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            INTRODUCTION



      It was the weirdest phenomenon and I couldn’t figure out what was causing it. Several years ago I started to receive e-mails—and

         letters, too—from guys I’d once dated but hadn’t set eyes on in years. The message was pretty much the same with each one:

         Hi, how are you, I just wanted to write and see how you were doing after all this time. They’d mention what they were up to professionally, how many rug rats they were raising, and a few other tidbits. Some of

         them were guys I’d had only a few dates with; others had been more serious crushes. There was even one letter—a Christmas

         card, actually, with a schmaltzy illustration of a horse-drawn sleigh charging through the snow—from this real bad boy who’d

         stomped on my heart so hard you wouldn’t think he even believed in Christmas. I’d never expected to hear from him again in this lifetime.

      


      Why are they doing this? I wondered. Maybe, I thought jokingly, there’s some kind of nostalgia hormone that floods the male

         body after the age of forty. Another possibility was that their daughters were all going to want internships in the magazine

         business at some point and the fathers were laying the foundation.

      


      Then, one day, somebody offered me an explanation I’d never considered. I was catching up over lunch with a male editor who

         used to work for me, and I mentioned the phenomenon just to get his take on it. No sooner was the story out of my mouth than

         he tossed his head back and laughed out loud.

      


      

         “Kate, are you nuts?” he said, when he was done chortling. “Don’t you see the real reason they’re getting in touch?”

      


      “Obviously not,” I replied.


      “I’ll tell you exactly why they’re doing it,” he said. “They think you know all this amazing stuff about sex now because you’re

         the editor in chief of Cosmo. They’re totally intrigued.”

      


      I burst into laughter. I wasn’t at all sure whether he was right but it amused me greatly to think of some former minor boyfriend

         perusing Cosmo coverlines like “How to Touch a Naked Man” and “Sex He’ll Go Wild For: Awesome New Bed Tricks That Actually Double His Pleasure,”

         thinking he’d give me a call in the hope I might share what I’d learned.

      


      Well, I won’t be sharing that wisdom with any of them. But I have to admit that I have learned a ton in the years I’ve been editing Cosmo. Yes, some tantalizing facts about sex because that’s one of our specialties. But I’ve also learned a lot about men, love,

         human behavior, success, office politics, and just plain life in general. Some of it I’ve gleaned as I’ve been editing all

         the articles we’ve run on those subjects; other tidbits I’ve picked up from the fascinating people I’ve met and the intriguing

         situations I’ve found myself in. I feel like a big sponge absorbing this amazing stuff that I would never have learned otherwise.

         My job at Cosmopolitan—whether I’m dropping into a cover shoot, giving a luncheon for an author, or writing Cosmo coverlines—would be incredibly exhilarating regardless, but picking up all this information has been a terrific bonus.

      


      

         When Your Boss Calls, Jump

      


      The funny thing is I never even applied to be the editor in chief of Cosmo, and when the job was first offered to me, I was nearly knocked over by a wave of ambivalence. It all began on a Sunday in

         August, while I was relaxing at a weekend home my husband and I have in Pennsylvania (to be honest, I was baking a blueberry

         pie for my family, which in hindsight seems like a really absurd thing to be doing the day you’re tapped to run a magazine

         like Cosmo). The phone rang; I picked it up with floury hands and was shocked to hear the voice of my boss, the president of our magazine

         division. She sounded peppy on the phone, so I was pretty sure I wasn’t about to be canned; yet, on the other hand, it was

         highly unusual for her to phone me on a Sunday, so I knew something major was cooking (besides my damn pie).

      


      “What’s up?” I inquired, my legs going all rubbery on me.


      She asked me to drive into the city and meet with her that very afternoon. She had something special to share with me, something

         she thought I’d like. I was running Redbook magazine at the time and the first thought that flashed through my mind was, Oh shit, I’m not the editor of Redbook anymore.

