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      This book is dedicated to


      My Husband.


      It takes one hell of a man to tame a vixen
 and one hell of a vixen to let him.
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      Preface


      Who Died and Made You an Expert?
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      Before there was The Vixen Diaries, even before Confessions of a Video Vixen, there was The Vixen Manual. I began writing this book in late 2004 and over time continued adding to its pages. I would have to continuously reread

         my chapters over the years and change most everything I’d written. My chapters kept changing because I kept changing. My, how I have grown since penning that first chapter way back then, and I am astounded at how much more of a metamorphosis there

         is left. Still, along the way, between all my torrid affairs and boomerang boyfriends, I have been given undeniably relevant

         and accurate advice and examples pertaining to the relationships between men and women.

      


      Ironically, a lot of the information in this book comes from my very own trial and error. It is rare that we learn from people’s

         perfect achievements and more common that we learn from one another’s mistakes. In putting together the sections in The Vixen Manual, I often referred back to my own misgivings, misjudgments, and ill-fated maneuvers. I thought of all the advice I’d heard

         but not listened to from my elders, women and men who knew more of life and love than I, and in the midst of organizing the

         book’s pages I took heed to it all and finally applied it to my life.

      


      As I continued penning this manual, however, I could imagine the sneers and snickers of those who have read my previous works,

         countless interviews, and Internet blogs. Some people would be well within their rights to question my ability or qualifications

         to give advice of any kind, much less that which pertains to the improvement of female behavior and the guidelines of healthy

         male-female relationships. Who the hell do I think I am?

      


      I am most certainly no expert, nor am I a saint. Millions of readers know I have never been a woman to walk the straight and

         narrow, for I am always searching for my own path and reasoning. But that very refusal to fall into what is seen as society’s

         definition of the norm is exactly what qualifies me to, at the very least, share with you what I have learned thus far.

      


      None of us is all-knowing nor immune, not even those who have dedicated their lives to the study of human behavior and relationships

         and have been honored with degrees for their years of collegiate commitment. They too suffer from esteem and relationship

         woes. The truth, however, is that we are all experts about our own lives, and we all have stories to share and advice to pass along. Sadly, we rarely follow our own counsel but give it

         freely in hopes that someone will make proper use of it. You can say this is my advice to you, but, mostly, this manual is

         just a conversation between us girls—and even you, fellas! It is a compilation of things I have learned combined with experienced

         direction from those much older and much wiser than I am. I have followed some of the advice within these pages, and some

         I am still trying to learn and adhere to. Trust me, I too am reading along with you.

      


      One old adage comes to mind: “Do as I say and not as I do.” I never understood what it meant when adults hurled it toward

         me as a child, but now it all makes sense to me. Making mistakes is a natural part of the human experience. It’s not unusual

         for all those clever little sayings that never made much sense when we were young to make a world of difference as we grow

         older and, hopefully, a bit wiser. Life isn’t about who’s coming to the party but who will be there to help you pick up the

         pieces when all the guests are gone. There is so much promise in all of us and, as I entered my third decade of life, I yearned

         for more in some areas and for less in others. More than anything, I yearned to live up to my promise. After all the wild

         nights and endless days, after all the people, places, and things I’d encountered and experienced, I wanted to fall in love

         and I wanted to fall for someone who would fall for me. Most pertinent, I wanted to be worthy of it all. You see, ladies,

         it doesn’t matter where you’ve been, but it does matter what you’ve learned while you were there. There’s nothing wrong with

         going to the party, but there is something very wrong with staying too long. Somewhere in my twenties, I realized I had overstayed

         my welcome.

      


      At some point in our lives, we have to get serious about our futures and about our relationships. Being young and reckless

         is never attractive, though we’ve convinced ourselves that it is. Being available to and sexually irresponsible with miscellaneous

         males is definitely undesirable, to say the least. Somehow, we’ve been duped into believing that just because we can have

         whomever we choose that we have to exercise that right. Women, I implore you—do not do as I have done in the past. In this

         instance, please consider what I have to say now that the party is over. Laurel Thatcher Ulrich contributed an empowering

         slogan in a 1976 printing of American Quarterly: “Well-behaved women seldom make history.” Well, like my memoirs, The Vixen Manual is a piece of my history—the history of a woman maybe less well-behaved than some but also maybe more learned in life and

         love’s faux pas. Contrary to what some of you may have expected, The Vixen Manual isn’t about how to please every man, but how to be worthy of just one—the right one—by way of finding peace and pleasure

         in ourselves. Aside from that, it’s just plain, good old-fashioned girl talk. I hope you enjoy.

