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To Angela
You were right—a shot of oil does stop the squeak.
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Preface

You’re writing a book about what?”
“Um, well, maintenance sex,” we sheepishly repeat to friends over a casual dinner.
We continue to speak, to elaborate on the book’s credibility and relevance in modern relationships, but the faces across the table stare at us in mute amusement as the words maintenance sex hang in the air. One of our friends swirls the wine in her glass, then interrupts us with a laugh.
“Remember Brad?” she asks everyone. “He was at me six or seven nights a week.” She shakes her head. “He was definitely oversexed.”
“You should be flattered,” counters a male friend. “What’s wrong with six or seven times a week? That’s normal for some guys. He wasn’t oversexed, he was just healthy.”
“You only need to exercise three times a week for health,” says another woman. “The same should go for sex. Maybe less, even. Quality is more important than quantity.”
The men around the table vocalize a loud collective groan of “Not necessarily.”
Meanwhile, we struggle to bring the focus back to the book’s philosophy. Maintenance sex is an important issue, we say; it’s not a joke. But it’s no use. The floodgates have opened, and the opinions and punch lines are pouring out. A conversation formerly filled with intelligent discourse on sexuality and the differences between men and women is now riddled with sarcasm, laughter, and a steady stream of horridly too-personal anecdotes regarding the too-lustful libidos of partners both past and present.
We learn, for example, that when oversexed Brad wanted tending, he would spray copious amounts of cheap cologne “down there” in the hope of tempting his girlfriend to go south. Sadly for him, this resulted in more skin rashes than sexual attention. Donovan lowers the standard of conversation more by revealing his secret maintenance regimen: he waits until his withholding wife is asleep, then slips in a porno and uses her body for friction, staring at the screen until he’s finished or she wakes. “Whichever comes first,” he says with a smirk. His wife looks at him. “Thanks for not making me get up,” she drones.
Maintenance sex has a bad reputation, undeserved, in our opinion. And when it isn’t being openly ridiculed, it’s being otherwise slandered as the bane of a woman’s sexual existence. Unfortunately, there is a stereotypical image of maintenance sex that, despite the jokes, is both sexless and joyless.
What do you picture when you think of maintenance sex? An exhausted woman lying dutifully under her man in the missionary position? Perhaps she reaches out her arms to mundanely read a book or nonchalantly answer a ringing telephone while, with great boredom and heavy sighs, she endures his two minutes of grunts and thrusts. Maybe she throws in an around-the-world eye roll for effect as he announces the approach of his moment of glory.
How romantic.
Well, actually, it can be romantic…if you let it be. It all depends on your attitude and your relationship with your partner. If both are positive, there’s no reason an occasional nuts-and-bolts sex session—even an inequitable one—can’t be part of a deeply loving and mutually satisfying sex life. In fact, maintenance sex saved our marriage.
Anyone who says having children doesn’t kill the romance either doesn’t have kids or doesn’t have kids. Try thinking sexy thoughts when your ten-month-old is passing gas in his crib like an overstuffed piglet. Try summoning enough energy to climb on top of your partner at two o’clock in the morning after your three-year-old has marched you into the bathroom for his twelfth “I thought I had to go” session of the night. Try getting in the mood when your five-year-old has even the faintest trace of a fever. And that’s excluding the much-feared late-night unexpected and interruptus calls of “Mom, Dad, what are you laughing about in there?” followed by a frantic search for your bathrobes as you hear the pitter-patter of little feet coming down the hall at speeds you never dreamed a size-three, frog-slippered foot could travel.
All parents experience this child-induced celibacy to some degree. Increase the number of kids, and the degree creeps upward as well. We have only one child, so you’d assume we’re hanging on somewhere just above room temperature, and today that’s probably true. But it didn’t start out that way.
We were married less than a year when Debra became pregnant. It was a normal pregnancy, healthy and sex-filled, until one afternoon at seven months when everything changed. Debra’s blood pressure skyrocketed to stroke levels, and she was confined to a hospital bed with preeclampsia—without warning, preparation, or negotiation. Without even being able to head back to the office to tie up loose ends or explain the circumstances to the boss or angry clients. Suddenly, it was bed rest twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. As it turned out, we didn’t even make it a week.
Only three days later, at three o’clock in the morning, the fetal heart monitor showed the baby was in distress, which, incidentally, is a more genteel way of saying it was dying. Less than an hour later, Debra lay postoperatively in the recovery room while Don stared at his two-pound son, his bony limbs splayed apart and his red, tissue-thin translucent skin pulled tight over his tiny chest. At least he stared at what he could see of him, for with the tubes and cords wrapped around him he looked more like an insect clinging to life in a spiderweb than a child lying in an incubator.