      


      Leaving my husband and kids behind, I headed back to Manhattan. In the car I ran through possible scenarios in my head and

         even rehearsed dialogue in the hopes that I wouldn’t say anything dim-witted when informed of my new professional lot in life.

      


      “Kate, we’d like you to run our New Media office,” I dejectedly imagined my boss announcing to me.


      “Great, great,” I would reply, while fighting the urge to dry-heave. “It sounds like a wonderful opportunity.”


      As soon as I arrived in my boss’s office, she asked me to sit 

         down. It was clear that whatever was going to happen would happen mercifully fast. Within four seconds of my fanny hitting

         the seat cushion, she told me that the company was offering me the job as editor in chief of Cosmopolitan magazine. I was absolutely dumbfounded—she might as well have announced that the company wanted me to fly a hot-air balloon

         over the Atlantic as part of a corporate promotion. The current Cosmo editor, who had taken over when Helen Gurley Brown retired, had been in the job only a year and a half, and I hadn’t heard

         even a morsel of gossip suggesting she would be jumping ship. As soon as I recovered from my initial shock, two feelings rushed

         through me like water through a hose. One was pure exhilaration. I was being handed the chance to run the most successful

         women’s magazine in the world—and I hadn’t even had to go through the typical torturous recruitment process in which you prepare

         a million ideas for the magazine and wait weeks for the company to get back to you. It would be thrilling to head Cosmo. The challenge would be an instant antidote to the mild career malaise I’d been experiencing over the past year or so.

      


      But at the same moment I also felt pure terror. I’d been the editor in chief of several national magazines and had a good

         track record, so I was certain that I’d be able to handle the day-to-day responsibilities that came with overseeing a big

         magazine. But I worried that Cosmo wasn’t the right match for me. In my most recent jobs I’d been editing for a reader who was older, married rather than single,

         and not nearly as feisty as the Cosmo girl. I wondered if I’d be able to make the magazine as exciting as it had to be. Plus, there was so much at stake. I knew

         from being in the company that American Cosmo was important not only because it sold tons on the newsstand every month, but also because 

         there were many successful international editions, all relying on material from the U.S. version. If I bombed, it would be

         like a horrible game of dominoes—my failure might soon spread to Cosmo in Australia, China, Thailand, Russia, Turkey, Poland, France, Argentina—everywhere. Messing up might very well be against

         the laws of the Geneva Convention!

      


      My only option, however, was to tell my boss yes. In the seven seconds I bought in which to make a decision—by saying “Wow”

         four or five times and asking where my predecessor was going (lured away by another company, it turned out)—I knew that it

         would be insane to turn down the offer. My excitement outdistanced my anxiety, and I just kept telling myself over and over

         that I would have to figure out a way to pull it off.

      


      

         Sex and the Single Girl

      


      That night I tossed and turned till dawn, ricocheting between exuberance over the prize I’d been given and anxiety about handling

         the enormous challenge before me. At least when you apply for a job, you have the opportunity to cogitate about what you’d do in the position—and in my business, what direction you’d

         take the magazine in. I hadn’t had the chance to do that. Yet despite my trepidation, I realized that perhaps my path had

         been heading toward Cosmo all along. I’d had a few intriguing foreshadowings.

      


      The first one was when I was just sixteen and busy musing about my future. My mother gave me a copy of Helen Gurley Brown’s

         classic bestseller, Sex and the Single Girl, which had been published several years before. She told me, “Ignore the advice in the book, but be like her.” What she was saying, in other 

         words, was, “Don’t go out and have wild, single-girl sex, but since I know that you have a dream of working in magazines someday,

         Helen Gurley Brown is the perfect role model.”

      


      My mother was right in that I had long fantasized about one day scoring a job in magazine publishing, and her advice to me

         was both helpful and inspiring. But neither she nor I ever realized I’d one day take it so freaking literally.