      


   

   	

   	      Section 1


      Being Single


      

         This is how you start, as a single woman looking for a life and, eventually, a life mate. At first it is exhilarating, and

         then one day it becomes exhausting and you long for more. But until that day, there is a lot to consider.
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      Chapter One


      Single vs. Singular
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      So you’re a single girl. You’re Mary Tyler Moore, throwing your hat up into the air, thinking you’re gonna make it after all.

         Maybe you’re Laverne (or Shirley), skipping down the sidewalk, determined to make your dreams come true…doing it your way.

         Hell, maybe you’re even Samantha Jones, the outspoken PR maven and sexual libertine from Sex and the City, sleeping with every available man, and occasional woman, who crosses your path. Whatever the case, honey, you’re single, and no matter what your theme song is, it has the potential to suck.

      


      Odds are you’re also singular, which is pretty easy to be when you’re not in a relationship. You define yourself by setting your own boundaries, doing

         what you want whenever you want, mistress of all you survey within your domain. There’s no one to answer to, no feelings to

         consider. When a relationship enters the picture, however, it has the potential to change everything, including the singular

         dynamic. It becomes much more difficult—at times, nearly impossible—to focus only on yourself, but that doesn’t mean you have

         to give up your identity. One of the primary keys to a healthy relationship is for both of you, though no longer single, to

         remain singular. There’s a fine line between being in a relationship and being absorbed by one, and that’s what will happen if you’re not sure of yourself as an individual first.

      


      As a nurturer, I have the tendency to covet and consume my mates. For most of my life, I have believed in the now-comical

         mantra, You complete me. So there I was, looking for a man to complete me, giving him all of me in the hopes he would return the favor and make his

         every waking breath my own. With each boyfriend, I wanted to go where he went and do what he did, and I would make myself

         available day and night, without compromise. In one of my more intense relationships, I even canceled sections of my first

         book tour to follow my lover as he traveled the country. I was a no-show at Temple University and several other prestigious

         higher learning establishments, skipping speaking engagements just to be “completed” by him. He was a nocturnal creature and,

         though I cherished my sleep, I would force myself to stay awake in the wee hours of the morning to be with him, forsaking

         rest and comfort. I would hop atop his kitchen counter at four in the morning as he juiced fresh, organic vegetables and fruits

         and would never share in the nectar. I’d watch him drink. I just wanted to be near him. I just wanted to be “completed.” I

         lost myself in him and, ironically, began to resent him because he had his own life and I didn’t! He didn’t complete me after

         all! We even made a funny little saying that wound up not being the slightest bit funny: “You deplete me.” That, ladies, is

         the sum of all parts when you cease being a singular individual before, and especially after, you are no longer single.

      


      



      Vixen Tip


      For me, it’s always been difficult to not become absorbed by my relationship. It takes an enormous amount of effort to stay

         on track and to live my life as if there weren’t this hunky piece of man flesh laying in my bed just begging to be ravished.

         The only way to keep on track is to write out a schedule and stick to it every day, no matter how difficult it may be to leave

         his side. Make certain things rituals; wake up, make the bed, take the kids to school, go for a walk, shower, and head to

         the office. For those of us who work at home, it is twice as difficult to concentrate, which makes having a schedule even

         more important. What has worked for me is to save most of the personal time for after business hours, after I have completed

         everything on my list for the day, everything from tidying the house to running an office. Take care of yourself first and,

         trust me, he’ll be there when you’re done. But, to ensure this, make sure you don’t become so self-absorbed that you forget to schedule lots of time for him, as well.

      






      Of course, being a single woman can be fun, especially when it’s done on your own terms. There’s something very fulfilling

         about not needing a man to buy your drinks, take you shopping, and show you a good time. Still, even in your singleness, you

         can find yourself not being your own person, a singular woman. You may look for others to validate you by making you feel

         pretty, worthy, smart, or desirable. These are the feelings that should come from within. There’s an old saying along the

         lines of “If you don’t go within, you go without.” Giving others the ability to define how you view yourself means you’ve

         surrendered your power. By expecting others to give you what you need—dignity, pride, self-esteem, confidence—you become a

         hostage, subject to their whims and insecurities. You must learn to mine your own strengths, which you already possess in

         great abundance.

      


      



         Vixen Say What?


         Too many cooks spoil the pot. (Thanks Grandma!)


      




      If you’re the type of woman who can’t bear the idea of leaving the house without being in the company of a gaggle of girlfriends,

         you’re not a singular individual. Men are attracted to a woman’s independence and strength. There’s nothing more magnetic

         to a man than seeing a woman confidently strutting by with a sense of purpose, not checking for who’s checking her out, because

         she’s apparently got somewhere to be, something to do—something that matters. It’s hard for a potential mate to see who you

         are when you’re lost in a cacophony of women, all of you laughing and huddling and talking over each other. This may seem

         communal and fun, even necessary at certain times, but make no mistake—it is not attractive, especially when your objective

         is to be viewed as an individual.

