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Prologue

10 Things You Should Ask Yourself Before You Go to Bed Tonight

One: Do I want a more exciting sex life?

Two: Do I want to make love more frequently?

Three: Do I want to make love in different ways, in different positions?

Four: Am I prepared to show my lover what I want?

Five: Am I prepared to be bolder, more adventurous, and show myself off?

Six: Is there any limit to what I would do in bed?

Seven: Is there something I’ve always wanted to do, but I’ve been embarrassed to tell my lover about?

Eight: Is there any way in which I can make myself more sexually attractive tonight?

Nine: Is there anything I can do to turn my lover on tonight? And tomorrow night? And the night after?

Ten: How can I be even wilder in bed?


One
Women Who Say “Yes!”

Just before I started my research for this book, I received in the mail a copy of my very first “how-to” book—How to Drive Your Man Wild in Bed. Along with it came a letter on pink, very feminine notepaper—a letter from Annette, a 47-year-old homemaker from Seattle, Washington. Annette said, “Please will you sign this book for my daughter Lorraine, who is 22 and just about to get married. I first read this book 20 years ago, and it opened my eyes to a whole new world of sexual excitement that, up until then, I had never even realized existed. It’s partly thanks to you that Lorraine was conceived at all!

“You taught me to be proud of myself and my body, and to explore my sexual potential to the full. I have had a wonderful, wonderful sex life, doing everything and anything I wanted, and enjoying it without feeling frightened or guilty. For instance my husband Rick says that he would never leave me because he could never find another woman who could give him oral sex the way I do!

“I want Lorraine to have the same advantage in life, and to enjoy sex without ever thinking that ‘nice girls aren’t really supposed to have a great time in bed.’”

Of course it’s always a pleasure to receive letters of thanks. But when I sent back Annette’s signed copy, it occurred to me that the kind of sexual fulfillment that her daughter Lorraine will be able to enjoy will be greatly enhanced by the dramatic social changes that have taken place in the past two decades. Not the least of these social changes is the fact that her mother can actually give her a book like How to Drive Your Man Wild in Bed without any embarrassment.

These days, sex is freely and openly discussed in newspapers, in women’s magazines, and even on prime-time television. Even before she first becomes involved in any kind of intimate relationship with a man, the woman of today is far more knowledgeable about sex than her sister of 20 years ago. She knows more about her body, she knows more about her sexual responses. She is familiar with most of the various methods of contraception (who couldn’t be, with Dr. Ruth shouting “Wear a condom!” from the rooftops!).

Usually, she is aware of sexual variations such as oral and anal sex. She’s heard of vibrators, even if she doesn’t actually own one. She knows about self-pleasuring, which is what I prefer to call masturbation these days, and she knows about erotic fantasies—both her own, and those of the men she is likely to meet.

She knows about the importance of orgasms, but she also knows that making love isn’t a contest to see who can reach a climax first.

More than anything else, she is conscious that she can take control of her own sex life to a remarkable degree—so that she can enjoy just as much physical and emotional pleasure as her partner—so that she can be fully satisfied too.

Up until comparatively recently, men expected to set the pace, style, timing, and frequency of lovemaking—and women expected them to do it, too. But those days are gone—whether some men are aware of it or not! If a woman is skillful, knowledgeable, and daring, she has the power not only to initiate exciting new sexual encounters, but to transform a humdrum marriage or long-term liaison so that every night is both sexually thrilling and sexually fulfilling.

Today’s woman knows what she wants out of her sex life and is prepared to say “Yes—I want it, and I don’t see any reason why I shouldn’t have it.” She can have sex when she wants, how she wants, for as long as she wants it, and as often as she wants it.

This doesn’t make her any less of a woman. Just because she knows what she expects out of her relationships, and just because she’s capable of achieving it, she hasn’t forfeited any of her femininity. Quite the opposite, in fact—because the way in which she can achieve a more exciting sex life is by enhancing her femininity and enhancing her lover’s masculinity.

Being more of a woman and helping your man to be more of a man; these are the two keys that open the door to really pleasurable sex, and this book is intended to show you how you can have both of them, even if your partner is reluctant to cooperate.

First off, you shouldn’t be afraid in any way of taking control of your sex life. I talked to several groups of women about the idea that they should exert a greater influence over their lovemaking. Many of them said, “That’s all very well … but part of the pleasure I get out of sex is that I like my lover to dominate me—it turns me on to be dominated in bed. I simply don’t want to have more control. I like to be taken.”

Tricia, a 28-year-old accountant from Boston, Massachusetts, said, “What really excites me is when Bryan comes home from work, picks me up, carries me into the bedroom, pushes me facedown on the bed, lifts up my skirt, pulls my panties to one side, climbs on top of me, and fucks me real hard. He doesn’t hurt me. He’s strong rather than rough. But it makes me feel helpless and I have to admit that it excites me, feeling helpless. I think you’ll find that a whole lot of women are excited by it.”

Lilian, a 31-year-old hairstylist from Baltimore, Maryland, said, “Whenever we have sex, it’s always my husband who initiates it, very rarely me, if ever. Sometimes I wake up in the morning and he’s licking me between my legs. I really enjoy that. I’ll be having a dream and suddenly this beautiful sexy feeling comes into it, and I’ll open by eyes and there he is, licking my clitoris. There are times when I feel like making love when he obviously doesn’t, but I don’t think I could initiate anything. He likes to feel that he’s in charge … and I like to feel that he’s in charge, too … even though there are times when I feel frustrated.”

