



[image: Cover]













[image: Book Title Page]
















Copyright


Copyright © 2018 by Pamela Anderson and Shmuley Boteach


Cover copyright © 2018 by Hachette Book Group, Inc.


Hachette Book Group supports the right to free expression and the value of copyright. The purpose of copyright is to encourage writers and artists to produce the creative works that enrich our culture.


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book without permission is a theft of the author’s intellectual property. If you would like permission to use material from the book (other than for review purposes), please contact permissions@hbgusa.com. Thank you for your support of the author’s rights.


Center Street


Hachette Book Group


1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10104


centerstreet.com


twitter.com/centerstreet


First Edition: April 2018


Center Street is a division of Hachette Book Group, Inc. The Center Street name and logo are trademarks of Hachette Book Group, Inc.


The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.


The Hachette Speakers Bureau provides a wide range of authors for speaking events. To find out more, go to www.HachetteSpeakersBureau.com or call (866) 376-6591.


Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data has been applied for.


LCCN: 2017959355


ISBNs: 978-1-4789-9278-3 (hardcover), 978-1-4789-9277-6 (ebook)


E3-20180329-JV-NF















PAMELA ANDERSON:


For my wonderfully


spirited and talented boys.


Brandon and Dylan Lee


who were raised


by wolves,


with wisdom inspired by


ancient cultures,


mythology, music and art—


I admire your courage,


your independence


and the extreme faith you both have


in yourselves—


To be you


and no one else


is the hardest and most rewarding road.


I love you endlessly.


With pride,


Your wild and loving


Mom















RABBI SHMULEY BOTEACH:


To my sons-in-law Arik, Yossi, and Moshe


For loving my daughters and being real husband material




There are three things that are too amazing for me,


four that I do not understand:


the way of an eagle in the sky,


the way of a snake on a rock,


the way of a ship on the high seas,


and the way of a man with a young woman.


Proverbs 30:18–19
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PREFACE BY



PAMELA ANDERSON


When two people from radically different backgrounds agree wholeheartedly on something, listen closely. There is a good chance that what they have to say might just be important. Let this book be the proof of that. The co-authors of this book, Rabbi Shmuley Boteach and I, are indeed very different people, from very different traditions, and with very different approaches to life and the world. An outspoken, courageous, and prolific speaker and writer, Shmuley is also a religious teacher. The perspective he brings to Lust for Love is drawn from years of experience providing advice and counseling to married couples.


My background contrasts with Shmuley’s. Many would consider it the opposite of his. But while the broad strokes of my biography are well known, there is also a private side of my life that few will have heard. I started modeling for Playboy at the age of twenty-two and spent my twenties as a cast member on Baywatch. At an age when most people are discovering themselves for the first time as adults—in a time before the Internet had yet taken over our lives and everyone had a taste of celebrity—I found myself sharing my own image with a generation. I watched as my name broke out from my immediate circle of friends, eventually reaching households all over the world. Surreally, I was called a “sex symbol,” a “bombshell,” a “goddess.”


It was a disconcerting experience for a shy, small-town girl from Vancouver Island—a quiet, studious girl who loved her mom and dad but who also had to deal with no small amount of trauma. In the early days it was tough, grappling with uncertainty and the sense of exposure. But I discovered I felt comfortable as long as I pretended to be someone else—playing the part in public, finding within myself a different persona for every shoot.


Some might smirk, but in no way do I want to disown the Playboy years or diminish their importance to me. These experiences were a sort of university for me. Through them, I was given the opportunity to meet and befriend fascinating and beguiling people—men and women, souls and intellects—whose experiences and character and wisdom shaped me. It was an education—unique and brilliant and precious. Thinking of these years I am reminded of the words Anaïs Nin wrote on the development of woman on her own terms, rather than as an imitation of man. The theme of “woman finding her own language, articulating her own feelings, discovering her own perceptions.”1


It’s sometimes assumed that I should want to renounce those years as decadent or foolish. This is not the case. In hindsight, I am very proud of the independent, unorthodox path I took, a path that allowed me to develop on my own terms, and not—as some might presume—on the terms of men. I am proud of the intense spiritual rewards my life has brought me and the wisdom I have been lucky enough to receive.