      


      My next Cosmo prophetic moment involved the legendary Helen herself. I managed to break into the magazine business after college by winning

         Glamour magazine’s Top Ten College Women contest and appearing on the cover. After several low-level jobs in the industry, I became

         a senior editor at a weekly newspaper supplement similar to Parade, reporting to this fabulous editor named Art Cooper (who later went on to reinvent GQ). One day Art called me into his office and announced that he wanted me to interview Helen Gurley Brown for the Q&A page,

         where we frequently featured authors. “She’s got this new book coming out,” he told me. “And besides, I think it would be

         good for you to meet her. I could really see you in her job someday.”

      


      I was flattered by Art’s comment. It would be great to have the opportunity to meet Helen, though I couldn’t imagine filling

         her shoes one day. I just didn’t seem much like a Cosmo girl.

      


      I went to interview Helen in her chintz-and-leopard-print office, and here’s the amazing thing. We were wearing identical outfits. I don’t mean sort of alike. I mean identical. We each had on flowy black pants, a drapey, long-sleeved white blouse, and a little black ribbon

         tied in a bow around our necks. Okay, her blouse was probably silk Chanel and mine was made of the kind of cheap polyester

         that smells like kerosene when it’s the slightest 

         bit damp, but to the untrained eye we were twins! How odd, I remember thinking as I sat across from her. (She didn’t seem to notice.)

      


      A few years later when I was an articles editor at another magazine, Helen actually called me up and asked me to come over

         and talk to her. I’m not sure how I ended up in her line of sight, but she said she wanted to discuss my coming to work for

         her. The magazine, she said, needed fresh blood at the top. I had just been promoted and didn’t want a new job (are you beginning to suspect a pattern on my part of protesting too much?), but I liked having the chance to talk to

         her again. In the end she said she didn’t want to hire me but the reason floored me.

      


      “It wouldn’t be a good idea, Kate,” she said. “I think you could run this magazine someday. And so if I hired you, you’d get here and in a few years you’d be dying to take over my job. But I

         don’t plan to retire for at least ten years [it was almost fifteen years later before she did], and so you’d be terribly restless

         and bored.”

      


      Maybe all those funny little Cosmo moments had been trying to tell me something.

      


      Karma Sutra and Beyond


      I fell out of bed the next morning, finished up business at Red-book, and just a few days later was fully ensconced at Cosmo. The first months on the job were absolutely nutty. Several dozen people resigned during this time, most of them to join

         the former editor in chief at her new job but others bailed because they didn’t want to go through another round of changes.

         I was afraid that at any moment I’d find myself putting out the magazine with 

         only seven other people, just like the way I used to put on talent shows in my backyard.

      


      Also, because Cosmo has more editorial pages than most other magazines, the volume of work was much greater than what I was used to. There were

         plenty of moments when I was racing around like the proverbial chicken with its head cut off.

      


      There’s one story that sums up perfectly how frenzied I felt during the first months. One day, to my complete horror, I suspected

         that I might be pregnant (not something I had planned). I bought a home pregnancy test and took it in the private bathroom

         that Helen Brown had installed. According to the instructions on the box, the results would appear in just sixty seconds.

         And you know what I thought? Great, sixty seconds—I’ll use that time to do something else. I left the bathroom and raced over to the art department to sign off on some layouts. And I became so immersed in what I

         was doing that I forgot to go back and check the results. I didn’t realize until I arrived home later that I never looked

         at the stick. (I had to wait until the next day to, with relief, discover the minus sign.)

      


      But eventually the staff stabilized, I filled the vacant positions with my own team, and I adjusted to the volume of work.

         And it was then that I began to discover how much I loved my job. Because Cosmo is a magazine that’s edgy and a little over the top, it was easy to attract dynamic people to work there, and being around

         them every day was an absolute blast. Also, running a magazine with such iconic status offered me amazing access and opportunities.

         Perfect example: a few months after I started, Donald Trump called to invite me to lunch so he could tell me about a modeling

         agency he was involved in. After a fantastic meal at the four-star Jean Georges restaurant, where the staff did everything

         

         short of massage my calves, Donald suggested that we skip dessert so he could show me something interesting. We jumped into

         his stretch limo, drove across town, and he took me up to the top floor of one of the buildings he was in the midst of constructing.