Kirsty, a 25-year-old public relations assistant from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, said, “I wouldn’t be happy having a sexual relationship with a guy who wasn’t obviously the dominant partner. I’m not exactly talking about a me-Tarzan you-Jane situation, but I wouldn’t like to feel that I was always the one who was setting the sexual agenda. I want a man who really is a man. That’s what makes a man sexy.”

Too often, however, there is another side to the sexual personality of “men who are really men.” At best, they can be well-meaning but simply lacking in sexual knowledge, especially about the physical and emotional needs of women. This is the single most common problem of all, and in some ways the most difficult to deal with—because how do you say to your handsome, sexy, and well-intentioned lover that his lovemaking leaves so much to be desired?

You don’t want to hurt his feelings, after all. You may be frightened of breaking up your relationship. Yet if you have to suffer just one more unsatisfying night in which he fails again to give you the pleasure and fulfillment you really need—that deep-down, all-over stimulation, that orgasm that could bring you so close together and release all of that pent-up sexual tension in you—well, you think you’ll probably scream.

But you don’t scream because you have so much to lose if you do. Literally millions of women tolerate unsatisfactory sex lives for years and years because they don’t want to lose their home and their security and the man they still love, and yet they can’t find a way to tell him, “Darling … you’re not particularly good in bed.”

If this is your problem, then I believe this book will show you how you can change your love life forever, without risking your relationship in any way.

The problem for the well-meaning-but-not-very-knowledgeable lover is that there are very few ways in which he can acquire the information he needs (apart from reading books like this). And the worst part of it is that he will never read a book like this, because he isn’t aware that anything’s wrong.

As far as he’s concerned, his occasional exhibitions of staglike rutting are all that any woman could possibly want.

Here’s Shelagh, 31, an attractive brunette from San Diego, California: “I’ve been married to Steve for six years and he’s the best husband that any woman could ask for. He provides for everything, he’s always buying me gifts, and we go out dancing and dining two or three times a month. He’s good-looking, he’s funny, he’s terrific. But he never satisfies me in bed. He’s very animal, for sure. But when he makes love, he’s so fierce and quick that it’s all finished before I’m even in the mood for it. For instance, I was cooking supper for us last week, and he came into the kitchen and he started nuzzling me. I don’t mind that … I liked it. But then, when I was washing the lettuce over the sink, he lifted up my skirt at the back, and pulled my panties halfway down my thighs, and rammed himself into me. He’s very big, and he was very hard, and it was quite exciting. But then he grunted a lot, and came, and that was it—all over. I was standing over the sink with a lettuce in my hand and my panties filled with sperm, and can you imagine what I felt like? I felt like nothing. I felt like this big—” indicating a tiny space between finger and thumb.

This is Katya, 29, a grade-school teacher from Hartford, Connecticut: “John is very loving and attentive, there’s no question about it. But he does believe that men are men and women are women … in other words, I ought to know my place. He makes love to me every Saturday morning before seven o’clock and then he gets up and takes a shower. Every Saturday, same time, like a ritual, like a habit, like something he has to do before he goes to play golf. Like, What do you do, Saturdays, John?’ ‘Well, I have sex with my wife, I understand that wives have to have sex on a regular weekly basis, then I play golf, then I go drink with my friends.’

“I’m quite sure that John genuinely believes that he’s a good lover, and that he gives me all the sexual satisfaction I need. He doesn’t seem to understand that I feel like making love a whole lot more often than once a week, when there’s a window in his diary, and that I’m aching for some spontaneity.”

This is a typical example of a well-intentioned but fundamentally ignorant husband. He loves his wife, there’s no doubt about it. He would probably die for her. But, sexually, he doesn’t understand her at all—neither her physical appetite nor her emotional needs.

I had the opportunity to talk with John about Katya, and here’s what he said: “I adore Katya and we’re very happy together. In fact I would say that we have an exceptional marriage, the kind of marriage that has depth and substance and which is really going to last. Katya is a very understanding and appreciative person—and, yes, I think she’s very sexy. We have sex regularly every week, at least once, sometimes more often. It’s very satisfying sex, yes. I don’t know about spontaneous. What do you mean by spontaneous? You don’t play golf spontaneously, you make time for it, just like you make time for sex … it’s a routine part of any relationship, a very pleasurable routine, for sure, but I think that Katya likes it that way. It’s something that she can look forward to.”

Again and again, women have told me about sexual relationships that aren’t exactly disastrous, but. They’re routine, they’re unexciting, they never take wings, not even once. But these women still love their husbands or lovers, they’re afraid of losing their security, and quite often there are children involved, too, so they’re not at all free to pack their bag and go out looking for that perfect lover. And, who knows, even that perfect lover could turn out, in time to be just as dull in bed as their previous lovers were.

Subsequently, they elect to stay where they are, and live out a life that never brings them the sexual ecstasy which even moderately good lovemaking could bring them, and which they deserve.

Does that sound like you? If it does, read on. Because there is hope. You, too, can have an exciting time in bed, without having to give up everything and search for another partner. Even the worst sexual relationship can be transformed within a very short space of time … provided you’re ready to be wilder than you ever were before.