Our son spent two months in the neonatal intensive-care unit. Because we lived in a city two hours away, Debra had to stay in the hospital with our son while Don went back home to work. Don visited on the weekends and often during the week, making the trek back home at one or two o’clock in the morning to be back in the office by six. Debra spent her days and nights at our son’s side, cringing every three hours at the Darth Vader–like suction sounds of the breast pump, and dreading the constant bing-bings of the baby’s monitor as it announced even the smallest, most benign change in his heart rate or breathing.
We made it through those months and prevailed. More important, so did our beautiful little boy. But as you can imagine, our relationship took a backseat to everything from baby medications to money worries. Sex was a vague memory.
It was the end of a frozen November when we were finally able to bring our son home from the hospital, right in the middle of a particularly nasty winter during which time every cold and flu virus known to mankind seemed to be thriving. For the next few months, we lived in a state of perpetual fear, for we had been warned by our son’s neonatologists and pediatricians that contact with the common cold could lead to pneumonia in his delicate lungs.
Both mom and baby were under medical house arrest—for six months, Debra was unable to take our son to any public place. And her prepregnancy plan to put the baby in day care so she could continue to pursue her career as a lawyer? That disappeared faster than a paycheck in the baby aisle. The risk of pneumonia made day care out of the question, and Debra lost her job. Within the space of several weeks, she had gone from being a professional woman with a day-timer to a stay-at-home mom with daytime television.
But back to the sex.
You’d think that after having suffered through two months of forced abstinence we’d be back at it the first night we were in the privacy of our own bed. Not so. Not the second, third, or fourth nights, either. When Don came home after work, Debra didn’t greet him at the door with a kiss; she ordered him to the sink and hovered as he scrubbed his hands, elbows to fingertips, while simultaneously assuring her that nobody at the office had sneezed all day. He was no longer her husband but a potential germ vector.
Fear that your five-pound baby is going to get pneumonia is an antiaphrodisiac. We weren’t husband and wife that first month home, and we certainly weren’t lovers. We were just two people trying to keep a third person whom we hardly knew alive. Almost immediately, we fell into a sexless pattern of hand washing and worry.
It wasn’t until a month after the baby was home, some three months since we’d been intimate, that something shifted. Debra recalls watching a daytime television show about unfaithful husbands and how important sex is to a man and a marriage. As if by design, Don brought flowers home and arranged for Grandma to babysit so we could have a heart-to-heart about how we hadn’t been intimate in months, how he was feeling forgotten, and how we were losing “us.” Debra didn’t wait for another sign. Armed with her disinfectant wipes and hand sanitizer, she once again ventured into the populated world outside her front door, in the direction of the nearest lingerie shop.
Debra admits that our first few nights of sexual intimacy after that period of sexlessness were less than satisfying for her (although Don has quite fond memories of them). It wasn’t for another week that she began to feel those old tingles resurface and the cravings begin to return. It was as though the maintenance sex was an appetizer that had whetted her sexual hunger, and soon we were enjoying fine dining like never before.
We also found that our physical closeness was a catalyst to reestablishing our emotional closeness as husband and wife. For us, maintenance sex was a way to connect physically and emotionally during a time we felt particularly disconnected. In the midst of our distractions and distance, maintenance sex was a lifeline that revived our intimacy as a couple. Of course, it’s possible that we would have found a nonsexual way to reconnect, particularly since we’d always had excellent communication, but that’s not how it happened.
Maintenance sex can play an important part in any long-term loving relationship. Perhaps you and your partner have just brought your first child home and you’re feeling overwhelmed and overworked. Maybe you’re going through a stressful period at work, or maybe things have simply cooled off over time. Or maybe things are as hot and heavy as ever, and you’re just practicing a little preventative care. It is remarkable how many of us share the same experiences and emotions, and perhaps you’ll get a sense of this solidarity by reading some of the couples’ stories in this book.
Regardless of your situation, we hope you’ll come to think of maintenance sex as we do: as a legitimate and romantic aspect of a committed relationship. We also hope that you will find enough ideas, information, and advice in this book to help you explore new aspects of your sexuality as a couple and to enjoy each other’s sexual company in undiscovered ways. A good sex life is fundamental to a loving partnership, and great maintenance sex is a splendid and sustaining show of love.
[image: image]


