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Introduction




It is one of our societys great ironies that the subject that inflames our commercial markets like a torch is still approached with hush-hush secrecy in our private lives. Most of us know more about the sexual proclivities of our forty-second president than we do about the sexual attitudes and fantasies of the person with whom we share a bed every night. Sex fascinates us. Scares us. Troubles us. Sex, not baseball, is the real Great American pastime.

And we get so much of our conception of a proper sexual life from the mass media that a part of us must always wonder: Am I normal? Is it sick for me to think that or want this? Am I doing this right?

In this book, our goal is to help people crash through those fears and insecurities by laying it all out on the table for discussion, argument, titillation, intrigue. We use our own lives, our own experiences, and our own friends as fodder to get this sex talk going. The questions can get pretty diceyand the answers even dicierbut we have found that it is truly the thriving, unified, well-communicating couple who can talk frankly about sex. To explore each others feelings on foreplay, performance anxiety, masturbation, pornography, infidelity, and a host of other controversial topics can be scary and thrilling at the same time. But if readers manage to work up the nerve to delve into this stuff with their paramours, we guarantee that their relationshipand especially their sex lifewill advance to a better, healthier place.

Isnt it curious how much uncertainty we still carry around with us about our sex lives? We may move into an easy, comfortable communion with our partners, but how many of us are daring enough to shake things up, to bring home a bag of sex toys or a porno movie, to put on a costume and act out some of our secret sexual fantasies? In the backs of our minds, were always wondering what our partner will think if we change up the program, introduce something drastically new. But that whole world of stimulation will suddenly be accessible if we throw open all those hidden doors for exploration.

Sex educators say it is ignorance and fear of communication that often leads our young people into ill-advised sexual behaviors such as premature, unprotected intercourse. They are afraid and ill-equipped to talk about their fears, their wishes, their limits. So instead of exploring all the ways they could pleasure each other without having sex, they go straight to the one thing they do know how to do: intercourse.

But this fear of talking about sex never really goes away completely, does it? We may become more adept at sliding into those superficial topics that we use to titillate each other, like favorite sexual positions, but most of us arent as comfortable with deeper stuff, such as our openness to a homosexual experience or a desire to have a little pain with our pleasure. We keep that stuff securely under wraps, perhaps never to be unveiled in our lifetimes. Or perhaps some of us unveil it in inappropriate ways with people who arent our partnersand wind up getting ourselves in heaps of trouble.

When it comes to sex, what is normal? How would we even know what normal is when none of us is willing to talk about the thoughts or wishes we fear may be abnormal? As a society we devour any information we can find on the populations sexual habits and mores precisely because each of us is obsessed with answering that question: Am I normal?

We certainly dont pretend that our thoughts or attitudes are representative of normal. That was not our purpose in writing the book. We are simply trying to stimulate and simulate a dialogue on sex that we hope can be replicated in bedrooms across the country. If you disagree with some or all of our answers, thats okay. After all, we dont agree with each other on everything. But we do talk. Hopefully you can do the same with your partners and friends. Ask their opinions on these subjects; offer your own. As we found out while we were writing this, theres fun and fascination in discovering what your partners and friends think about sex. We even found new areas in our sexual relationship that wed like to explore more togetherareas that we had previously kept hidden from each other. That only makes our partnership stronger, more interesting, more stimulating. We hope it has the same impact in your bedroomsand living rooms, and kitchens, and backseats, and patios (and all the other places where sexual exploration has been known to occur).

Happy journeys!








CHAPTER
 1

The First Date: Is It Ever Okay to Do It?




From a Sistah

My fathers rules for his daughters dating: Always meet him there, always secure your own transportation home, and never, ever show up for dinner without enough money to pay for your own entrebecause the last thing you want is to eat a good meal, have him foot the bill, and then invite himself up to your apartment for some payback.




Sex Tip: While inter course and even serious tongue wrestling might be off limits on the first date, there is a surefire way of communicating your feelings in an intimate and memorable way: a big, warm hug. None of us gets enough good hugs during the course of our days. A hug can be quite sexual and arousing, but it is not as forward and presumptuous as kissing and petting.





Payback, of course, being some bonin.