This is Anne-Marie, a 32-year-old physics graduate from Houston, Texas: “Chet and I had been married for three years before I took stock of myself and realized how discontented I was. Chet’s a very good man, as men go, he never cheated on me, not so far as I know, and although we had a spat from time to time the same way that every couple does, he never once laid a finger on me or swore at me. The plain trouble was that he never satisfied me in bed. He woke up every morning at six o’clock so that he could jog before work, then he worked all day, then he went to the gym almost every evening, and when he didn’t go to the gym he came home and fell asleep in front of the TV.

“We went through weeks and weeks without making love at all. I was beginning to believe that Chet had fallen out of love with me; that he was coasting through our marriage until he could find somebody else. When we did make love, he always did it in total silence, except for a grunt or two, and I never knew whether he liked it or not. He never tried oral sex on me, he never tried anything. I don’t like anal sex very much, I usually find it painful, but I wouldn’t have minded anything so long as he showed me he loved me.

“I was so frustrated that I regularly masturbated, almost every day. At first I didn’t use anything else except my finger, but then I confessed what I was doing to a close girlfriend of mine, Lydia, and she recommended a vibrator. She said that men had to have their natural instincts aroused, now and again, and that what she always did was openly use a vibrator in front of her husband. He couldn’t be jealous—because who could be jealous of a piece of plastic and two batteries?

“As it turned out, I bought a double vibrator, which has twin penises … one really thick one and one thinner one, so that you can masturbate yourself vaginally and anally both at the same time. It was over a week before I first dared to use it, and then I waited until Chet was at the gym. I knelt down in front of my full-length dressing-room mirror, and pulled up my skirt.

“I smothered the vibrator with lubricating jelly, so that it was all shiny and slippery, and then I switched it on. I was very cautious with it to begin with, and I remember that my hand was shaking. I smoothed the head of the big penis all around my public hair and my pussy lips, and I really liked the feeling of that. It was so—I don’t know, buzzy. It made all my nerve ends tingle, and I started to get very juicy and wet.

“I gently pressed the head of it against my clitoris, and then rubbed it slowly up and down, and that was unbelievable. I had never had a sensation like that in my whole life. I always had an orgasm then and there, and the juice was literally dripping out of my pussy and down the side of my thigh. I had never felt so sexually excited in my life. My cheeks were flushed, I was panting, and you would have thought that I had been jogging for about ten miles.

“I was becoming so aroused that I slid my hand inside my blouse and into my bra, and started to twist and tug my nipple.

“I leaned back a little, and placed the head of the large penis right up against my pussy, in between my lips. It was bright pink, but it looked exactly like a real penis, only bigger, with a huge head and bulging veins. It was a pity there was no man attached to it!

“Next I had to take my hand out of my bra, and reach behind me so that I could spread my bottom cheeks. I had never inserted anything into my bottom before, and I was a bit tense about it. But I slipped my finger into my bottom first so that it was really lubricated and slippery, and the thinner penis was so much thinner than a real penis that it slid in easily. I was able to push the vibrator right up inside me, as far as it would go, so that I had two plastic penises buzzing away, both at once, and the sensation was indescribable. As I say, I had never had anything up inside my bottom before, and I had never realized how exciting it could feel. I thought, what have I been missing?

“I stretched open my pussy lips with my fingers so that I could see the vibrator right up inside me, and I could stroke my clitoris, too. I like a strong, slow, downward stroking, that really turns me on. There was a moment when I hardly knew who I was … then I had the most earth-shattering orgasm I’ve ever had in my life. I was kneeling forward with my forehead pressed against the floor, shuddering and shaking and churning that vibrator around and around inside my pussy and my bottom. I wouldn’t let myself stop. I didn’t want to stop.

“That night, when Chet had come back from the gym, and we had eaten supper and everything, I poured Chet a glass of wine and we sat on the couch together. He told me all about this great new equipment they had at the gym, something for developing his stomach muscles—his “six-pack,” he always calls them. I said that I had some great new equipment, too, and I took the vibrator out from under the cushions.

“I didn’t expect him to react the way he did. He was actually very embarrassed, and he went all red. I said, you don’t have to blush, it’s only a piece of plastic, and it’s terrific. He said, do you mean to say you’ve actually tried it? and I said sure, it’s terrific, it really gets me in the mood. I didn’t tell him that it had also given me the best orgasm I’d ever experienced.

“I pulled up my skirt, and it was then that Chet saw that I wasn’t wearing panties. I opened my legs and switched on the vibrator and started to rub the head of it up and down my pussy. He couldn’t believe it. I didn’t know whether he was going to be angry or not, but I didn’t give him the chance. I said, here, you do it, and I took hold of his hand and let him hold the vibrator.

“He was cautious at first, but when I held open my pussy with my fingers, and said, go on, push it inside, there was no stopping him. I said, up my bottom, too, and I put two fingertips in my bottom and stretched it open so that he could slide the thin penis into it. I closed my eyes and said, you can kiss me if you like.

“He leaned over me and kissed me. At the same time he kept on thrusting the vibrator in and out of me, deep and slow, which is something he never used to do with his real cock! He massaged my pussy lips and my clitoris with his fingers, and all around my bottom, too.