Most of all, I am proud and in awe of the women I’ve met along the way—powerful, wise, fascinating women; women as diverse and varied, as contradictory and manifold, as the types Nin lists in her diaries: “the masculine, objective one; the child woman of the world; the maternal woman; the sensation-seeker; the unconsciously dramatic one; the churlish one; the cold, egotistical one; and the healing, intuitive guide-woman.”2


I want to do justice to these women. I don’t at all renounce my past. It is out of those experiences—and with these companions and guides—that I was able to define myself. It would have been so easy to lose myself then, eclipsed behind a stream of images. But I was there, among these women, and it is there I came to understand the power and autonomy that was available to me in sensuality, there that I came to possess myself in that power, and that is what saved me.


It hasn’t all been roses. Over the years, I learned that fame can also be a prison. It can leave very little room for a real person to live behind it, very little space for honesty, and very little time to age, or mourn, or love. Life is untidier than celebrity makes out. At times in my life it has been hard to shake the sense that my life was happening to someone else—that I was the lesser twin to my public image: Pamela and me. It was Pamela who won the praise and the credit, renowned but shallow, never really allowed or expected to have any depth, while I was the thoughtful, sensitive one, reading voraciously, searching for meaning, suffering through my divorce and raising my boys, sometimes waking up and wondering where the last twenty years had gone.


“Look for something hard enough and you will find it,” my father once told me. Lately, I have taken a hard look at my life and experiences, and I’ve realized that I have a lot to say. Playboy models aren’t supposed to have much to say—at least according to some—but it is this very background that I draw on for my philosophy. That’s why, when I first met Rabbi Shmuley Boteach, I did not expect that we would find so much to agree on.


I was introduced to Shmuley through mutual friends based in Malibu. He wanted to recognize my activism at the Champions of Jewish Values International Awards Gala. I was honored that I—having no Jewish background—would be recognized in this way. I went along, curious to meet him. Our first conversations were cordial but fascinating. He had heard I was a very good mother and was interested in how this reconciled with my public image.


At the time, I was going through a difficult stage of my life and was preoccupied with the problem of happiness in marriage. Naturally, the discussion turned to this theme—to marriage and the difficulties it faces in our society. I was fascinated to discover the wealth of insight he had into both the eternal and modern problems of love. He had a great ability to put his finger on the complexities of romantic life, concisely and simply. It was a surprise to me to discover a religious teacher who was so awake to the needs of intimacy between lovers, who understood that love must closely trace the contours of passion if it is to endure.


I was also intrigued to discover my beliefs about the importance of sensuality and sex in marriage being reflected back in fluent quotations from scripture. My father gave me a keen interest in mythology and folklore, and I have always had a huge respect for the wisdom buried in the mythologies of ancient cultures. So it was there—not in religious scripture—that I always looked to get perspective on human sexuality. On reflection, though, it is not surprising there is agreement between mythology and religion. Religious traditions are also human traditions, and sex and love are at the core of human experience. Such timeless and enduring expressions of human experience would naturally contain the same basic truths, the same delicate wisdom.


As fascinated as I was with his ideas, Rabbi Shmuley was also intrigued by mine. He was very interested in what he saw as apocalyptic contradictions in my character and how they related to the topics we were talking about. It was clear from our discussion that I—just like anyone—have experienced my share of heartache in life. But, he exclaimed, if anyone should be free of the loneliness of our society, surely, it should be me. It should be Pamela—the lifelong cover girl. The woman who—as the tabloids and gossip blogs would have it—could have any man she wants. If Pamela could be lonely, if her heart could be broken, that’s an apocalypse! What hope is there for anyone else?


Of course, as we both knew, this is a myth—I am a human being just like anyone else. Experiences affect me as much as they do anyone else. And, as the great psychologist Carl Jung once wrote, “Even a happy life cannot be without a measure of darkness, and the word happy would lose its meaning if it were not balanced by sadness.” But the question itself was fruitful. We decided that perhaps, instead of despair, it would give people hope or reprieve to know that we are all—without exception—on the great quest for romantic companionship and sexual contentment. During the course of our conversation, we realized that this supposed contradiction in me led deeper into the issues we were discussing, toward an understanding of the reasons for the death of love, of passion, of sex, in our contemporary society.


That was when we decided to work together on a book—a book that would capture these tensions, that would diagnose the problems of romantic passion in the twenty-first century, and that would point toward the solutions. Our book is a call for a fundamental change in relationships that will impact not only individuals but society as a whole. We want to inspire a revolution in human affairs that we believe must happen to afford the greatest possibility of romantic fulfillment to the greatest number of people. It is a sensual revolution that follows other cultural and sexual upheavals in our recent past, an adjustment that can restore balance to the way men and women relate to each other.