Introduction

Even the most mechanically disinclined woman knows that a car requires regular attention if it is to remain reliable. It needs to have its tires rotated, its radiator flushed, its brakes checked, and its oil changed. Ordinarily, a woman recognizes the importance of this full-body, full-engine attention and is happy to set aside the time and effort to take her vehicle to a full-service garage. She loves the smooth ride she gets as a result, and she and her car can continue their love affair, dodging bumps in the road and exceeding posted speed limits with blissful impunity. Unlike other motorists, she never has to worry about being stranded on the side of the road, hood up, engine steaming, pride and hope fading.
But what about those occasions when a woman is too busy, too tired, or simply too broke to indulge her beloved vehicle in the full-service treatment? What is a woman to do when the sticker on the corner of her car’s windshield warns that the oil needed to be changed a thousand miles before, but she doesn’t have the time to pamper all of her car’s mechanical parts for a full day at a luxury German car spa? Well, she does what all smart, busy women do. She takes it to the corner drive-thru lube station and spends ten minutes in the driver’s seat with her tall latte and a courtesy copy of The Times while the techies perform a quickie on the oil filter.
Your man is not so different from a machine. He too needs full servicing on a regular basis: he needs his motor revved and cooled with care, his gears greased, and his timing belt changed. Fortunately for you, he doesn’t require this level of care every day. Sometimes all he needs is a top-off of gasoline, a quick wipe with a clean cloth, and a slap on his hood to send him on his way. Lube Jobs is for those times, times you want to keep his engine running smoothly with drive-thru speed and efficiency. It’s for those times he wants sex, but you want sleep.
Even in the healthiest and happiest of relationships, many women find that their partners crave sex more often than they do. The lube jobs in this book are a great way to provide regular maintenance sex. They keep your man satisfied during those times you’d prefer to pass on the passion while at the same time sustaining your sexual connection as a couple.
When it comes to performing maintenance, attitude is everything. It must never be considered a chore: your partner will catch those vibes and will feel self-conscious, guilty, and eventually resentful. Instead of dismissing maintenance sex as an obligation, embrace it as an opportunity to show your man how deeply you care for him and how important his pleasure is to you. By satisfying his carnal needs and desires even when you’re busy or not in the mood, you show him that his sexual contentment is a priority for you.
Lube Jobs supplies a woman with a spicy menu of imaginative maintenance sex options she can have at her fingertips when she’s running low on creative energy. Using spontaneity and variety as main ingredients, each lube job offers a fresh way to satisfy a man’s sexual appetite without serving him a dish of bland bedroom predictability. Some are no-nonsense, no-frills maintenance quickies with no props or prep time whatsoever, whereas others are more elaborate, requiring more time and effort.
Lube jobs also boast full-spectrum content, including seductive scenarios, naughty sexual techniques for hand and oral stimulation, and tips on the use of sexual aids and toys. Some may use visual sexual imagery, while others offer written erotica. One may rely on a sexual frenzy of different positions, while the next may suggest the serenity of sensual massage and hot-stone therapy. A number may take place in the bedroom, but the closet, car, and office aren’t off-limits. Several lube jobs can even be incorporated into your daily routine—from the shower to the supper table—so that you can get the job done without veering off schedule.