“I was building up toward another orgasm, but I didn’t want to have it until Chet was inside me. I reached down and unbuckled his belt, and pulled down his pants a little way. His cock was so hard that it could hardly fit inside his shorts! I reached inside his shorts and took hold of his cock. It felt enormous, and the head of it was so slippery that I thought he might have climaxed already, although he hadn’t. I rubbed it slowly up and down, digging my fingernails into it just a little, and lightly scratching his balls, too. He moaned … I mean, you read about it in stories about people moaning when they make love, but Chet actually moaned.

“I was rubbing his cock up and down in the same rhythm that he was pushing the vibrator in and out of me, so for the first time ever we were making love to the same beat. It didn’t matter that we weren’t having ordinary intercourse. What mattered was that we were both so close, both so excited. We were kissing so furiously that we were almost eating each other alive, and Chet was shoving that vibrator in and out so hard that my bottom began to hurt, but it was a good hurt, it was such a good hurt, and it turned me on even more.

“In the end, I didn’t want him to stop, even though I wanted his cock, too. I said, turn around, and he pulled off his pants and turned around so that he was kneeling over my face.

“He kept on pushing that vibrator in and out of me, but now he could lean forward and lick my clitoris and my pussy and all around my bottom at the same time. I can tell you—what with those two plastic penises buzzing up inside me, and Chet’s tongue licking all around them, I think I understood what seventh heaven was!

“His big stiff cock was bobbing right over my face, so I stuck out my tongue and give it six or seven quick licks. He was so turned on that he was dripping his juice all over my face. I took hold of is cock in my hand, and rubbed it up and down a few times, then I opened my mouth wide and sucked it. That was good for another moan! My whole mouth was filled up with cock, and I ran my tongue around it and around it, and then I took it out and licked him all the way up the shaft of his cock. I was doing things that I had never done before, because I had never been excited enough to do them before. There’s no question about it, when you’re really turned on, you lose all of your inhibitions … all you want to do is give your partner everything you possibly can.

“I licked his balls, I gave him such a thorough licking, and then I licked all the way back down to the head of his cock again. Because of the way he was kneeling over me, with his head between his legs, his cock was ‘upside-down,’ if you understand what I mean, so I could take hold of the head of his cock in both hands like I was holding a plum, and stretch open the hole in it, and stick the tip of my tongue right into his cock hole and lick that juice as it came out.

“When he climaxed, it was amazing. I had stretched his cock hole open as far as it would go, and suddenly this thick warm sperm squirted out, all over my tongue, all over my lips, halfway up my cheek. I could actually feel his cock throbbing as it came out. He squirted again, and again, and my face was smothered in sperm. It was clinging to my eyelashes and running down my chin. I licked and sucked his cock, and at the same time he was still pushing that vibrator in and out of me, but then he took it out of me, and buried his face right between my legs and sucked my pussy, and pushed his finger up my bottom.

“I had an orgasm that hit me like a tidal wave. I was washed away. It was even better than the orgasm that I had had before, with the vibrator. Afterward we both lay on the couch arm in arm, sweating and panting, and we didn’t speak for almost five minutes. What can you say after something like that?

“That evening didn’t turn our whole sex life around in a matter of minutes. But Chet had learned that I was very interested in sex, that I really needed it, and that together we could have the kind of wild sex that you think only exists in porno movies … not that I’ve ever seen a porno movie! I think both of us learned not to be afraid of sex, not to be embarrassed about it. Chet found it exciting, pushing a vibrator up my pussy and my bottom, I found it exciting, so where’s the harm in it? It got us jump-started sexually, and things have been better and better ever since.

“Before this happened, I used to hate the idea of oral sex. Ugh! you know—the thought of a man putting his cock into your mouth, and sucking it, not to mention sperm. But now I think that once you get used to it, it’s one of the greatest ways in the world to turn a man on, especially if he’s tired or stressed, and you don’t have to drink his sperm if you really don’t want to … just squirt it around and he’ll be just as happy.

“I think what we both learned was that sex is nothing to be afraid of. It can’t harm you, no matter what you do. All you have to do is to forget about being afraid and try it.”

You might think from the way she described her experience with Chet that Anne-Marie is a very outspoken woman. In fact, she is very soft-spoken, very reserved, and it took her a long time to find the words to describe in detail how she had found a way to revolutionize her sex life. If you saw her, you certainly wouldn’t think that she was a flag-waver for double-vibrators and oral sex, but what you would think is that you were talking to a happy, well-balanced, well-fulfilled woman who was very much in love with her husband and very much at peace with her own emotions and her own femininity.

Her friend Suzie (who first suggested she use a vibrator) was much more sexually outspoken, but all the same she was perfectly ordinary, smart without being voguish, attractive without being devastatingly beautiful. What she did have was tremendous personal warmth, and an almost palpable sexiness which came not from a stunning appearance or a seductive approach to men, but from a lack of fear about her own desires, and the confidence that she could do anything she wanted, without embarrassment.

Suzie was an insurance broker, twice-married. After the failure of her first marriage because of her husband’s adultery with another (older) woman, she decided that she was going to teach herself how to make love in a way that would not only drive her subsequent husband wild in bed, but which would ensure that she never had to suffer the pain of a second rejection.