This transformation isn’t something new to humanity. We experienced it a long time ago. We simply need to rediscover it and practice it once again in our modern relationships. Ancient mythologies carry its secrets. It is the first flowering of human sexuality in a time before histories were written, and it can be found throughout the literature and poetry and philosophy of every age and every culture. It is the enduring art of human intimacy.


Our book is about how it has been lost, and not for the first time. Human intimacy has been distorted before, by technologies that changed the way people connected to each other, and it was necessary each time for society to relearn how to love. In 1946, Nin wrote of “the dangerous time when mechanical voices, radios, telephones, take the place of human intimacies, and the concept of being in touch with millions brings a greater and greater poverty in intimacy and human vision.”3


We are living through a similar change. How much has the “communications revolution” impoverished intimacy? There have been great strides forward in recent decades: sexual liberation, global activism, and a revolution in information. These are precious gains and should not be lost. But without a practiced understanding of the mysteries of human intimacy and sensuality, the technologies of our age can easily lead us into alienation, disaffection, and loneliness.


Shmuley and I agree: if the arts of intimacy and sensuality have been forgotten, they must be remembered again. Our culture must rediscover sensuality and sexiness, for the sake of meaning and value in our intimate lives. Our hope is that this book—the joint efforts of the most unlikely of co-authors: a rabbi and a Playboy cover girl—can help make that happen.













PREFACE BY



RABBI SHMULEY BOTEACH


When Pamela and I did our first TV interview together about sex and relationships on The Dr. Oz Show, Mehmet, our host and a friend of many years, asked me what she and I had in common that would cause us to share a joint message on eroticism and desire. I answered that it was all so plainly evident: An international sex symbol and a global object of desire, joining with a famous actress and animal rights activist, to rescue relationships.


The audience chuckled.


In truth, I had been offering a variation of this joke years before I ever met Pamela. When my book Kosher Sex was first published in the United Kingdom in 1998 and I began lecturing about the book around the world, people wanted to know what my credentials were to offer the public advice about sex. I responded, “My name is Shmu-ley, a contraction of two Hebrew root words. ‘Shmu,’ from the Hebrew root word, ‘Shamoo,’ meaning ‘Killer Whale.’ And ‘Lee,’ from the Hebrew root words ‘Pamela Anderson Lee.’ When you put them together, you get ‘Larger than life Jewish sex god.’”


It’s time for a more serious response. What could I, a rabbi, possibly have in common with one of the world’s most recognizable sex symbols, enough to write an entire book about sensuality, eroticism, and relationships? The answer of course is being human. No matter our backgrounds or beliefs, we all essentially want the same thing, and that’s especially true when it comes to relationships. What every person seeks in a romantic relationship is a contradiction: passion and intimacy, a lover who is also our soul mate, which is why it’s so difficult to achieve.


On the one hand, we want passion and excitement—an end to boredom. We want to feel wild desire. We want someone’s touch to take us to the moon and back in an erotic encounter. This comes from novelty, adventure, and risk. It comes from sharing our bodies with a lover. On the other hand, we seek companionship and an end to loneliness. We want true human warmth and authentic intimacy. This comes from precisely the opposite—sharing everyday experiences and routines with someone who begins as a stranger and ends up a soul mate.


Whether you’re a rabbi or a Playboy cover girl, your desire for these conflicting needs is ever present. Being human entails searching for the fire of passion and the cool waters of intimacy. But fire and water don’t mix. One extinguishes the other. Hence, most people fail at maximizing their relationships. We see this all around, especially when people say that their husband or wife is their best friend, connoting a close yet largely causal relationship bereft of erotic lust and fiery desire.


From our first conversations, Pamela and I agreed that every person pursues these opposing conditions and ends up frustrated. A celebrity of significant stature can feel this more acutely than most, as life lived on the red carpet can lead to an addiction to excitement. But the exclusivity of fame can induce a greater feeling of isolation and solitude.


I was amazed at Pamela’s candor in discussing her own romantic journey and relationships. We hit it off from our first conversations on the subject. I am someone who values honesty and forthrightness, and Pamela was a model of trust and sharing. She has a world of experience with little hesitation to impart her valuable insights. It was clear that even if we disagreed somewhat on how a person might arrive at the twin goals of passion and intimacy, we were in full agreement that human fulfillment depends on reaching that destination.