         He said he thought I’d get a kick out of seeing the view and meeting some of the construction guys he worked with. It kind

         of makes me a precursor to one of the candidates on The Apprentice, doesn’t it?

      


      All sorts of opportunities like this fell in my lap because of the job, though sometimes I made sure they happened—like when we were shooting Hugh Grant for a story. I told the art director I would drop by the studio that

         day because Hugh was an extremely important celebrity and I wanted to be sure everything was going perfectly. Yeah, right.

         By the way, he’s just as hunky in person as he is on screen.

      


      Best of all, though, was discovering how much I loved working on the actual content of the magazine. It was fun, gutsy, and

         inspiring. When Helen Gurley Brown revitalized Cosmopolitan in 1965, from a dull about-to-fold general interest magazine (she’d been given the chance because of the success of her book),

         she had a very clear mission in mind: to make it the single girl’s bible. Through the second half of the century, Cosmo reassured women that they could have a hunky guy, a hot career, and plenty of happiness if they were willing to work for

         it. It ran articles that tried to boost their confidence and teach them what they needed to know.

      


      I was smart enough to realize that the basic formula still made sense, and I didn’t tinker with it. We’re still about living

         large and being on top of your game—whether in love, sex, or life. We give readers plenty of strategies for doing so—strategies

         for work, 

         style, personal growth, and perhaps most important, for men and relationships. As one of my editors says, at Cosmo, we’re fluent in dude.

      


      It’s been nearly nine years and I still find each moment at Cosmo thrilling. There’s not a single day when I don’t learn at least ten new things.

      


      So here are eighty-six of my favorite strategies for being on top—from how to make a dazzling impression, to how to get a

         man to open up, to how to keep sex with your partner extremely hot.

      


      I hope these lessons prove as useful for you as they have for me.


   

      


            PART ONE



			

      YOU ON TOP


      Starting Now

         

      


	  



   

      


            ONE



      How to Figure Out WhatYou Want in Life


      I guess you could say I was lucky because from the time I was young I had a fairly clear idea that I wanted to be a writer

         and editor one day, and that meant I didn’t have to lurch around in my twenties figuring out my destiny. I composed lots of

         silly plays, poetry, and short stories as a kid, and though at first I wasn’t sure what type of writer I wanted to be, eventually

         I started reading magazines and began fantasizing about one day living in a cute little apartment in Manhattan and working

         for a women’s magazine.

      


      Nowadays they call it having a vision for your future, but back then it was simply thought of as knowing what you wanted to

         do when you grew up. Some people just have a sense from an early age what their destiny is. When I met Cyndi Lauper at a recent

         luncheon, I asked her when she realized that she had a unique voice and would become a singer. “At two,” she said. Celebrity

         stylist Rachel Zoe, who writes a fashion column for us, says that as early as second grade, it was pretty clear she was going

         to be a stylist. She went through the closet of a boy she was friends with and laid out a week’s worth of clothes for him

         to wear to school because she didn’t think he dressed hip enough.

      


      I never felt smug because I had my career epiphany so early, 

         but I was grateful. When I reached my twenties, I met more than a few people who still weren’t sure what they wanted to do

         with their lives and were frustrated because of it.

      


      But eventually I came to see that it doesn’t matter a whole lot if you’re one of the early birds. People who figure out their

         calling later can be just as happy and successful. And besides, an early epiphany takes you only so far in life. Over time

         you change and your desires may change, too. Even if, at age twenty-four, you are absolutely positive of what you want, you

         may find yourself restless and yearning for something new at thirty-five—and not at all sure what that should be.

      


      I’ve experienced that a couple of times during my professional life, before I got to Cosmo. At one point my restlessness was so pronounced that I consulted with a career coach for guidance. She suggested I go home,

         take out a piece of paper, and write down the answer to the following question: “What’s missing?” It was an interesting assignment,

         but I didn’t make much progress with it. I knew I was missing a sense of accomplishment and excitement in my work, and yet

         I didn’t know how to generate them.