      


      Eventually, most of us women tire of being single, always hanging out with the girls, meeting up for margaritas and club crawling,

         only to have to slink back home to an empty bed. We begin to long for the fulfillment of a relationship. This doesn’t have

         to mean we’re lonely, unable to be in the company of just ourselves. It simply means we no longer want to operate alone. Romantic

         companionship can be tremendously enriching, enhancing all areas of our lives, under the best circumstances. There’s something

         uniquely beautiful about Blockbuster nights under a fluffy duvet with someone special, our feet touching, our bodies entwined

         as we steal each other’s warmth. If only for a season, we all experience a very visceral need to couple, to be touched, and

         to at least feel loved. If it happens with enough repetition and mutuality, you may soon find that you’re no longer single. The trick, however,

         is to still be you. Even though you’ve found Mr. Wonderful, or just Mr. Seasonal, it’s important to remain singular and not

         get so lost in this wonderful (possibly seasonal) bliss that you disappear as an individual.

      


      Make sure you have a strong understanding of who you are and what you stand for before you set out to be in a relationship.

         Know your singular self. The more you know about you, the better equipped you’ll be to participate in a healthy relationship,

         and you’ll be much less likely to tolerate what you don’t deserve.

      


      



      

          Recap 


      

	One of the primary keys to a healthy relationship is for both of you, though no longer single, to remain singular.


      	If you don’t go within, you go without.


      	It’s hard for a potential mate to see who you are when you’re lost in a cacophony of women.


      	Romantic companionship can be tremendously enriching, enhancing all areas of our lives.


      	Know your singular self.








   

      Chapter Two


      The New Dating Game
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      This is where things start to get fun, ladies, but it may require a bit of thinking outside of the box on your part. Feminism

         was supposed to liberate us, to broaden our options and level the playing fields. For some reason, however, in the postfeminism

         era, things have gone terribly awry for us on the dating front. Contrary to the ways of our grandmothers, we’ve relegated

         ourselves to dating one man at a time. One man? How absurd! Many of you consider this the only way, the wholesome way (as if!), but here’s why this is not such a good

         idea: dating one man at a time can be not only a setup for severe disappointment but also a waste of precious child-bearing

         years, quarter- and midlife crisis time, even your retirement. None of us have time to waste, even in our youth. We should

         always be learning, growing, exploring, and expanding. So why do we insist on seeing just one man at a time, putting all our

         figurative (and sometimes literal) eggs in a proverbial basket that might end up being a monumental disaster?

      


      



         Vixen Say What?


         Too many cooks may spoil the pot, but not if there’s more than one pot cooking.


      




      I’d be lying, however, if I said I didn’t understand why some of you date in increments of one. Something very interesting

         happens when a woman—a confident woman—elects to broaden her options by dating in multiples. Words like whore, strumpet, tramp, trollop, tart, and harlot have existed for as long as those sorts of women have been around. Once upon a time, these terms were reserved strictly for

         their literal use, applied to women who earned them and, quite frankly, may not have minded that sort of branding. Whores

         have been business owners and entrepreneurs, evolving into madams with their own successful brothels. These terms exist because these types of women exist, but why must these terms be carelessly

         and cruelly applied to a woman who has simply chosen to weigh her options? Do not let the fear of being labeled keep you from

         making the best decisions for yourself. If that includes dating multiple partners, then do so with confidence, unmoved by

         the unwarranted scrutiny that may come your way.

      


      



         Vixen Say What?


         Opinions are like assholes—everyone’s got one and they’re all full of shit.


      




      Today, in certain social circles, if a young woman danced with ten different men during the course of an evening in a nightclub,

         onlookers are likely to turn up their noses. Some of those noses may be attached to the faces of jealous women or to men on

         the prowl for easy prey. The young woman may be called any number of derogatory terms, but why—for filling her dance card?

         Some of you might ask, “What the hell is a dance card?” and that, I say, is where my theory begins.

      


      From as early as the eighteenth century, when an unmarried woman attended a social affair, such as a formal ball or cotillion,

         she carried what was known as a dance card—an elaborate booklet attached to the wrist by a decorative cord. This booklet listed

         the title of each dance and the name of the composer, along with a blank space to enter the name of the man with whom the

         woman had agreed to dance for that particular song. The men a woman danced with were typically suitors, those who were most

         interested in her. Dance cards were a big deal, especially in the nineteenth century and well into the first part of the twentieth

         century. In some instances, it was the rule that a woman (who, by the way, was always referred to as a “lady,” not a “strumpet”

         or a “whore”) should not dance with the same partner too often. Variety was encouraged. If a lady danced with the same man

         more than twice, it was assumed he was her fiancé. Once a lady’s dance card was full, that was it. Whether it was five men

         or fifteen, it was a simple courting ritual that was both recognized and respected. Having a full and varied dance card indicated

         a woman’s desirability.