She read as many sex manuals as she could, including several of mine, and tried many different kinds of sex toys and erotic clothes. “After the initial shock,” she said, “I began to feel comfortable about sex and about my own sexuality. I began to understand that what had seemed lurid when I first saw it was exciting and liberating. I tried looking at ‘tasteful’ pornography, but that didn’t turn me on. Really exciting sex has nothing to do with taste. It’s all to do with being as dirty as you like, and enjoying it. It’s about fucking and sucking to your heart’s content, and not feeling guilty about it.”

“After all, if you’re doing it with somebody you love, to give them pleasure, how can it possibly be wrong?”

Suzie’s opinions were daring and mature, but these days, more and more women are daring, and they are mature. And, as she said, how can it be wrong?

Her suggestion to Anne-Marie to try using a vibrator to arouse Chet was especially shrewd. If Anne-Marie had tried to arouse Chet’s attention in the traditional way, by flirting with other men, then she ran the risk of alienating him and losing his affections. She was trying to intensify his interest in her sexuality—not make him feel jealous. Jealousy is dangerous and destructive enough without it being whipped up artificially.

As Anne-Marie said, Chet could hardly feel cuckolded by a piece of plastic and a couple of batteries. He might have been miffed that she seemed to prefer a pretend penis to the real thing, but she very quickly encouraged his participation in her self-pleasuring, and handed over control of the vibrator to him, so that he then felt that he was in charge of the situation.

Involving a vibrator in a sexual relationship can be beneficial, especially when the man feels that he is in charge of it. It enables him to penetrate his partner after he has lost his erection (or when he has failed to achieve an erection). It also allows her to penetrate him when she feels like it (although more about that later.)

Of course, it does take nerve. You may find it easier to introduce it to your lover if you wait until it arrives in the mail, and then say, “I heard they were amazing … I thought we could try one.” Then let him open the package and let him immediately take control of it.

Even if the idea of a vibrator isn’t to your liking at all, you can still encourage a similar response from your lover by using nothing more than … your own fingers. But more about that later.

Let’s now turn from the well-meaning but unsatisfying lover to the selfish lover. The really selfish lover, and haven’t we all known them? They make the minimum effort in bed, except when you’re doing something that excites them, and they seem to have forgotten all about romancing and teasing and tickling and licking. When they want a fuck, they have a fuck. Then they go to sleep, or bounce straight out of bed and go to the fridge in search of a sandwich.

Their selfishness isn’t confined to the bedroom, either. They always seem to have something more important to do than kiss you, or pay you a compliment, or touch you and caress you and let you know just how sexy you are. They’re so selfish, in fact, that they’re not even aware that they’re acting so selfish. If they were accused of ignoring you sexually, they would be amazed. They would probably even be insulted. But their behavior is one of the most common causes of sexual and marital unhappiness.

To be totally fair, men are not always at fault for being sexually selfish. When they were growing up, their father may have treated their mother and other women in a selfish manner. They may have had no male role model, and boys who have been brought exclusively in female company often tend to be self-centered and domineering in their sexual relationships.

At school, these men may have been told how to dismantle an automobile engine. They may have learned all about history and math and how to play football. But too many of them are brought up without ever being made aware that they have an obligation to give the women in their lives the very best sexual care and attention of which they are capable—and then some.

These days, however, my patience with sexually selfish men is extremely limited, especially since they cause so much frustration and discontent. So what if they didn’t learn about generous, affectionate hearted lovemaking at their daddy’s knee? In criminal court cases, ignorance of the law is not accepted as a mitigating circumstance—“Nobody told me that it was wrong to hold up 7-Eleven’s, y’r honor!”)—and in today’s outspoken society, where anybody can lay their hands on explicit and wide-ranging information about sex and loving, there is no excuse whatsoever for any man to behave like a sexual Bigfoot.

There is an added problem in sorting out a man’s sexual selfishness, and that is that many women allow their husbands or lovers to behave this way. They’ll complain about them to their friends, but when it actually comes down to taking a stand—well, they won’t, they just won’t, and we can all understand why.

This is Harriet, a 26-year-old junior banking executive from Detroit, Michigan. Harriet is black, well-educated, with a passionate interest in improving the social status of low-income black families. It was while she was pursuing this interest that she met Carlton, now 24, and helped him to find work customizing automobiles. “At first, I thought it was going to be all fireworks between us—a sexual Fourth of July, the whole year round. We met at a social function—a dance that I had helped to arrange for younger people in one of the worst sections of Dearborn. He was out of work at that time, but he seemed very positive, almost arrogant, I’d call it, and he had such a strong belief in himself that it really radiated out of him, like the sun’s rays, almost. He’s tall, he’s very handsome, he dresses tasteful but not sharp. He’s streetwise and fairly knowledgeable, but he’s not well-educated, and I think one of the bones of contention between us is that I’ll say something like, ‘you’re quite a Renaissance man,’ and Carlton will get angry because he doesn’t know whether I’m paying him a compliment or putting him down.

“The first time we made love, though, it was fabulous between us. It was sheer excitement. When he met me at the dance, he asked if we could meet again so that he could tell me more about the area, and what was going down there, and who was who. I met him after work at a restaurant and bar not far away from my bank. He was talkative and funny and sexy and interesting. In two hours with Carlton, I learned more about the social problems in Detroit than I ever learned in two years talking to social workers and cops and all those well-meaning people from city hall. I didn’t only learn what the problems were, but why.