      


      I followed up with a few other strategies. For instance, I dug out a legal pad and made a list of my likes and dislikes. I

         took a daylong seminar in which I and the other participants were encouraged to nearly talk ourselves to death in order to

         discover what really lit our fire. I thumbed through a few books on the subject, too, including What Color Is Your Parachute? which has sold about six billion copies. It offers a workbook in the back that is supposed to guide you to your true calling,

         but the thought of filling it out seemed as appealing as washing a mountain of panty hose by hand.

      


      Fast-forward a couple of years. I was still in magazines (not at 

         Cosmo yet), but also writing a book about successful women, listening each day to different ones describe their passion and how

         they managed to turn it into a brilliant career. Since I had reached a decent level of success in my own life, I wasn’t expecting

         to learn anything staggeringly new from these women. But when I was all done with my research, I realized there was a fascinating

         common denominator among most of the women. They had discovered what lit their fire not by thinking, journaling, filling out

         worksheets, or talking ad nauseam, but by bumping into it somewhere—while seeing a play, for instance, or traveling, or admiring a necklace someone was wearing, or visiting a friend’s

         workplace, or in one case while riding the L in Chicago.

      


      But it wasn’t until I arrived at Cosmo that this fact really crystallized for me—partly because of a charming story my original fashion director, Elaine D’Farley,

         told me. I asked Elaine why she had pursued a career in fashion, expecting her to say that she’d always loved that world and

         had studied at the Fashion Institute of Technology, like lots of girls in her field. But she said she’d actually been an art

         major in college and after graduation had been clueless about her calling in life. For lack of anything better to do, she

         had followed a boyfriend to Egypt, and one day while out exploring, they came upon a team from a European magazine shooting

         a fashion story. She was mesmerized as she watched the fashion stylist work, and even ended up holding one of the light reflectors.

      


      “I knew right then that I wanted to be a fashion stylist,” she told me. “I guess you have to be on a bus to Cairo to figure

         out what you want.”

      


      The way she said it was so damn poetic but also summed up what I’d learned from all those women: the best way to figure out

         

         what you’re yearning for is not to talk yourself hoarse or think so hard you blow a gasket in your brain but to board a bus—literally

         as well as figuratively. The point is to just try lots of new and different things so that you have plenty of opportunity

         to meet up with your passion. Fly the ocean in a silver plane, visit galleries, take classes (though not necessarily in what

         you think you’re looking for but something offbeat instead), make lunch dates with intriguing people you’ve met but never thought you’d

         call. Trust me, if you keep doing this, at some unexpected moment, something will call out to you.

      


   

      


            TWO



      Toss Out Your Five-Year Plan


      Has anyone ever asked you, “Where do you see yourself five years from now?” It’s a question that used to be routinely tossed

         out by prospective bosses during job interviews. You were supposed to offer an answer that disclosed intense ambition on your

         part—though you had to be careful not to drool with greed as you talked, or look voraciously at the desk of the person conducting

         the interview!

      


      People don’t ask that question as often as they used to, but it still pops up—not only in job interviews but also when friends

         are brainstorming with you about your future. Do you see yourself married in five years? Having kids? Running a company? You’re

         supposed to give an answer.

      


      I’ve come to believe, though, that plotting out your life in five-or ten- or twenty-year installments isn’t necessarily very

         helpful, and even has the potential to thwart you. I’m not suggesting you just wing it or stumble along purposelessly. It’s

         important to have a rough sense of the things you want in life and how you’d like to unfurl your fabulous talents. When you

         mentally declare things like “I want children someday” or “I won’t be truly happy unless I have my picture taken in front

         of the Taj Mahal,” it sets a course for you and encourages you to make choices that over time facilitate those desires. But

         there’s a danger in being so locked into a life scheme that you miss an opportunity that’s smack-dab in the 

         road in front of you or a new adventure that beckons you from a mysterious side road off to the right or left. A line of philosopher

         Joseph Campbell’s sums it up so beautifully: “We must be willing to get rid of the life we’ve planned, so as to have the life

         that is waiting for us.”