      


      This ritual continued beyond the ballroom. It was the norm for an unmarried woman to see several suitors while in search of

         her one true love. It was also standard, even required, for a man to ask permission of the woman’s family, particularly her

         father, in order to visit. If permission was granted, the suitor would perhaps come over for dinner, participating with the

         entire family and never left alone with the object of his affection. Eventually, permission would be given for the man to

         take the woman on a date, and even then a chaperone might accompany them. This was required of each suitor so that the family,

         and the woman, could determine his suitability. Sure, times have changed, but if it was okay back then for a woman to be courted

         by several men, why not now, when we’re so much more progressive?

      


      I’m all for bringing courtship back, and the only way to do that is to create competition. Men love a challenge. They are

         hunters and gladiators. They love the thrill of winning and being proven better than any other man. Give them the chance to

         bring out their inner hunter. Make them fight for you—figuratively, of course. You don’t want your suitors to come to blows.

         Requiring a man to compete for your affections will allow you to assess who he is and the way he may strategize, implement,

         and achieve—or, conversely, fail to do so. It lets you see just how much you mean to him and how far he is willing to outmatch

         and outwit his peers to gain your love. Creating competition amongst your suitors is easy. Let’s begin with what I like to

         call the Starting Five, as detailed in the Vixen Tip on the following page:

      


      Your first—and therefore, faulty—assumption was probably that I was recommending that you have five men whom you juggle sexually,

         which is far from what I would ever suggest. When men don’t have to work for something, they don’t. If you had five men who

         could access your bed without restriction, you would see no more of them than they wanted you to. Sex, ideally with someone

         with whom you share a mutually strong emotional, spiritual, and physical connection, is reserved for the top dog, and maybe

         number two, if he is a close contender and you want to explore his potential to be more. By having options, you allow yourself

         the freedom to change your mind, the latitude to get to know other men who, in the process of competing for you, reveal aspects

         of themselves that you may ultimately find more endearing, attractive, and commitment-worthy as you get to know them. Moreover,

         if your top candidate unravels at some point, as men sometimes do, you still have others with whom you’ve been cultivating

         friendships, men who are excited about you. And what woman in her right mind doesn’t love that?

      


      



      Vixen Tip


      In a notebook or on a sheet of paper tacked to your refrigerator, write the numbers one through five in ink and fill each

         slot with names—in pencil. For a more manageable list, try using just three names. These should be men you like and enjoy

         spending time with.

      






      	Your number one should be the man who captures your attention like no other and who pays the most attention to you. He is sincere, thoughtful,

         and caring, a real gentleman. For this man, you will answer the phone any time of the day or night, even though he knows better

         than to call at disrespectful hours. You will join him on trips out of town and lay around with him for days, talking about

         anything and everything. You will leave another man at the drop of a dime if he calls, but only because he has earned it,

         not because you are slavishly at his beck and command.

      


      	Your number two is a close runner-up but is missing that certain flair that keeps you up at night, replaying the events of the last time

         you saw one another. Still, he is fun to be with and gives you something number one does not. Usually, these two men are polar

         opposites.

      


      	
Numbers three though five are mostly for emotional support, chitchatting and the like. These men are not of any romantic interest to you, per se, but

         are great to talk to or just hang out with. I prefer to keep these people at bay. Feed them with the proverbial long-handled

         spoon. Give them rules and limitations: no calling after nine, limited or no personal contact—that sort of thing.

      





      To remind these fellows that they’re in a competition, let each one know about the other and reveal to them their ranking

         and that their current ranking is always subject to change. When each one calls, address them by number instead of their names

         once in a while, just for sport. This ups the ante. Number one will be flattered. The rest will wonder why they’re not him.

         They will ask what number one has or does that they don’t. Most important, they’ll want to know what he gets that they don’t. Let them know. Don’t be shy. Then sit back and watch the games begin.

      






      



         Vixen Say What?


         A man who hasn’t worked for you will only play with you.


      




      Now, for me, this method is tried and true. After years of putting my heart and soul and life on hold for nearly every man

         I’d been involved with, I was exhausted! It’s funny how one man can leave you spent, but when you have many, your energy can

         be reserved. Hmmm. How is this so? I suddenly found myself more in control because I gave the men in my life their positions

         of relevance. When I was dissatisfied with one, I would quickly demote him and place another, more deserving suitor in his

         slot. I was in dating heaven! Just as I explained above, it was so empowering to finally be in control of my emotions and

         the way I related to the men in my life. My courting ritual was my own and not dependent upon the fleeting fancies of any

         man.

