, took classes, practiced being a beginning adult. I loved my studies and found a loose circle of friends, though I still found it very hard to be close with women. I couldn’t understand why that was. I had one close friend and a bunch of acquaintances. I played in the jazz band and played pick-up volleyball on Sunday nights. I was still kind of lonely, so I filled that space the way I learned so well — with men and sex.
It seemed that the only men I found or who found me were committed to someone back at home. I was a welcome distraction and a space-filler for them, but no more. I am so sad, still, that this was okay with me. That the attention and the sex were enough to offset the fact that I was never anyone’s priority. I was never my own priority.
I was so afraid of losing the “fix” of the attention by setting a boundary and saying no that I just made it all okay. I was cool. I wasn’t outwardly jealous. I was available. I said yes a lot. I never knew how to just date someone. I never knew how to build an actual intimate relationship built on respect and honesty. That’s not to say I didn’t experience love or caring in my way — I fell hard for one of these men and he seemed truly torn about whether to choose me or his at-home girlfriend. I wish today that I would have chosen for myself and said “No thanks. Call me when you are a free agent.”
I think that’s the root. I kept waiting for others to choose me because I never learned how to choose myself. It was such a strange contradiction — the confident, poised, intelligent young woman who could hold her own in any room full of guys was pretty much a doormat when anyone offered up the slightest compliment or gave me the head-to-toe suggestive eyeball. That was the attention I had learned was best, so that’s what I sought out. I was always surprised when that kind of attention turned out to be the worst in the end. The result of that kind of attraction was universally damaging. By the time I figured that out I was in so deep I could not escape or change on my own.
Bryan was still lightly in the picture during freshman year. I wrote him a few letters, and he came up for a very short visit. It was okay, but over in a day or two, and then we drifted apart for a time. Instead, I found other older men to fill the gap he left. I became an expert in what is called “running energy.” It is a way of talking to someone to find out what their receptiveness is to flirting and building attraction. Healthy people with strong boundaries are not generally susceptible to this sort of thing, so one can imagine the type of men I was finding.
I had a biology professor who was willing to get close to me, though he stopped short of having sex with me. There was a guy at my summer job between freshman and sophomore years in college who was playing me and another woman on staff at the same time. Real winners, all of them.
Then, there was Jack.
About the author
Leah RS Braun is nearly always uncomfortable talking about herself, but is working hard on not dimming her light, because that kind of thing really doesn't serve anyone.
Leah provides professional development on inclusivity, leadership, intuitive training/teaching methodology, and the general skills of the job.
She lives with her (amazing) husband, two kids, and two cats about a half-mile from the studio in a regular house. She dreams often of ways to make the regular more sparkly in many areas of life. Leah really likes talking to groups about fitness, trauma recovery, dancing, yoga, and lots of other stuff, so if you want to schedule an event, what are you waiting for?
Go to risingserpentstrategies.com to keep in touch. And remember, nobody will tell your story as well as you do, so buck up and own it. Blessings be. Ah-ho.
Table of Contents