Cutout maintenance sex coupons have also been included. Place them in your man’s keeping, and let him redeem them at his pleasure. With each new chapter, you can expect a unique, exciting, and practical way to maintain your man.
While it is true that maintenance sex is blatant body servicing and your man is the one having all the work done, there’s no reason you can’t have fun while on duty. Lube jobs work best when performed with enthusiasm and a good sense of humor. Rather than lying dutifully in the missionary position and staring at the clock, dive into the moment. Challenge yourself to pleasure your partner in new ways and places. Even if your efforts don’t always arouse you sexually, they will likely arouse feelings of tenderness and affection that will strengthen your relationship.
The methodology of maintenance is simple: the job should be performed when you’re feeling alert, in a way that’s convenient, and it should entail a great deal of diversity. Fatigue, distraction, and routine are three reasons women view maintenance sex as a chore. Too often, a woman climbs into bed at midnight, drained from her day and wanting nothing more than to succumb to sleep, only to find that her partner is reaching for her even as her heavy eyelids close. Or she’s finally found the time to tackle a nagging project, and he swaggers into the room like a domestic Don Juan, hoping for some action. It is understandable then, maybe even inevitable, that sex becomes one more thing on her seemingly endless “to do” list.
Happily, the solution is an easy one. By planning a playful sexual encounter in advance—when you have the time and the energy—you can treat your man to a fantastic release and avoid the dreaded “get it over with” mentality that can weaken a couple’s love life and build damaging resentment. Why let your man suffer through his days, feeling sluggish and neglected? By setting aside even a few short minutes (longer if you like) for his needs and treating him to one of these ready-made lube jobs, you can send him off, feeling rejuvenated and adored. And you can be sure he’ll be even more eager to please when you’re the one feeling frisky.
It is important to recognize that Lube Jobs is intended for devoted couples in strong relationships who already enjoy a mutually fulfilling love life. It is for the sexually healthy woman who is at times uninterested in or unable to have sex when her partner is nevertheless keen. Perhaps she’s endured a particularly grueling day with the kids, perhaps it’s her time of the month, or perhaps she’d simply rather finish that nagging report she brought home from the office before watching a half hour of mindless television to relax. Or perhaps, as was with us, an appetizer is needed to whet the sexual hunger after a lapse in sexual activity.
All couples experience sexual ups and downs during various times of their life together. Such phases are completely natural, and a lube job may sometimes be enough to jump-start a stalled engine or at least to keep it idling during a difficult stretch. Lube Jobs is not the book for couples in relationship distress, nor is it intended for women who have prolonged apathy toward sex, who suffer from sexual dysfunction, or who are experiencing serious problems in their personal lives.
We’d also like to say that we are in no way suggesting that maintenance sex replace the joy and bonding that come from mutually fulfilling or long-session lovemaking; however, lube jobs are a terrific way to keep the embers smoldering when the fire can’t burn all night. The occasional short but intense sex session, even a one-sided one, can be a powerful part of a couple’s love life. The thrill and anticipation of your next encounter—of when or where it will happen and what you will do—will keep your partner guessing and grateful.
an invigorating spark to your sex life, while bringing a stronger, deeper dimension to your relationship. You’ll be amazed how much smoother your love life will run after just a few quick twists of the wrench. It doesn’t take much to keep that engine purring, and the ride is worth the effort.
[image: image]