“Anyhow, one thing kind of led to another. We had some fried chicken and a bottle of wine, and then I invited Carlton back to my apartment, so that we could talk some more. As we climbed into the car, he leaned over and kissed me. No ‘may I?’ No nothing. Very non-PC! But all the same, a woman wants a man to behave like a man, doesn’t she, and he sent a tingle right through me. I thought: here’s a man I could really go for.

“We bought another bottle of wine on the way home. We went up to my apartment. Usually I share with two other girls but both of them were away on a study course. We talked for a while and drank some more wine, and then Carlton said to me, ‘I have to tell you, Harriet … there’s no use my pretending. You really set me on fire.’”

“Well, no man had ever said anything like that to me before. And, to tell you the truth, he set me on fire, too. We kissed again and again, and started getting really turned-on. Physically, Carlton was superb. He was fit, he was handsome, he had such muscles! We were sitting on the couch and he was rousing me so much that I was gasping for air, and I knew that he had made me wet between my legs.

“He unbuttoned my blouse, and opened it. I think that really did it for him. I have very big breasts and Carlton was definitely a breast man. He knelt on the floor in front of me, kissed my lips and kissed my neck, like he wanted to eat me or something. He was going at me like a wild beast, and it was exciting and frightening at the same time. But he was expert. He managed to unfasten my bra with just one slide of his thumb, and considering its a 42DD with four hooks-’n-eyes that takes some doing.

“He said, ‘Oh man, you’re beautiful, I’m burning up!’ He held my right breast in both hands, and kissed and licked my nipple until it stood up all stiff. Then he kissed my mouth again, and believe me, Carlton could kiss. Then he did the same with my left breast, tugging my nipple between his teeth until it stood up harder than I ever saw it stand up before.

“He was fierce, but he really loved my breasts. He kissed them and massaged them and pulled at my nipples until I was thinking, please, take me further, I really need you now. I opened his shirt and caressed his back and his hips, and I could feel how hard he was inside of his jeans.

“I unbuckled his belt, and pulled open his fly buttons one by one. He wasn’t wearing any shorts, and what came out of that open fly was a huge, hard naked cock, I mean it was so big I could hardly get my hand around it. I rubbed his cock up and down with one hand, and with my other hand I reached inside his jeans and played with his balls. They were so tight and hard you would have thought they were giant walnuts.

“He stood up in front of me, and stripped off his shirt and climbed out of his jeans, so that he was totally naked. That was something else I hadn’t had before, with any other man. Usually they undress you first, and then undress themselves. Somehow it made Carlton seem kind of vulnerable but sexy at the same time. And he has such a body! His cock was sticking up so hard that it had an upward curve on it, and the head of it was a beautiful dark shiny purple, the same color as an eggplant. The veins in his cock were like the sculpture of a tree. He had no pubic hair at all, his cock was completely bare. He told me afterward that he did bodybuilding and they had to wear those little pouches when they showed off their muscles, so all of them shaved. But right then I thought it was the sexiest thing that I’d ever seen.

“He took hold of his cock and he massaged my breasts, thrusting it into my cleavage and rubbing the head of it around and around my nipples. My nipples were all shiny with cock juice, and I lifted each of my breasts in my hand, one after the other, and licked my own nipples. He said, ‘I can’t believe my eyes!”

“After that, things got really wild. He lifted me onto the floor, and unzipped my skirt, and pulled off my skirt and my pantyhose all in one. There was no stopping him now: he really wanted me and I really wanted him. He climbed on top of me with his cock in his hand, but I said ‘condom … you have to use a condom.’ He said, ‘I just want you … I hate fucking with condoms.’ He tried to push his cock into me, but I held my hand between my legs and I wouldn’t let him.

“He said, ‘What the hell do you think, Harriet? You think I’m HIV? Just because you know what Picasso used to eat for lunch, and all of those fancy words. You think that your education makes you superior to me?’ I said, ‘Of course it doesn’t, but I don’t know whether you’re HIV or not … even you may not know whether you’re HIV or not. Besides that, it makes sense for both of us. Supposing I’m HIV? Suppose I have some kind of infection? More than anything else, we don’t want to have a baby, do we?”

“Well, he went crazy at that. He said, ‘Come on, Harriet,’ and he tried again. He even tried to force my hand away from my cunt but every time he did that I just changed hands. I said, ‘It’s no use, lover, you have to wear protection, otherwise I’m not going to play.’

“Let me tell you something, in case you misunderstand me. I wanted Carlton to make love to me just as much as Carlton did … maybe more so. But unprotected sex with somebody you’ve only just met makes no sense at all. I didn’t work my way up through high school and college and pass all of my exams just to wind up as a single mother on welfare. Or, worse than that, HIV positive.

“Carlton was very angry and sulky. I told him I had some condoms in the bedroom but he said he wasn’t in the mood any longer, and he left. He didn’t like to be defied, that was Carlton’s problem. It wasn’t a class problem and it wasn’t an education problem. It was a personality problem. Carlton had been brought up to believe that women were an underclass, no matter how ritzy and educated they were. Underneath those nice clothes and that nice smile was a man who thought that all women were ‘hoes’ for his own use and convenience, and that if he wanted to make love to a woman without wearing a condom—well then, that was exactly what he was going to do.