      


      But wait! Before you go rounding up your Starting Five, be sure you’re ready to play this new dating game. There is so much

         for you to know and practice before you go cavorting with different types of men. Heaven knows what you’re going to encounter

         out there among these gladiators and hunters. You, your self-worth, your self-esteem, and your overall self-image need to

         be fortified. The vicious flip side of this dating strategy is that you can easily become a pawn in the game and be played,

         moved all over the board, and jumped by any random rook. Learn yourself first. Be assured of your power, as well as your freedom,

         and become proficient in utilizing them both effortlessly. Doing so will take time and loads of practice. In the chapters

         to come, we’ll talk about how to accomplish these things in more and in greater detail, so for now, hold tight. Trust me,

         the men aren’t going anywhere.

      


      



      

         Recap

      




      	Dating one man at a time cannot only be a setup for severe disappointment but a waste of precious child-bearing years, quarter-

         and midlife crisis time, even your retirement.

      


      	Do not let the fear of being labeled keep you from making the best decisions for yourself.

      


	Having a full and varied dance card indicated a woman’s desirability in years past.


      	Create competition among your suitors.


      	By having options, you allow yourself the freedom to change your mind.

      








   

      Chapter Three


      Falling in Love, Part Two
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      So you’ve mastered the new dating game and you’re being courted left and right. Great! But hold on, Vixen, you say. Not so fast. I’ve hit a snafu. Both your number one and your number two have stolen your heart and you don’t know whom to choose. You can’t. You won’t, damn it! Each of these choice men brings something so unique to your life and you love them both so differently but so completely

         that you couldn’t bear to let one of them go. We all know that this will not end well. At least two hearts stand to be broken

         in this scenario: yours and one of theirs. (If things go really badly, all three of you lose.)

      


      



         Vixen Say What?


         Two rights can sometimes make a wrong.


      




      Eventually, after all that dating and numbering and ranking and carrying on has reached its saturation level, you will have

         to decide which suitor fits you best. Determining which one is good for a lifetime versus which one is only good for, well,

         a good time, may not be such an easy decision to make. How will you ever decide?

      


      From my experience, the decision, though not an easy one to make, is really quite cut-and-dried. After dating several men

         for an extended period of time, the man you choose to share your life with should be the one who loves you and cares for and

         about you, not regardless of who you are and have been, but because of it. The man for you brings you chicken soup when you’re sick, throws your used tissues away without flinching, and curls

         up next to you at night, unconcerned with his own health. He is the man who loves the children that are not biologically his.

         He loves whoever you love and defends your honor, no matter the consequence. Your dogs, your bird, your mother, and your quirky

         drunk uncle—if you love them, he loves them and makes them his own.

      


      In traditional marriage vows, we promise to love and support one another, whether rich or poor, in sickness or in health,

         but most of us never take the time to imagine the “poor and sickly” part of that promise. Those days are just as possible

         as the “rich and healthy” ones. The man you choose should be able to imagine those days and, even further, imagine sharing

         them with you, being a pillar and a source of strength and resolve; and you should be able to do the same. Substantial, long-term

         relationships are built on times of trouble and lean, not just of flourish.

      


      Any couple can flourish when they are unchallenged. Any guy can be expected to stay when times are always good. Not every

         man listed on your dance card will be able to supply that need—the stick-to-it-iveness—that’s required of a long-term, trusting relationship. You may have to go through several versions of your dance card before

         finding the right man who can.

      


      Once you have made this decision and are sure you’ve chosen the right man, you may still find your heart attached to another.

         Maybe it’s the funny guy who made you laugh until your stomach hurt, or the spontaneous guy who swept you off your feet with

         surprise picnics at the beach. Every man has something to offer, and each relationship has the potential to teach you something

         about life, love, and yourself. Enjoy these experiences, but at the end of the day, really put into perspective which one

         will love you at your worst and celebrate you at your best. Love alone cannot be all there is. Love as an emotion, no matter

         how genuine, is incomplete without love as an action. There may be days when you wonder if you’ve made the right decision,

         and moments when you’ll swear you’re ready to walk out the door and go back to an ex. There may be days when you actually

         do. Before you make your final decision, however, ask yourself these questions, listed in the Vixen Tip below.

      


      



      Vixen Tip


      These are the love-of-your-life requirements.


      1. Does he love your child(ren)?


      2. Does he love and accept everything about you, past and present?


      3. Is he proud of and not threatened by your accomplishments?


      4. Does he motivate you to be better versus tearing you down?


      5. Does he have a strong sense of spirituality?


      6. How does he interact with his family, especially his mother?


      7. Is his social circle and lifestyle conducive with your own?


      8. Do you share the same or similar goals and life strategies?


    




      It’s always easy to imagine smooth sailing when thinking about an ex. You’ll only remember the good times, not the reason

         an ex is your ex. Trust me, there’s a reason he’s your ex, and the moment you get back with him, if you dare to go that far, you’ll

         remember it. If you’ve found a man who loves and cares for you in every way, it’s unrealistic to expect that there won’t be

         challenges. Work through them. That’s the only way you and he will build a strong foundation on which you’ll be able to withstand

         future issues as they arise. It’s easy to run into the arms of someone from your past, but you’ll never grow if you indulge

         in this practice. Trust that you have chosen the right man for you and then commit to that decision. If he is willing to be

         there for you, you should be there for him.