      


      I really started to think hard about this issue after I’d fallen in love with my current job. If there was one thing I knew

         for sure when I’d been offered the position, it was that I’d never fantasized about being the editor of Cosmo and in fact, couldn’t quite picture myself in the job even as it was being presented to me. But the dubious part of my brain

         was overridden by a part that was intrigued, hungry for change, curious about a new adventure, and I confess, exhilarated

         at the thought of being able to tell people what I did for a living. Being so happy in a job I once couldn’t have imagined

         accepting has been proof to me that there’s a risk in holding too firmly to a long-term plan.

      


      A rigid five- or ten- or twenty-year plan can not only prevent you from being receptive to unexpected opportunities, but it

         can also depress the hell out of you if it doesn’t pan out. I have a friend who has her heart set on a certain job, the end-point

         position that you can reach in her field. More and more, though, it’s looking as if it’s not in the cards for her—maybe she’s

         not political enough or not cut out for it after all or maybe she just didn’t end up in the right place at the right time.

         She’s very talented and hardworking and could probably flourish in a slightly different field, but she’s unwilling to give

         up that old dream she had for herself. And it’s really bumming her out.

      


      Since I’ve come to Cosmo, what I’ve decided works best for me is to live a little ahead of myself—kind of like the way your 

         cell phone roams for service when you are outside of your designated territory. I try to keep my ears perked and mind open.

      


      I’ve torn up my five- and ten-year plans and instead I keep a crazy list on my BlackBerry of all the fascinating things that

         I might want to try one day—like living in Provence with my husband or studying forensics at John Jay College of Criminal Justice.

         Consider keeping a list like that instead of a definitive plan. Over time you can explore the items that intrigue you the

         most and then decide if they still grab you or not.

      


      Also, never say no to any opportunity until you’ve considered it for at least twenty-four hours. If you’re in a muddle, ask

         yourself, Despite the fact that this is making me feel anxious or uncomfortable, is there a chance my life might become more interesting

            and exciting if I said yes?


   

      


            THREE



      Don’t Believe Everything You Think


      After I got the Cosmo job, there was one thing that haunted me for months: the job had turned out to be such a perfect fit for me, and yet I knew,

         beyond a shadow of a doubt, that if the position hadn’t been offered cold to me and the company had instead announced a major

         search for an editor in chief, I would never have thrown my hat into the ring. I wouldn’t have thought that the job would

         appeal to me or that I’d be considered the right candidate.

      


      Why did that knowledge haunt me? Because I’d always thought that I was capable of making a fair assessment of my strengths

         and weaknesses as well as my true needs and desires. It perturbed me that other people (all the executives in the company

         who’d weighed in) had so clearly seen an ideal opportunity for me whereas I would have been blind to it. I wanted to figure

         out how to prevent myself from being so obtuse in the future.

      


      I finally came to accept, however, that we don’t always view ourselves accurately and we don’t necessarily know what’s best

         for us. When we’re at a crossroads in life or trying to evaluate what step to take, we shouldn’t necessarily believe what

         we think. In certain instances we may be dead wrong. Other people may actually know better than we do.

      


      So how can you tell when what you believe is right and when it’s dangerously off the mark?

      


      

         After torturing myself for months, here’s what I’ve decided. First, it helps to listen to little things people say about you.

         Not mean-spirited, catty comments, but remarks (off the cuff ones, too) from pals, bosses, and even casual acquaintances that

         run against the grain of what you’ve been telling yourself. We did an interview with Matthew McConaughey in 2005, and I was

         struck by this one little story he told. After he’d broken into films and was finally earning decent money, he hired a maid

         to come to his place every other day. One night he described to a friend how great it was to have maid service and the fact

         that the woman even ironed his jeans. His friend replied, “That’s cool—if you want your jeans ironed.” McConaughey said that he thought about it and realized that no, actually, he didn’t really want or need his jeans ironed. And it made him think about all the other things he didn’t really need in life. He

         said that since then he’s tended to live pretty simply.

