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It’s been a year since I found myself in a sexual relationship.  The last one I meandered into 
was like your every other modern day, hookup-culture, waste-of-time.


This last and final casual sex interlude, I had found myself snuggling up with a friend.  “He’s a 
friend, so no big deal,” I’d tell myself as I’d drive over there in the dark winter evenings.


Meanwhile, I always felt nervous about having my vehicle parked at his house for long periods 
of time, feeling afraid I’d get found out by people who knew me, and knew what I drove. 


I had feelings of guilt and shame every time I went there.  I knew this man was not in any way a 
suitable longterm partner for me.  The inner part of me knew that this was a bad idea.  


Sadly, I became chemically addicted to the companionship and sex for a few months.  My self-
esteem, energetic vibration, and confidence were tanking in the meantime.  


My body was taking cues from the shame and guilt and nervousness I felt around being “found 
out”.  I began getting sick and losing weight and feeling more inclined to self medicate with 
party drugs and getting high.  


I was depressed and crying a lot.  I was feeling vulnerable and in my lowest state of confidence 
I had been in years.


But, I still found myself making my way to his house when I had time on the weekends, getting 
my “fix”, and then getting the hell out of there.


I found myself becoming attached to him.  Not him, him - but the sexual aspect of him.  Feeling 
needy to be with him - even though I didn’t admire him very much or feel like I was love with 
him.  But the steadiness of being with him, was enough, and it made me become addicted to 
the rendezvous we had.


One day, he finally revealed to me that he told a mutual friend of ours about our sexual 
relationship.  I felt so sick to my stomach that I almost threw up on my bed.  I bellowed at the 
top of my lungs and punched the bed, “YOU MOTHERF*CKER!!!!!!”  


I cried and screamed and lashed out every time I thought of him telling.  The rush of nausea 
kept coming up in my gut and throat.  I was screaming and so angry.  All I could see was RED.  
In those moments, the guilt, shame, resentment, rage and hatred - all bubbled up to the 
surface of me.  


Of course, at first, I directed all of that at him for sharing our secret with someone that we 
knew.  But, then, after some moments of thought, I realized that all of those feelings were 
things I felt about ME.


All of the loathing and hate and resentment that I had toward him, was actually the feelings I 
had toward myself that entire time.  I HATED what I was doing.  I hated it the entire time.


It was totally against what I was trying to achieve, which was a healthy and loving relationship 
with a futuristic someone that I would be really connected with, and would want to build a life 
with.  




It was then and there that I decided this would be my last hookup.  It would be the last time I 
got “found out”.


So, over the last year, I spent time observing men rather than giving any thoughts to being with 
them sexually.


I mean, don’t get me wrong, I have plenty of fantasies about men, and having sex with men, 
and wishing and wanting to be in a sexual relationship.  I’m a sexual and parter-minded being, 
and it’s often on my mind.


But, this time, and this past year, I got clear on my own boundaries.  I got clear about my real 
goals. 


I would no longer accept having myself making booty calls or taking booty calls, or entertaining 
any man that I didn’t want to eventually marry.  


I decided to refuse the notion of opening my body to any man that I don’t fully respect, admire, 
and have sincere love and attraction for.


I knew this would be a deviation from the past norm, and that it would take some getting used 
to, but that it has to be my mission.


It took a few months for me to fully release the attachment I had to that man.  The chemical 
bonds that we make with repeated sexual interactions actually hold a lot of weight.  


Even though we sometimes don’t really desire our sexual partners in a longterm or serious 
sense, we still do make connections to them energetically, and that takes a little time to get 
untangled from.


Once that was finally out of my system, I began really sitting with myself and my thoughts and 
observing men I knew, and men I’ve known, and putting together a list of traits that I do want in 
a future man and longterm relationship.


I began to fantasize about my ideal man in my mind, and I paint him as a hero, as MY hero.  My 
“Batman”, I call him.  I piece together traits of my favorite men, and they are represented as my 
future man.  The one I will wait for.


If no man can come to my doorstep with THESE qualities and characteristics that I have laid 
out in my mind, then they are not worthy of me having sex with.  Nor do I want to waste their 
time, either.


This process has given me many gifts.  One of the biggest ones is a new appreciation for men.


The time away from men has shown me how valuable men are in my life.  How much their 
arms, their strength, their voice, their hands, their physical abilities, their power, their support, 
their energy, their safety, their stability, their body, their leadership, their guidance, their touch, 
their knowledge, their qualities, their ability to fix, their EVERYTHING - what really means to 
me.  


Never have I ever admired men so much as I do today.  The absence of their beautiful and 
necessary qualities that I used to be able to take for granted, really showed me how much they 
mean to me.




It’s driven me to continue to wait for a high value man.  My Batman.  My Hero.  The one who I 
have tattooed in my mind.  


I do feel very grateful for the time I’ve spent away from sex.  It’s given me a greater 
appreciation of myself and my own body, and my own determination and self-worth.  I’ve 
gained a tremendous amount of value in myself.  


I’ve learned that I can do many things without a man.  I’ve learned that I don’t want that - and 
my preference is healthy partnership, but that I can tough it out alone, and flourish my own 
femininity and strength and value in the meantime.


I have learned to be graceful with myself.  To not beat myself up.  But to also learn from past 
mistakes.


So, my abstinence continues on - until I find a strong, valuable, worthy, heroic and quality mate 
who I can share my body with and feel at ease, and at peace with.


My fantasies about my hero continue - the sexual fantasies, and the non-sexual fantasies.  I 
long for a man’s touch and his presence, and his many gifts.  


I’ve learned to appreciate all men, and what they bring to the table so much more.


And I learned that I appreciate myself, and that I am worth the wait.  