      


      No man wants to be in constant dread that the woman he loves will run back into the arms of another suitor, a suitor he once

         competed against for your affections. You owe your man more than that. You owe it to yourself to learn how to weather the

         realistic challenges of love. That, ladies, is a mistake I know all too well. Once, through my own misjudgments and insecurities,

         I almost lost one of the most enduring and fulfilling relationships in my life. I was so afraid to make a commitment and move

         forward in that commitment that I continuously found myself reaching back to my past, and to one lover in particular. There I was, juggling

         them both, calling this one, calling that one, professing love for one and love for the other. What a mess I had gotten myself

         into, sneaking off to see one, lying to them both. One was a superstar, with all the perks that come with being a high-profile

         celebrity. There were many tangible goods at my disposal, but very little comfort and emotional security. It’s not as if my

         other choice was a pauper or any less than a man, but what he lacked in monetary currency he more than made up for in emotional

         wealth. I had to make a choice and it had to be the right one.

      


      You have to weigh your options, and the best man won’t always be the one the rest of the world would expect or approve of.

         He’s the one who loves you unconditionally and, at times, more than himself.

      


      



      

         Recap


      

	You will have to decide which suitor fits you best.


      	You may have to go through several versions of your dance card before finding the right man.


      	Love as an emotion, no matter how genuine, is incomplete without love as an action.


      	Trust that you have chosen the right man for you, then commit to that decision.








   

      Chapter Four


      Casual Sex


      [image: art]


      One day several years ago, I was on my way home from a long night out. As the sun rose over the city, I anxiously waited for

         what felt like the longest red light in the world to turn green. While waiting, I noticed something unusual out of the corner

         of my eye—it was a cardboard box, rocking back and forth. Upon closer inspection, I could see four feet sticking out from

         the box (which apparently once housed a refrigerator). Two shopping carts filled with cans were in the “driveway” alongside

         the cardboard house. It took me a few minutes to realize it, but I was looking at two homeless people having sex in a cardboard

         box on one of the busiest street corners in Los Angeles. That dawn, I learned a very important lesson: sex is the easiest

         thing in the world to get. You don’t even have to have a home, a bed, or a place to shower. Anyone can have it anytime, anywhere.

      


      



         Vixen Say What?


         There is nothing casual about sex. Easy, yes, but not casual.


      




      From that day forward, I thought differently about sex, especially that of the casual variety. Nothing that easy can be worth

         having! As human beings, we tend to value that which requires a certain level of investment, whether it be sweat equity, our

         time, emotions, or our hard-earned money. Things easily had are often easily discarded, as we feel we can effortlessly attain

         them again. I like a challenge and typically enjoy doing things most people aren’t doing. After my epiphany that morning at

         the traffic light, I knew, without question, that I didn’t want to be a member of the “bums in a box” club.

      


      I began to think about everything that comes with sex without commitment. I pondered how things have changed between the sexes.

         How, not only can today’s liberated women supposedly do anything the boys can do, but do it better and with just as much emotional

         disconnect. I thought about it long and hard—and came to the conclusion that the theory of us handling sex as casually as

         men is all a bunch of crap.

      


      Casual sex comes with an enormous amount of baggage, and I don’t mean the adorable vintage Louis Vuitton trunk-set type. It’s

         more the free-duffel-bag-with-purchase they burden you with at department stores just because you bought a lipstick. You end

         up stuck with an unstylish piece of luggage that makes you look bad and, pretty soon, is full of holes. Being a woman who

         has had more than my share of casual sex and all the subsequent pitfalls, headaches, and ridiculously negative consequences,

         I am a believer that casual sex requires too much energy for so little return. Every time I found myself with a homie-lover-friend,

         I found myself alone at the end and the emotional toll was never worth the physical ecstasy. Never. I began to look around

         during holidays and birthdays, good times and bad, and there I would be—alone—unless I was being the good-time girl, the casual

         sex recipient, the jump-off, the homegirl. No matter what name we gave it, no matter how close the friendships, the sex was

         always meaningless and the consequences were always dire. I was never a life partner, never a wife. I needed more. Damn it,

         I deserved more!