His rules, of course, were never quite passed along to most of the guys I datedwhich, of course, meant that if they didnt know the rules, they damn for sure werent going to obey them. It was no wonder, then, that one way or another theyd find a reason to accompany me back to my apartmentyou know, to make sure you get home safely, theyd say, a look of pure concern invading their pupilsand then, just as quickly, find a reason to come upstairs. There was the I want to walk you all the way to your door one, the Im kinda parchedthink I could come up and get a glass of water? one, the Can I come upstairs and make a phone call? The batteries in the celly ran out, one, and, my personal favorite, the I have to pee one.

Anything to get upstairs.

They seemed to know, instinctively, that if they made it past the first lock on the front door, they were going to get some. And if that could happen on the first date, hell yeah, they were going to take advantage.

Which, of course, we sistahs dont understand, because we know yall definitely know the rule all of us womenwhether we be black, white, American, Russian, straight, bisexual, virgin, or hohave tattooed on the brain from birth: Do not sleep with a guy on the first date, especially if you want to see him again for something other than just sex.

This, for some reason, rarely stops you from trying, though. It is a rare man who wont push some buttonwhether in the predate telephone conversation, the talk over an after-dinner latte, the cab ride home, the doorstep kissthat will get him into the door and will lead to his johnson getting wet.

And were left trying to figure out a way to keep you from getting inor figuring out how were going to save face the next day after we done broke down and given you some on the first date (this, I would like to think, though, is extremely rare). I mean, its not like were not going to see each other again, right? If you like me enough to sleep with me, then you should be willing to waitat least thats what were reasoning when we tell you nicely but succinctly, I really have to get to bedaloneas I have to wake up early tomorrow. Got something to doso, uh, good night.

And if you dont like me, then what the hell are you doing trying to sleep with me in the first place? Surely you cant be that desperate.

Basically, we dont quite get your sense of urgencythe thing in you that overrides all mode of sensibility and decency and leads you to believe that, if you try hard enough, youre going to get some from me, a total stranger. On the first night.

Excuse usbut chances are we probably dont know you from Adam. Why would we want to go there? I mean, you could be an ax murderer, a serial killer who ties women up, rapes them, then leaves them for dead. Or, you could be a serial screwerscrew her, then move on to the next victim, never quite settling down with any one woman, but quick to break hearts.

And if you know that were thinking this wayand we know that you do, because there isnt a man on the planet who hasnt told his sister Fannie, his cousin Tammy, his friend Pammy, or his daughter Annie the same rule that weve been told practically every day of our dating liveswere figuring theres no reason for you guys to be pushing us to have sex with you on the first date (or the second, third, fourth, or fifth for that matter).

Doesnt stop most of yall, though. Why do guys push for sex on the first dateeven though they know weve been told from birth not to give it up until later?


From a Brother

Because weve all been ruined by the little fast-behind girl in eleventh grade or sophomore year of college who shocked us by giving it up before we even figured out how to ask for it. Well call her Keisha. (Ive never so much as kissed any girls named Keisha, so dont get distracted by the name.) Keisha was so eager and she made this whole getting-into-a-girls-pants thing seem so easy that we deluded ourselves into thinking they were all going to be like that. Lo and behold: They werent.

But we keep trying, doggedly sustaining the flame of our prayer that we will one day meet another Keisha. We meet a lovely woman, she responds to us, we ask her out, she accepts, we do the dinner and movies thing, we have a good time, were driving back to her placeand all along, prancing suggestively in the backs of our minds, theres Keisha. Keisha gave it up, right? Maybe this new woman is a founding member of the Keisha school of first-date bonin. So we make enough entreaties, enough of a token effort, to give the new woman a chance to offer up the good stuff. Of course, we dont expect her to. In fact, we would be shocked if she did. We might even start wondering about her morals, or at least her past, if she did give it up so fast. Like in the movie About Last Night, in which Demi Moore has a one-night stand with Rob Lowe and then they try to forge a relationship afterward; wed almost have to forget the first night happened if were going to have the kind of respect for her that wed need to have. But still we try, hoping that the ghost of Keisha inhabits her soul and she gives it up.

You wonder why we try, but you also know what happens to the brothers who lay back and never give it a shot, right? They get consigned to the friend category. In effect, they get punished for being courteous and respectful and so much fun to be aroundthe woman doesnt want to lose their friendship by sleeping with them. Ironically for the guys who find themselves in that situation, they were making themselves into such the good friend so that they could figure out a way to get into the pants. But, as Chris Rock says, they made a wrong turn somewhere and wound up in the friendship zone.