“I thought I’d seen the last of him, but he called me the next afternoon and said he was sorry and could he see me again—he wanted to talk. I met him again that evening and he was all goofy and apologetic, he didn’t know what had gotten into him. I set him on fire, et cetera, et cetera, and he really wanted to make love to me. Right then and there he took a pack of Trojans out of his pocket and said, ‘How about you and me getting it on again?’

“Of course what I later discovered was that his regular girlfriend had found out that he was dating somebody new, and that they had argued. The only way he was going to score that evening was by going out with me.

“But at the time, he still charmed me, and I still had the hots for him, I have to admit. We drove back to my apartment and this time we took it a little easier, a little slower. We drank some wine and listened to some music, and then Carlton asked if he could take a shower. I said for sure, and so he did. But while he was still showering, I turned the lights low, and plumped up the cushions. then I took off all my clothes and went to join him in the bathroom. He was was washing his hair when I stepped into the shower with him, and took hold of him from behind, so that my breasts were pressed against his back. I reached up and touched his face and he kissed my fingers. Then I ran my hands down that beautiful hard chest of his, and around his stomach, and he shivered because I had touched a nerve. I kissed his neck, between his shoulder blades. He didn’t have a spare ounce of fat on him at all. Physically, he was the best-looking man I’ve ever known.

“I reached down and took hold of his cock. It was totally hard. I cupped his balls in one hand and slowly rubbed his cock with the other. He tilted his head back and said, ‘That’s heaven … that is heaven.’ I caressed him all around his cock and his balls and they were smooth and hairless and so darn hard. His cock was so stiff it felt like it had a bone in it.

“We climbed out of the shower stall and we didn’t even bother to dry ourselves. We were kissing like crazy and we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I lay down on the living-room rug, and would you believe it? Carlton was going to try it again, without a condom. But I’d laid them out already, and I said, ‘Here … I’ll do it for you.’ I opened the wrapper and took out the condom. I fitted it over the head of his cock, and then sl-o-w-ly rolled it down, rubbing his cock with this downward motion all the time, so that it was pulled on real tight. When I was sure it was all the way down, and properly fitted, I lay back on the floor and held up my arms to him.

“‘You’re the only woman who ever made me do that,’ he said. He didn’t seem to understand that I don’t care for condoms, either … even when you make them a part of your foreplay they interrupt what you’re doing … but what could happen to me if I didn’t wear a condom could be so much worse.

“I wanted him real bad right then, I needed his cock inside me. I opened my legs, and I reached down with my fingers and stretched my cunt wide open. I couldn’t resist looking down and watching while Carlton’s huge black rubber-covered cock slid right inside of me. It was big, maybe nine inches, but it felt like it was three feet long. I could feel it rising up inside me, huge and hard, and my cunt muscles gripped it and twitched and gripped it again.

“He went inside me right up to the balls. I reached down and my cunt was already juicy. I smothered my fingers in juice and squeezed and massaged his balls with it. He kissed me, a really deep kiss, and then he started to fuck me. Actually, to tell the truth, ‘fucking’ is the wrong word. He used me to get his rocks off, more like. I hadn’t had much experience before Carlton, but none of my boyfriends had been quite so violent. He shoved himself in and out of my cunt like a huge black locomotive piston. He was so fast and so hard that I couldn’t even catch my breath.

“I’m not saying it wasn’t exciting. It was. But I felt like Carlton was doing high-speed push-ups and I just happened to be lying in the way.

“He rolled me over so that I was facedown on the floor. He opened up my thighs and pushed himself into my cunt from behind. Then he lifted me up so that I was on my hands and knees, and he was fucking me doggy-fashion. He was going crazy. My breasts were swinging and he grabbed hold of them and squeezed them hard, so hard that he hurt me. He fucked me faster and faster, forcing himself deeper and deeper into me, and pushing me so strongly that my arms gave way and my head was pressed against the floor while he shoved himself into me. I was turned on, yes. I think every woman has some kind of fantasy about a man taking her so violently. But I can remember thinking that he didn’t care about me at all. There I was with my face squashed into a cushion, with my nipples being pinched and pulled, while this man kept pounding and pounding at my cunt as if he had a grudge against it.

“As he came close to his climax, he gripped my hips real tight, and slowed down to this real slow, sexy rhythm. I was just beginning to enjoy myself when I felt his cock shudder. I squeezed my cunt muscles tight, and I actually felt the bulb of the condom fill up inside me.

“I thought, ‘now he’s going to do something for me …’ but did he even think about it. As soon as he’d finished climaxing, he took himself out of me, and pulled off his condom. I turned over and lay on my back and looked up at him. I really expected him to do something for me, go down on me maybe, or rub me with his finger or anything. I felt like I’d been lifted right up to the brink, right up to the very edge, and then left hanging. He knelt astride me, and emptied his condom all over my breasts, and started to massage his sperm into them. It was incredibly sexy to begin with, and I joined in, so that we were both smearing his sperm around my breasts and my nipples. Warm black breasts, warm white sperm, it was such a turn-on, and I love the smell of it.

“But then it began to dry, and Carlton got bored, and he got up and said, ‘Let’s have some more wine, huh?’ and left me lying there.

“Carlton and I stayed together for more than two years. You would think that I was nuts just to see him again, after that, but I had this strong reforming instinct in me, as you know, and I suppose I deluded myself into thinking that I could change him. The trouble was, the nicer I was to him, the more eager I was to please him, the less he cared about me. He made love to me only when he felt like it … he went out with other girls. Every time I tried to assert myself he accused me of shoving my class and my education down his throat.