      


      Sometimes we feel we have to have sex like men in order to be perceived as sexually astute. We pretend as if having a man

         crawl on top of us and shoving himself inside our bodies, panting and sweating without much focus on any further intimacy

         other than our bodies connecting, is no big deal. It is. The sexual act is an invasive process. Our bodies don’t just touch

         a man’s when we copulate. We actually take them in. Everything about men becomes a part of us as they move around inside our

         most private personal space. It’s a huge deal, ladies, and if we acted as if it were a huge deal, there would be no talk of “having sex like a man.” There would just be sex, pure and simple, between two conscious,

         consenting human beings.

      


      



      Vixen Tip


      Don’t be afraid to be a lady and to take an old-fashioned approach to z taught you old-fashioned ways, talk to an elder woman

         about the way things used to be. Ask questions of your grandmothers and even of your grandfathers. Watch old movies such as

         An Affair to Remember (1957), Breakfast at Tiffany’s (1961), How to Marry a Millionaire (1953), Carmen Jones (1954), and Gone with the Wind (1939). Learn from women with grace and dignity, like Jacqueline Kennedy-Onassis and Coretta Scott King. These films and

         people are studies of the way ladies represented themselves and were treated. Don’t be intimidated by today’s diminished standards,

         and don’t start believing you can’t be as refined as women in earlier generations. Proper posturing, appropriate language,

         coyness, and restraint are traits we could all stand to inherit. Then, allow these old but new, gentler habits to seep into

         your ideas about sex. When you present yourself as a lady, you will be treated as such, and ladies don’t go around just giving

         it up. A lady makes a man work, and work damn hard, for every morsel of affection.

      






      Anyone who has ever taken Anatomy 101, or knows how men and women are physically constructed, understands that the act of

         copulation is internal for women and external for men. Think of it like this: it’s impossible for a woman to be emotionally

         disengaged once she has sex with a man for the simple reason that he enters her body and, literally, lays among her organs—the

         very instruments that keep her alive and give her the gift of life. This is personal, extremely personal. There’s no disconnecting

         from something this intrusive, no matter how much you try to convince yourself you can.

      


      When a woman’s internal organs are injured from something that goes horribly awry during, or as a result of, sex, her ability

         to procreate can be ruined altogether. The primary male sexual organ—the penis—is on the outside of his body. And while it

         may endure its share of bumps and bruises, a reckless swatting of the penis doesn’t have to mean a man can’t father children

         anymore. Ladies, this sex thing is serious business!

      


      Once you’ve been someone’s casual sex partner for an extended period of time, one of you inevitably begins to crave more.

         It’s a natural progression that occurs when the two same bodies repeatedly intermingle with each other. But let’s say that

         you’ve already set your standards and demands extremely low. Suppose you began a relationship on a sexual basis only, agreeing

         with someone that sex, and sex alone, would be enough and you wouldn’t require more than just a physical connection, but now

         things have changed for you. You’ve become emotionally invested. You actually like this guy…maybe even love him. To tell you

         to expect things will now change in your favor would be lying. We all know it doesn’t work like this. It’s difficult to talk

         a man into being your life partner after months or years of noncommittal sex. You’ll be accused of trying to change the game

         in the ninth inning and men generally do not respond well to this.

      


      There is a way to prevent this. If we were just more honest with ourselves from the very beginning and not so adamant on playing

         by the man’s rules, things could be different. We should choose to introduce our own rules, instead of bending to those that

         don’t come natural to us. You shouldn’t be afraid of what it means to be a woman, and part of that means understanding that

         we are wired to feel an emotional connection with a sexual partner, especially one who makes a repeat appearance. If more

         of us were up front about this basic sexual truth, we’d stand a much better chance of finding more long-term, meaningful relationships.

      


      Men seem to be more effective at compartmentalizing than women. They generally have more success than we do at putting things

         and people in priority and in perspective. When a woman settles for casual sex, she places herself very low on a man’s list

         of priorities, and he will treat her accordingly. He won’t understand her ranting about needing more of his time. He will

         become confused about where such intense feelings are coming from, especially if both parties agreed from the beginning that

         their relationship was just about sex and nothing more. You can’t blame the man for this. Once the terms were set, the terms

         were set. This is why you shouldn’t accept this kind of situation at all, not if you’re actively seeking a fulfilling relationship.

         There’s no tricking the man down the road, no winning him over to your side of things. A situation like this usually ends

         badly, with the woman feeling demoralized and hurt because the man wanted nothing more than the use of her body, and with

         him resenting her for having tried to switch what he believed was an honest, straightforward situation. Don’t settle, ladies.

         It will only work against you. When a woman ups the ante and demands more of herself and of a potential partner, the odds

         of getting what she wants increases exponentially.

      


      Aside from the emotional baggage a woman can carry around with her for life, there can be serious physical repercussions related

         to casual sex. Aside from the inconvenient and embarrassing itch of crabs, the blistering discomfort of genital warts, or

         a lifelong relationship with herpes, you can flatout die after contracting AIDS. There’s no Airborne—that over-the-counter

         product developed by a schoolteacher for staving off the flu—that you can take to ward off these things. The ideal way to

         protect yourself is to employ good judgment, doing what is best for you in the long run.