There is one thing about Keisha that we can say with certainty: Well never forget her. She stays with us forever, even after weve forgotten the name of that girl we dated for a few months freshman year or the one we made out with in the bathroom at that wild party senior year. Keisha has found a way into our hearts and heads permanentlywhether she wants to be there or not. Shes like our sexual muse, the inspiration we use when were trying to get up the nerve to make that move or make our intentions known.

When I first started dating as an adult, the flirting and the sexually suggestive comments gave some form to the evening, providing me with a sort of script that I could follow to disguise my cluelessness. I usually knew I wouldnt reap immediate rewards, but I was planting the seed for future sowing. A few times, the future wasnt too far offlike the next date. One time, the future was the next date, on the way home, in the car.

By the way, though you describe our attempts to push for sex on the first date, Im not so sure that thats what were doing in many cases. If theres pushing involved, its to see how far we can go. To see how much of our ever-present horniness can be relieved. If you reveal yourself to be open to some tongue wrestling, were going to take that and see how much more we can get. Will she let me grope her breast outside her shirt? Yes? How about inside the shirt? Yes? Okay, how about inside the bra? Yes to that, too? Well, lets try to take the shirt off then and maybe suck on the breast. Yes to that, too? Well, damn! Maybe I can slip my fingers down inside her panties? Yes? Ohmigoodness! How about pulling the pants off? No! Okay, well, then Ive found her first-date limit. I dont push it any further, I take what Ive already gotten, then maybe I go home and finish off the job myself with the memory of that delectable-tasting breast bobbing in my head. As youre closing the door to send me on my way, you tell your girlfriends or tell yourself that I tried to push you into sex, whereas I walk away thinking that I got to suck your breast. The sex act itself was so far from happening that it hasnt even occurred to me as an actual destination.

Do women ever use guys just for sex, then discard them right afterwardeven if its been one date?

From a Sistah

All of us have had that one guythat one with the conversation of a three-year-old, the sense of a billy goat, the sensitivity of Slobodan Milosevic, the face of Maxwell, and the body of Billy Blanksthat weve just gone on ahead and said, Alright, screw itI might as well bone him. Hes too fine for me not to, and no one will ever know.

Hes the funny bone of the skeleton in our closetthe one that we keep stored away to make us giggle. We know we took advantage of him, and he was too dumb to realize that the joke was on him, because, after all, he got some and moved on, too. We also know that there will likely be no consequences to deal withbecause if it ever got back to anyone we know mutually, we could simply deny it and everyone who inquired would believe that we would never have done something like that because were not inclined to be so stupid, so low, so, sowhorish.

The situation that puts us in this space is almost identical for most women; it starts with us seeing this hottie in his nice suit, on the way to wherever it is that he goes in the morning or at the club standing by the bar with his boys. He is fine. He looks like a matured Kobe Bryant, except his hair is combed and he got a little bit more meat on his bones.

He is, by all accounts, politea gentleman. He has communication skills enough to hold a decent introductory conversation, and, combined with a killer smile and a nice enough request, we are convinced that it is, indeed, okay to up the digits. We actually look forward to the call, and when it comes, were picturing in our mind what he looks like as hes talking to us, if hes dressed or, um, um, um, undressed, sitting up, or lying down. We enthusiastically make plans to meet up with him somewhere, hang up the phone, and fantasize about how cool its going to be to court, screw, then commit to this man.

Then the date comes.

He is a complete ass who makes no bones about showing his ass. He brags about his car, his suit, his titles, his house, his trips to Aspenwhatever material things he could possibly mention. Or worse, he has no car, you saw his one good suit, he lives with his mama, and he aint been bold enough to pay $1.50 to venture beyond his Brooklyn neighborhood because he just loves Brooklyn so much he sees no reason to leave. I remember one of my girlfriends telling me about this one fool who had the nerve to ask her if her hair was real (it was) and then extol the virtues of natural hair, unshaven pits, and African attire over that overpriced designer crap you women always want us men to buy you. Mind you, boyfriend was so worried about wrinkling his Armani that he could barely sit in his chair properly, and Mr. Natural had some kind of drip-drop mess in his hair, looking like a combination of Bill Bellamy, Ginuwine, and the S-Curl man.