      


      While I was brooding about my lack of self-awareness I remembered a telling incident. When Helen Gurley Brown retired from

         Cosmo, the job of editor in chief went to someone else, who held it for eighteen months. After Helen’s replacement was announced,

         a man in my company pulled me aside and asked if I was upset. “Gosh, no,” I said without a morsel of insincerity. But in hindsight,

         I should have noodled over his comment. Could I have been a candidate? What did he see in me that I was oblivious to?

      


      It also helps to pump friends for feedback and advice. Let’s say you feel at a crossroads in your life and aren’t sure what

         to do. Ask a friend, “Where do you see me next?” or “What do you think would make me happy at this point in my life?” The answer may reveal an appreciation of a strength of yours that you

         

         haven’t acknowledged or have always pooh-poohed. Or they may bring up a dream you mentioned years ago but put aside.

      


      Of course, you have to ask the right friend, someone who has always had your back and doesn’t feel any instinct to undermine

         you. At my first magazine job there was a woman one level up whom I considered my role model. She was a respected writer,

         not brilliant but clever and super industrious. I was thrilled when my writing started to earn raves just as hers did. One

         day she pulled me aside and told me she had figured out exactly what I should do with my life. I nearly panted in anticipation,

         hoping that she was about to say something like “I see you becoming a star writer and turning out bestselling books that get

         made into movies with Robert Redford in the male lead.” Instead she announced, “I think you should run for Congress one day.”

         It nearly knocked the wind out of me.

      


      Another strategy is to dare to challenge your own thinking and turn it on its ear. Ask yourself, Why do I believe that? Why do I think that will make me happy? Why don’t I think I could handle that? Martha Beck, a wonderful life coach and author of Finding Your Own North Star: Claiming the Life You Were Meant to Live, told me that in order to figure out where our real desires lie, we need to separate our essential self from the socialized

         self. “The essential self responds to what’s innate and intuitive,” she says. Or in other words, what we really love doing.

         The socialized self, on the other hand, gets caught up in compliance with what other people want from us. “We have a fear of social consequences so we modify our behavior to please others.”

      


      Hindsight can be a good tool for tapping into the essential self. Think about what made you feel good in the past, what left

         you with a feeling of bliss. That’s what you should be aiming for. Consider 

         what your life would be like if you do more of that thing. Play this game, Beck suggests: ask yourself, When time flies, what is it that I’m doing? Then imagine someone calling

         you up and offering you the opportunity to do that as much as you desire. Now look for a job or situation that comes as close

         to that as possible as opposed to the one you may think you need.

      


   

      


            FOUR



      Almost Anything Can Benefitfrom Some Added Sex Appeal


      As I’ve said before, during the past few years I’ve thought a lot about sexiness. Mostly it’s been in relation to helping women

         know what nabs a guy’s attention—what kind of hair is sexy, for instance, or what kind of words, when whispered in his ear,

         will work him into a frenzy. But as I’ve given so much thought to the subject, I’ve come to realize that sex appeal matters

         in far more situations than just guy-girl dynamics, and that there are tons of instances in which it pays to make something

         sexier. If, let’s say, the PowerPoint presentations you give at work seem to lower the pulse of most of your audience, or you rarely

         hear back when you send out a résumé, or the people you meet at parties are often eyeing the bar within forty-five seconds

         of the introduction, it’s probably time to “sexify.”

      


      By “sexify” I don’t mean making presentations dressed in a thong bikini or starting cover letters with phrases like “I hear

         you’re a really hot boss and I’d love to show you my stuff.” The word sexy today has a broader definition than being sexually suggestive or stimulating. Sexy means exciting, appealing, fascinating, captivating, intriguing, alluring, and ultimately tempting. When I work on coverlines, I try to make them as sexy as possible, and the question I always ask myself is: Are they intriguing

         

         enough to tempt a girl to walk across a crowded store and buy the issue? You could use the same criteria for many other things

         in life. Is your resumé intriguing enough to tempt a prospective employer to call you? Is your cocktail chatter so fascinating

         that it will tempt someone to stay even longer to talk to you? Will the cookies you donate to the school bake sale tempt someone

         to buy them? Is your invitation going to tempt people to come to your party or event? Will your opening statement at a meeting

         tempt everyone to listen closely?