      


      Let’s be even more blunt about this, just to make sure you get it. Having too much casual sex can result in a woman becoming

         worn out, and I’m talking literally, in this particular instance. Have you ever seen a woman you can tell has just been physically

         run through? Everything about her appears to be spent. Her face seems beaten and weathered, and her body has begun to give

         in to gravity, because that’s what happens when it’s subjected to too much wear and tear without sufficient preventative maintenance.

         And let’s not even talk about what sex does to your nether regions. Don’t lie, ladies. We all know what “porn pussy” looks

         like. The lips are practically hanging out of the panties on these women. The labia majora are now labia gigantica. You don’t

         want that, do you? Because the more casual, uncommitted, random, sex-for-sex’s-sake sex you have, the more beleaguered you

         and your genitalia will become. Why do you think the very lucrative market for vaginal rejuvenation has emerged? Way too many

         women have been having way too much casual sex.

      


    



      Vixen Tip
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      Grab your makeup compact, squat butt-naked on the floor, and take a look at your labia. Do you have porn pussy? Seriously…take

         a look. You need to know these things.

      






      Additionally, there’s the possibility of gaining a reputation that can follow you your entire life. This doesn’t mean just

         among men, but among women. No one wants to be the person in the room that people fall into hushed whispers about. It doesn’t

         feel good. And yes, girls will always talk about girls. That’s our nature, and we can sometimes be very vicious and heartless

         in the way we do it. Men can be even worse, however, with their locker-room mentality, when they high-five each other for

         having been with certain women, gaining and building camaraderie on the common ground of how they sexed you—describing how

         you performed and what your genitalia looked like.

      


      When you’re the woman guys love bragging about having been with, you can never be comfortable about why men approach you.

         Is it because they want to know the real you, or because they want to see what everyone else has seen and be able to prove

         it to others, while adding a notch to their bedpost? Men are notorious for acting, upon first meeting you, as though they

         know nothing about you and are completely ignorant of your reputation, good or bad. Trust me, they know. Not only do they

         know, they want to see it for themselves. This is the collateral damage that casual sex begets. Having a reputation is a hard

         stain to remove. No matter how you try to leave it behind or rise above it, there’s always someone who remembers and wants

         to bring it up. In these times where everything is on the Internet, someone will Google it if it’s out there. Remember, girlfriends,

         you are responsible for your actions. They will follow you all your life. You can spare yourself from traveling down this

         road of humiliation by treating your body as precious cargo with respect and not giving away sex as if it’s meaningless.

      


      You shouldn’t be afraid of abstaining from sex until you’ve found a man you feel certain will give you what you want and need,

         if those wants and needs come from a place of maturity. It’s okay to wait. There’s nothing wrong with a sexual fast. When

         you have sex, especially with multiple partners who have nothing more than a superficial connection to you, you take on all

         the energies of those people, both negative and positive. We as women are receptacles for that because of how we’re built

         and how we’re socialized to be the more outwardly emotional sex. By giving yourself a period of rest, you allow your body,

         soul, and mind a chance to cleanse, just as you would during a food fast. The you that will emerge will feel lighter and much

         more in control. Any wise man, or woman, will tell you: there’s nothing sexier than a woman who can have sex, but won’t.

      


      I wouldn’t tell you this if I wasn’t sure it was highly effective, and I know it is because I’ve done it, having enjoyed celibacy

         for nine months at a time. It was the most cleansing, clarifying period of my twenties, at a stage when my toxic relationships

         with men were clouding my judgment and blocking my blessings. When I say blessings, I mean those beautiful, unexpected things

         that happen along the way. The moments and events that change your life for the better and open your eyes to all life has

         to offer.

      


      Sometimes—and I think you can all feel me on this—certain types of men tend to get in the way. These types, with their charisma

         and machismo, their nonsense and their bullshit, tend to override what’s really important and impede us from taking care of

         ourselves and doing what’s right for us in the long run. During my nine-month dick desertion, my goals became clearer and

         my first five-year plan was devised. Between the ages of twenty-five and thirty, I was determined to utilize associates in

         media to help draw attention to myself in order to obtain my first publishing contract; I would become a best-selling author,

         jump-starting a new career and making enough money to buy my first home. Also included in my five-year plan was the intention

         to begin saving for my retirement and for my son’s education. For that brief moment in time, I was saving all my love for

         me and treating myself with the same care and consideration I would have usually given an undeserving male or a casual sex

         partner. Instead of looking for a man to make me whole, I was working hard at becoming self-contained and content so that

         when the right man came along he would find a complete woman, not a woman looking to be completed.
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