She took him home and screwed his brains out.

It was good.

He left.

She never called him again.

Wasnt worth the time, energy, her hair, or all the African attire she would have had to import to her apartment to replace her closetful of fine clothing. Why bother, she figured. This definitely wasnt a love connectionnot even Chuck Woolery could make this one sing. He wasnt her type; she wasnt his. It was obvious they had some serious philosophical differencesand that ol boy was ready, willing, and able to be a complete control freak who would drive her batty, batty, batty.

Thats all to say that not all men are worth the effort, and not all women are that desperate that they would try to turn every single date into a ring and marriage certificate. Some women do believe that its okay to just go on ahead and get their groove on and move on; they just dont indulge in this as much as men do.

Nowhere near as much.


Why? Because most of us have been taught better than thator are just plain scared to do it. Those women will have their dinner paid for, let him foot the cab tab, talk about him like a dog to her girls, and refuse all phone calls from himor simply pray that he loses her number.

If I gave it up on the first date, would I lose you? After all, I could look at it just like you all claim to: Were adults!

From a Brother

No, you wouldnt necessarily lose me if I think that youre someone Id like to get to know a lot better and really enjoyed being around, but you will make it harder for us to get past the monumental conception Im forming in my mind: The reason we get together is to have sex.

Just as Pavlov proved with that dog, our minds are quickly programmed to make connections. When we go out with someone and a few hours later find ourselves deep inside her, that fact is going to make quite an impression on us. Were not likely to forget it. The next time we go out with her, were going to spend much of the evening thinking about it and waiting for it. Even when were not with her were going to be thinking about it and waiting for it. Its going to take a major effort on her part and ours to view our relationship as more than a bone-fest.

What many women who have stumbled into this situation decide to do is slam their legs shut and tell us were not getting any more because they want us to start seeing them as more than sexual objects. Then they force us into those awkward evenings during which were supposed to discover all the other things we have in common and explore how much we really appreciate each other in nonsexual ways. But instead, what were thinking about is how much wed really like to treat her thighs like a juicy drumstick. It doesnt work. The couple of times I have been in this situation, the thought that coursed through my mind again and again in a closed-end loop was this: How can I get the hell out of here?

What needs to happen is that we get an opportunity to find out what kind of person she is without the sex distracting us right off the bat. We need to connect her to other things in our minds besides screwing, like how much we adore the way her eyes twinkle when she laughs or the cleverness of her sense of humor or the tilted but affecting way she looks at the world. Once impressions like these have a chance to form, then the sex will be buttressed by enough substance to keep us coming back even if were not always going to endor beginthe evening together in bed.

I know I have said in the past that men are capable of compartmentalizing sex and the way we feel about a woman, putting them into two separate boxes. But if the sex compartment is nurtured and fed at the start while the other box is neglected, sex is going to loom as a monumental force in that relationship. If you then try to take it away to focus on the other things, youre going to find that there are not a whole lot of other things to focus on.

A lot of males are subconsciously aware of this when they go out on dates. Females might have a hard time believing this, but there are occasions when we find ourselves really vibing with a new woman, when we realize were so attracted to her that we refrain from initiating real sexual contact on the first few dates. Its almost as if this growing relationship is too precious and delicate to risk messing it up right away with the sex thing. We want to let the pressure build up a little bit, to create sexual tension so thick you could eat it with a fork, to make the sexual act a culminating, crowning event for our developing union. I admit that this thinking doesnt come to us often. In fact, it may come only a few times in a lifetime. These are the women who eventually become our wives or longtime partners, the ones who bear our children and carve out sizable acreage in our hearts.

This is not meant to imply that its impossible for a couple to have sex on the first date and build a substantive, long-lasting relationship. There are rare instances when two people vibe on so many different levels that they can effectively cram two months of dating, of relating, of connecting, into four or five hours of intense courtship that climaxes with some climaxes. When I was a senior in high school I met a beautiful girl at the University of Pennsylvania with whom I had one of the most intense connections Ive ever had with someone. We didnt sleep together, but we felt like we knew everything there was to know about each other after less than a day. I wound up attending a different school and never saw her again after that weekend, but I will never forget her. And she taught me a lesson I never forgot: When it comes to matters of the heart, time is relative. Like a flowers bloom captured with time-lapse photography, it is possible for two months to be compressed into two days or even two hours.