“Our lovemaking became less and less frequent, and less and less exciting. After a year of it, I began to feel that I was no more sexually important to him than one of those inflatable women.

“The reason I didn’t break up with him sooner, though, was because outside of the bedroom he was funny and friendly and very protective. I liked him. At times I almost loved him … and when he wasn’t there I missed him, I admit. I even missed his wham-bam love-making. But I couldn’t find a way of telling him that I needed so much more, and even if I had, I’m not at all sure how he would have reacted. Badly, I expect.”

Telling the man in your life that his lovemaking leaves a lot to be desired is not easy. Even the most selfish of men is touchy about his virility. But if you’re living with a chronically inconsiderate lover, it is critically important that you do something positive to improve the sexual side of your relationship.

How often do I hear women saying, “I’m afraid to—he’ll go ape if I tell him.” Or, “He doesn’t like to talk about sex … it embarrasses him.” Or, “He doesn’t think that sex is all that important.” Or, “He wouldn’t understand what I’m talking about.”

But the problem is that sexual dissatisfaction has an insidious effect on many other aspects of your relationship. It is a major cause of physical and emotional stress. It can lead to alienation from your partner, and sometimes from your whole lifestyle. It can give you a feeling of lonesomeness, emotional isolation, and can lower your self-esteem. Couples who have unsatisfactory sex lives almost invariably argue more, and there is a direct correlation between the number of times that a couple make love to their feelings of contentment not just about sex but about life in general.

When I say “make love” I don’t necessarily mean full intercourse but any sexual act intended to display mutual affection, even if it’s just a cuddle.

Sex is good for you. Good sex is better for you. Wild sex is positively self-improving. Wilder sex can reward you with more well-being than you thought possible. Don’t you think it’s time you woke up in the morning with a broad grin on your face, because of what you and your partner got up to, the night before?

You don’t have to be afraid to take whatever steps are necessary to improve your love life. In this book, we’re going to be looking at ways in which you can educate your lover in the skills of lovemaking without him feeling that you’re being at all disparaging. Even though you feel that your lover may be failing you, it’s vitally important not to dent his sexual pride—for your sake, as much as his. Even if you have the nerve (which not many women do), all you will ever achieve by telling him that he makes love like Fred Flintstone is resentment and annoyance—and even, possibly, impotence. You can let out a long patronizing “aaaaaahhhh,” if you like, but even the most macho men entertain doubts about their sexual ability and their sexual performance, and while your lover may become angry at you for criticizing his performance, he will go away afterward and dwell on what you’ve just told him, and feel very anxious about it indeed. Anxiety is one of the major causes of impotence: the more he worries, the less capable he becomes. Anxiety = no hard-on = more anxiety = even fewer hard-ons. Result = him humiliated, you even more frustrated. So where’s the sense in that?

You don’t ever have to risk a face-to-face confrontation about your partner’s sexual inadequacies. In fact, you shouldn’t, for your own good, as well as the good of their relationship. I have never known any angry confrontation about sex to be helpful. Because what are you actually going to say, ‘You’re no good in bed? You never give me climaxes? You’re too quick? You’re too slow? You always rub my clitoris too hard? I don’t think I turn you on any longer?’

Sexual arguments by their very nature are deeply hurtful and destructive. So much of our sexual relationships are conducted by touch and by suggestion and by implication that—if and when they go wrong—we have a very limited vocabulary when it comes to arguing about our problems in words. I remember sitting in at one discussion between two arguing lovers of 10 years’ standing, and after 10 minutes the man screamed out, “Every time I climax, you always squeeze my balls so hard that you made my eyes water! What in hell did you think you were doing, milking a cow?”

Immediately, she retaliated, “Well, you keep sticking two fingers up my bottom, and that hurts.”

They continued to tear each other apart until there was nothing left of 10 years of loving but hatred and resentment. And yet there needn’t have been. If you have any difficulty in driving your man that little bit wilder in bed, you don’t need to demolish your relationship, either. Neither should you be tempted to turn your back on it—not until you’re absolutely cross-your-heart sure that there’s nothing left to salvage. Just remember that people are odd creatures, and that both women and men need affection and flattery and tickles where it matters.

To solve any sexual problem, it’s far better to build on what you’ve got, no matter how unsatisfactory it may be, than try to rip your relationship apart like a broken clock, trying to get “to the bottom of it.” Unless you’re a sexologist or a qualified clinical psychiatrist, you can never hope “to get to the bottom of it,” and even if you could, it wouldn’t help your relationship.

So your husband was brought up by a sexually repressed father? So he was seduced by his geography teacher at the age of 14? When it comes to sex, what was makes very little difference. What is is what counts, and what is about to be is even better.

You should ask yourself, ‘My partner is sexually selfish … I want better loving, more considerate sex, more exciting sex, how can I go about getting it?”

Then you should answer yourself, ‘I’ll accept that he’s sexually selfish … I won’t work on him, I’ll work on me. I’ll learn so much about sex that he won’t find it possible to be sexually selfish. I won’t just drive him wild in bed. I’ll drive him even wilder in bed.”

You’re one of today’s women, and you have every right to say Yes! to wilder sex.
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