Part One
Manual Stimulation



Lube Job #1
Spot-Free Rinse

Close your eyes for a moment and visualize your typical day.
The alarm sounds. You heave yourself out of bed, shower, drive the kids to school, and battle the rush-hour traffic to get to the office on time. You work, have lunch, work some more, pick the kids up, and drive back home, again racing against a city of road-raging, rush-hour drivers who are all fighting the clock as desperately as you are. You cook supper, clean up, pay some bills online, watch a half hour of television, set the alarm, and hit the pillow, and in less than a minute you’re flat out, only to be awakened too soon by the six o’clock alarm.
Notice something missing?
Where’s your partner?
Presumably he’s running somewhere alongside you in this rat race, but the chances are good that when you visualize a typical day, the time spent with him doesn’t take up much of the picture. Perhaps you overlooked him somewhere between clearing the supper dishes and paying the bills. Or maybe he slipped your mind because he’s downstairs fixing the washing machine while you’re upstairs putting the kids to bed. Why is it that the most precious and beloved part of our lives seems to blend into the background of our day’s routine, almost as though it doesn’t exist at all?
Well, the answer is as simple as it is sad: The daily grind has a way of annihilating any scraps of spare or meaningful time we might inadvertently stumble across from sunup to sundown. And as it does, it silently chips away at the couple time that every relationship needs to maintain intimacy. Too often, that leaking dishwasher takes precedence over couple time (sometimes even when the relationship is in as poor condition as the appliance!). That’s why every now and then, we need to push a towel under the dishwasher and let it leak at will, as we take our partner by the hand and show him he’s more important than a small puddle on the kitchen floor.
Fortunately, when it comes to couple time, quality is more important than quantity. That small but mighty realization was something that Angela, a twenty-eight-year-old wife and mother of two small children, says has made all the difference in her marriage: “I used to think we needed a vacation, a physical break from our daily routine, to reconnect and get the spark back,” says Angela. “But now I know it’s the everyday little moments that count more than the yearly couple’s getaway, especially since the yearly getaway tends to skip a few years once you have kids.”
“It’s important for a couple to incorporate their own special, intimate routine into their larger daily routine,” advises Colin, Angela’s husband of seven years. “It shouldn’t just be about who’s going to take the trash out or who’s going to mow the lawn. It has to be about the two of you experiencing life together, not just dividing up the labor. If you can get into that mind-set, you’ve got it made.”
Angela and Colin, though happily married, admit that for years they suffered from the curse of modern couplehood—that passion slayer—called the roommate rut. Perhaps it’s inevitable that every couple dips into that sexless ditch every now and then. Considering the countless mundane demands we all must deal with every day, it’s no wonder that we often find ourselves reaching for a ringing telephone more often than for our partner.
“I’d go days without even looking into Colin’s eyes,” says Angela. “It’s not that I didn’t love him—I’ve always felt very deep love for him—but sometimes I got so caught up in all the things I had to do, that I just looked right past him. He’d be leaning against the counter with his arms out to hug me, and I’d walk right past him to phone my son’s coach and find out what time the game was scheduled for next Saturday.”
“There was zero spontaneity,” Colin adds. “If I wanted sex, I knew the routine, and I knew I wouldn’t get it unless everything was done: the kids had to be sleeping, the coffeemaker had to be programmed, lunches had to be in the fridge for the next day, the cat had to be out, the laundry hamper had to be empty, and Angela’s clothes had to be laid out for morning, and then she had to brush and floss her teeth and wash her face. If that routine was completed, in order, I stood a remote chance of getting lucky. It didn’t happen nearly as much as I wanted it to.”

No time for couple time? Go through your daily duties to see which chores might be more enjoyable with company. Share a longer sit-down breakfast, work out together, walk the dog hand in hand, or wash the supper dishes side by side.