We also know that sex is that much more fantastic when theres a base of feeling and intimacy, closeness and affection, undergirding the act. Theres nothing quite so thrilling as the first time with a lovely woman with whom we are falling in love. We can almost hear the fireworks blasting and birds singing and waves crashing, like one of those over-the-top love scenes in a romance novel. Its damn good stuff, something most of us would be willing to make significant sacrifices to experience.

Second, we find that we want to talk and cuddle and hug when the act is over, instead of wondering why we suddenly find our heart cold and empty when faced with the prospect of having to roll over and face you again. Its scary how quickly that warm and lovely face, that entrancing and enthralling body, is transformed into the face and body of an unappealing stranger lying in our bed. Our mind can play dangerous tricks when its working in conjunction with our penises. We can make ourselves believe anything if we are angling for the honey potlike how much affection we have for this woman we just met, how much we have in common, how lovely she looks when she laughs. But only with the passage of timeat least a few weeksdo we find out if our feelings are real or just sweet nothings whispered in our ear by Jimmy (or in most cases, shouted in our ears, since Jimmy probably cant reach far enough to be whispering).








CHAPTER
 2

The First Time: Getting to the Home Run




From a Sistah

Sometimes we think it would be easier to steal the presidents car and rob Fort Knox than to be so bold as to let a guy know that wed like to have sex with him.




Sex Tip: Overwhelm your partner with compliments. If theres one thing that alleviates nervousness and inspires us to scale even greater heights of passion. Its knowing that our partner already thinks highly of the way we look, the way we kiss, the way we lick, the way we perform oral sex, the way we touch, the way we move, the way we are. It works every time.





I mean, sure, we throw out the signsinvite him over to the house for dinner, invite ourselves over to his house for a game of Scrabble, wear something really, really provocative to a place where were both going to be alonebut wed never come right out and actually say, Lets have sex.

Because you know what would happen if we told some man that we wanted to bone him: Just get us a pair of those screw-me stilettos, a leather micromini, and a nice cozy spot over there on the corner of Thirty-third and Eleventh, because we get the impression that you all would think were nothing more than hos. Just sign us up for part two of HBOs Pimps Up, Hoes Down.

See, were under the impressionshoot, have been taught all our livesthat you all need to make the first move, that that makes you feel like a man. And any threat to that need for you to feel like a man will not bode well for the person who issued the threatnot even some chick who served up her booty to you on a platter.

Im not saying that you wouldnt partake of the platter, of course. Surely, if were offering, youre not going to hesitate to eat and be merry. But tomorrow, if we just wanted to have lunch with you and continue to get to know you better and, perhaps, fall in love with you and have you fall in love with us, would we be able to?

I dont think so.

What would happen is we would put ourselves into the bone-buddy category. At least thats the way it seems to always go down.

Happened to me once. (God, I cant believe Im about to write this, because I dont need to give my husband any more fodder with which to torture me. Hes good at that. Ill have to keep it nonspecific and spare so as not to have to hear it for the rest of my life.) Anyway, there was this really handsome guy that Id seen around, and, for once, I was bold enough to ask one of my friends, who happened to know cutie pie, who he was. My friends eyes lit up; it was her chance to make a love connection. Before I could grab her fast ass, she was out the door, snatching him up by the arm and leading him into the room where I was chillin out. The introduction went over nicely; he seemed just as interested in me as I was in him. We found out we had a few things in common, including the neighborhood in which we lived. Before he could get the name of his street out of his mouth, I was calling him neighbor and inviting him over to my apartment for dinner. You know, the neighborly thing to do.

He readily accepted.

Slow down; I didnt ask him to sleep with me that first night. But I did within the first month that we were getting to know each other. Id invited him over to my place again and cooked for him again and we were sitting in the living room just having great conversation and looking into each others eyes and lightly touching each otherpretending that it was happening by accident. And it just slipped out of my mouth. I want you to make love to me.

Needless to say, boyfriend didnt hesistate to get busy.