      


      You’re probably thinking, Well, of course I’m always aiming for that kind of response. But we often pull back slightly in our efforts—out of self-consciousness or fear of seeming too forward or flashy. Adding

         just a little sex appeal can make all the difference.

      


      Speaking of bake sales, not long after I landed the Cosmo job, my son needed me to make cupcakes for a bake sale fund-raiser at his school. I knew that plenty of the nonworking moms

         would be whipping up fabulous confections, but since I couldn’t start my baking until after dinner and homework, I wouldn’t

         be able to produce anything very magical. That was a bummer, because I wanted my son to be proud of his cupcakes, and for

         his sake, I wanted them to sell. I dashed out to buy chocolate cake mix and a few tubs of chocolate frosting, and as an afterthought, I picked up a huge

         container of colored sprinkles. Once the cupcakes had cooled, I laid the frosting on extra thick and piled on tons of sprinkles.

      


      The next day I dropped off my son, along with the cupcakes, at the cafeteria where the bake sale was happening, and then delivered

         my daughter to her classroom. When I returned to the cafeteria a while later to see how things were going, I noticed a 

         few kids stuffing my chocolate cupcakes into their mouths—and there were only two left on the platter. The cupcakes had sold like the proverbial hotcakes. Maybe they were made from a box mix, but I suddenly

         realized that with their mounds of chocolate icing and billions of carnival-colored sprinkles, they were the sexiest damn

         baked goods in the entire cafeteria.

      


      Here are a few thoughts on sexifying:


      

	  	
Go for big–in size and numbers. That’s part of what makes Cosmo covers so sexy: big hair, big lips, big cleavage, big attitude—and big numbers, too, such as “101 Sex Tips” and “50 Fun Ways

         to Get Close to Him.” Your living room might be sexier and more inviting with a whole bunch of chenille-covered throw pillows

         on the couch. Your résumé might be more compelling with a bigger typeface. Recently, I read a written critique of a magazine

         by a woman up for a major job in the industry. The font size she chose was much larger than normal and numerous sentences

         were in bold. I couldn’t stop reading it.

      


      	
Think red. According to Lisa Herbert, executive VP of Pan-tone, a company that specializes in color communication technology, red sends

         a message that you are sexy and exciting.

      


      	
Connect with your “audience” as much as possible. When I write coverlines, I try to use the word you at least several times on a single cover. That’s because people find it totally seductive when you’re focusing on them. When

         you give a talk or a speech, mention what you believe to be concerns felt by your audience. Ask them questions.

      


      	
Connect on a physical plane, too. Offer a really firm handshake 

         and don’t quickly yank your hand away. Hold eye contact, too.

      

	  	        I once had the opportunity to sit next to Bill Clinton at dinner—he liked my mysteries and had requested to meet me. Okay,

         the guy is so charismatic you feel some kind of force field when you’re around him. People talk about his amazing eye contact

         and it’s really true. He looks you in the eye and holds it, and it’s a uniquely disconcerting but amazing experience. In fact,

         Bob Woodward, whom I met once at a luncheon, told me that when he interviewed Clinton during his presidency, Clinton did the

         eye-holding thing even while he downed a Diet Coke, and he kept his eyes on Woodward right through the bottom of the glass!

         You don’t want to go overboard with it, but locking eyes with someone can have a powerful impact.

      




      	
Tease. Teasing has lots of sex appeal. And you don’t have to do it just when you’re dying to jump into bed with someone. A comment

         like “I have an idea that could save the company a ton of money—can we meet later to discuss it?” will work your boss into

         a lather.
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