“We really were like roommates for a while,” says Angela. “When Colin would come home after work, I’d hand him a bag of garbage instead of greeting him with a kiss. He was just a helping hand, not a husband.”
The turning point came one night when the almighty routine was unexpectedly broken. As she stood in the bedroom folding laundry, her teeth still unflossed and her face still unwashed, Angela heard the strangest, most unusual sound: running water. Colin was in the shower, but it was late evening, and his routine was to shower in the morning. It made no sense. Angela went to investigate.
“I slid the shower door open and my jaw dropped,” says Angela. “Colin’s back was to me and he was leaning against the wall with one hand. The other hand was occupied…he was masturbating. It was the first time I’d ever caught him doing it, and I was really shocked.”
“I was mortified,” admits Colin. “Totally humiliated. Then that feeling gave way to intense anger. I slammed the shower door closed and yelled at her to mind her own fucking business. I don’t even know what that meant; I just know I was embarrassed and frustrated, and furious. That was the first and only time I’ve ever spoken to Angela like that. It was completely out of character for me, but I felt like I was at the end of my rope.”
Stunned by her husband’s angry outburst, Angela stood outside the shower and stared at the closed door. She felt her own anger flare in response to his words, and she knew the situation could easily spiral into a major battle if she reacted in kind. She struggled to keep her cool as she quickly analyzed the situation. Her husband, whom she knew she had been neglecting for weeks, had been reduced to a covert masturbation session in the shower.
She pictured the unfolded clothes in the laundry hamper. She thought about her imperfect oral hygiene. She visualized Colin sneaking off to gratify himself while she, oblivious and preoccupied, folded socks in the next room. She decided to do something drastic, something big, something so far out of character that she was almost unrecognizable to herself. Without giving herself time to change her mind, Angela quickly took off her clothes and left them in a heap on the floor as she stepped into the shower.
“I literally could not believe my eyes when Angela got in the shower,” says Colin. “I remember her exact words. She said, ‘Never send a man to do a woman’s job.’ She pressed up against me and proceeded to give me the best hand job I’d ever had. I went from red-faced anger to pure joy in seconds flat. It was like all my stored-up frustration just went down the drain with the water.”
“That was a real eye-opener for me,” says Angela. “Seeing Colin like that. I felt like the worst wife in the world, and my heart just broke for him. In that moment I realized how much I’d been neglecting him. I remember just forcing myself to get into the shower, to forget about the things I hadn’t done yet, and to do the most important thing of all, which was to be available when my best friend needed me.”
Showering together has now become part of Angela and Colin’s daily routine. Every morning, they grab their towels and head into their private suite—which they had renovated to include a large walk-in shower stall—and lock the door behind them, leaving the kids to pour their own breakfast cereal. It’s their quality couple time, and they have it every single morning, before they have their coffee.

When you finally find that precious but elusive couple time, don’t waste it talking about work, the kids, or (egad!) the bills. Keep the conversation focused on you as a couple, such as how you met, your favorite vacation, and your dreams for the future.


“Sometimes we fool around, sometimes we’re all business. Either way, it’s our special time together. And quite often it’s the only time we have all day to enjoy each other’s bodies and closeness,” explains Colin. “It’s important. It reminds me that Angela is a sexy woman, and I want her more than I ever did. And it keeps us feeling close, so she’s interested in sex more than she ever was. Once you stop being physically close, you don’t see the other person as a lover, and you start drifting apart emotionally.”
“And that’s the beginning of the end,” warns Angela.
Angela and Colin, though burdened with the same daily demands as many other couples, realized that they did not need a physical break from their routine to reestablish their loving connection. Ultimately, they found their way out of the roommate rut by working with their routine instead of working against it. Since they both had to shower in the morning, not only did they reduce the early morning stress of fighting for the bathroom, but they also found a way to transform this ho-hum function into a fun, intimate activity that each day served to reaffirm their emotional and physical connection before they headed off in their separate directions.
When it comes to maintenance sex, this couple’s shower solution holds particular potential: it’s fast, it’s fun, and it’s effective. And there’s no clean-up! The shower can be a very sexy spot to share some quality couple time. The sight of soapy water running over his woman’s bare breasts and between her legs can work a man’s libido into a rich lather, while the nakedness, warmth, humidity, and calming atmosphere make it a space that’s charged with sensuality.
For best effect, lower the lights. You can either light the room with candles or install a dimmer switch for those wet erotic encounters. For better or worse, many women find that they are most at ease with their bodies when the lighting is soft. And since you’ll really be working those feminine curves of yours in this lube job, you want to be as confident as possible in your own soapy skin.
In the shower, be sure you have soap, a thick washcloth, a loofah, and some hair conditioner. There are some mint body/shower gels that leave a delightful tingling effect on the skin, and if you can find one of those, so much the better. This lube job is highly sensual and the more textures and sensations you and your partner can play with, the more you’ll both enjoy the experience.

A shared shower facilitates total body-contact, something that many women need in order to feel intimate and become aroused.










OEBPS/Images/page18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/page24.jpg





OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
A Wemaw's Guide'te Gredt

DON AND
DEBRA MACLEOD

HIGH-PERFORMANCE QUICKIES TO JUMP-START A STALLED SEX LIFE