I told him what I wanted because it was exactly that: what I wanted. It didnt appear that he was going to make the first moveand I wasnt quite sure why. I didnt know if he wasnt sexually attracted, although all signs indicated that he was. I didnt know if he was just shy, although all signs indicated that he wasnt. I didnt know if he wasnt interested in me that way, although all signs indicated that there was a physical connection. Either that, or he couldnt get enough of my home cooking. But I was figuring that, after a month, he was coming around for more than just a plate of my famous chicken parmigiana. He just wasnt pressing it.

I wanted him to. And I didnt want to wait any longer. I liked him. I wasnt sure if I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him, but he was good company and would certainly make a good boyfriend, and it was simply easier for me to tell him I wanted to have sex with him than sit around waiting for him to make the move.

So I did it. And we did it.

And about five months later, he was gone. Didnt have any reason to leave, just told me he needed his space.

And I just knew that I was to blame, that Id moved too fastId messed up by rushing it.

Perhaps Im wrong; I never bothered asking him. Just licked my wounds and moved on. But I never made the first move againnot like that. Now maybe this guy was an exception, or maybe I was reading him wrong. Perhaps something happened that had nothing to do with my being the aggressor. I have no intention of asking him, though. So maybe you can help me out: How would you feel if I was the one to initiate our first time together?

From a Brother

You do realize this is every mans fantasy, right? That some beautiful woman will one day walk up to him and drag him into her bed because she was so taken with his looks and sensuality that she just couldnt help herself. Its the kind of stuff that our best friend, the one who used to imagine himself as the playa president, always used to claim happened to him, but we never believed him because it never happened to us. So if you initiated our first time together, you would forever be our heroine; youd make us feel like the coolest, smoothest, sexiest brother on the planet. We would like that very much.

We feel like we go through most of our days looking for the sign. In our earliest years, the sign is an indication from that cute girl with the adorable plaits that she doesnt really hate us as much as all the other girls pretend to hate the entirety of our gender. So we study her hard, watching for a twinkle in her eye and the telling smile before she throws us the big grimace and sticks out her tongue for the benefit of her girls, who are busy ensuring that their ranks stay closed and none of them ever does or says anything nice to augh!boy. We boys have our own appearances to keep upwere not supposed to like the females very much eitherbut its kinda understood that were going to be selling out all over the place on the down-low.

In high school and college, the sign is that unmistakable body language we get from youthe way you seem to often be in close proximity to us when were not expecting it, the quick little smile you throw us when we happen to look in your direction, the loud whole-body laughs we get from you when we say something remotely humorous. If you happen to drive by a high school, stop for a minute and watch how much physical contact teenage boys and girls manage to initiate, seemingly unconsciously but actually quite calculatedly. Girls will smack boys on the arm or shoulder, boys will get girls in headlocks or some other intimately violent position. Often they will appear to be fighting or wrestling, but really what theyre doing is touching. Sexual touching is too frightening and taboo, so they get their kicks by disguising it with rough-house play. Thats an obvious form of the sign.

When were all grown-up, were still on the hunt for the sign. They get more obvious nownone of us has the time or energy to be messing around with headlocks. Were at the club or the bar or the restaurant or the workplace or the grocery store or the car wash, and were looking for prolonged eye contact, a smile, and receptiveness to conversation, in that order. Those three things tell us plenty, but we usually need all three to get up the nerve to make our movethe first two without the third usually isnt enough cause this thing has no future if youre not going to let me talk to you. The receptiveness to conversation usually lets us know that youre availableas opposed to a married or attached woman with a wandering eye but who isnt interested in cheating.

If you are receptive to conversation, we smoothly entrance you with our wit and polish, and if we actually decide to go out on a date, the next sign is the real big one: When are you ready to do it? We become experienced over the years at watching for that onehmmm, shes inviting me over for dinner at her place; she must be ready to bone. Hmmm, she keeps saying she wants to watch a movie on my extra-large forty-five-inch TV screen; she must be ready to give me some. Hmmm, shes asking me to give her a massage and shes spreading her body over the bed to receive it; oh yeah, she wants me right now. These are the kind of calculations were making, the signals were waiting for, the reactions were gauging. Thats the way it usually works; thats as far as the woman will usually go to help us out. However, if were in our car on the way to your apartment and you lean over to say, I want you to take me upstairs and make love to me, effectively
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