Moreover, we agreed that the unique conditions of the modern world were undermining our ability to achieve these vital objectives. We agreed that porn was objectifying women and making it harder for men to experience feminine depth, even as we disagreed as to whether or not Playboy was a culprit. We agreed that the overtly sexual nature of modern society was impeding our experience of sensuality, even as we disagreed on what constituted sexual overexposure. And we agreed that lovemaking in our society had lost its erotic underpinnings, even as we disagreed on how it could be recaptured. Above all else, we agreed that what was needed to right this ship was not an evolutionary approach of predictable advice but a revolution in romantic thinking and erotic purpose. The result is a uniquely resplendent book, approached from utterly different experiences but pointing to the same promised land of passionate connection and intimate oneness.


The reader would be forgiven for assuming that in this book I, as the rabbi, am the traditionalist while Pamela represents the voice of liberal openness. In truth, Pamela wowed me from the outset with her solid commitment to traditional values. She spoke constantly of the inspiration she received from two parents who have loved each other in a decades-long marriage. I am the one who is a child of divorce. She told me of her deep desire to find fulfillment in a monogamous and committed relationship, while I was the one who wrote a book called Kosher Adultery, enjoining husbands and wives to have an affair with each other and spice up marriage with radical honesty and erotic fantasy. Above all else, Pamela shared with me her constant efforts to raise two young men who cherish and respect women, while I have strived, as the father of six daughters, to raise women who love marriage but never lose their independence. The moral of the story is that we humans are complicated creatures and what you see is not always what you get.


But then religion has been misunderstood as being hostile to sex from its inception. We’ve all heard the old wives’ tales of priests warning boys that masturbation will lead to blindness or that Catholicism insists that sex is only for having babies. In truth, Judaism is a deeply erotic religion that orders a man to pleasure his wife sexually before he himself is pleasured. It is a religion that has long advocated that desire is more important than compatibility, that lust is greater than love, that carnal connection is the highest form of knowledge, and that sex is not for procreation but for conjoining husband and wife as bone of one bone and flesh of one flesh. The holiest book of the Jewish Biblical canon, says the Talmud, is Solomon’s erotic love poem captured in Song of Solomon. In Judaism, sex is the very soul of marriage, and a termination of a couple’s sex life constitutes a functional termination of the marriage itself. The pragmatic nature of marriage today as an institution primarily promoting companionship and friendship rather than fostering and sustaining deep erotic longing is utterly foreign to the Jewish faith.


Being a child of divorce forces you to address the confusing question of how two people responsible for your very existence could have ever been driven apart. Is there some sort of magic glue that can keep a man and woman happily under the same roof for the duration of their lives and can avoid that painful outcome, and what can you, their offspring, add to the equation? Is marriage an ossified institution that has passed its shelf life, and are your parents better off apart?


I was lucky in that, from an early age, I came down firmly on the side of marriage. I believe that having a soul mate as a lifelong partner is humanity’s greatest blessing and that we have to find a remedy to the increasing landscape of broken hearts and shattered homes—and not just for the benefit of children who deserve to witness parents who are still in love, but for the participants in the marriage itself.


Marriage is not a prison. We do not stay together because kids need security or because we have a mortgage that has to be paid off. Rather, we stay together because desire and longing have been sustained and erotic interest in one another has increased through shared experienced. I reject marriage as an institution and embrace it instead as an instrument of erotic expression. I reject monogamy as deadening and embrace it instead as the avenue by which to fully focus our sexual lust. And I reject commitment as something confining and embrace it instead as the fullest means by which we humans attach ourselves to our other half.


As a student of Jewish mysticism, I have long been conditioned to identify the essence of another person from which all seemingly unrelated actions flow. Pamela is a fervent proponent of animal rights, and when we honored her at our Champions of Jewish Values International Awards Gala for standing up for Israel, she praised the Jewish state as a country with one of the highest rates of vegetarianism and veganism (wow, who knew?). I have since come to understand that her unmatched championing of animal welfare stems from her deep attachment to every incarnation of life. And what is sexuality other than humankind’s most passionate expression of feeling alive? It is this feeling that we wish to impart to the reader.


In our time, the deep yearning for sexual connection is being replaced with a shallow desire for sexual conquest. Building erotic yearning is being replaced with immediately satiating every sexual itch. And sexuality is overtaking sensuality. The two are not the same. Whereas the former is a strictly carnal experience of bodily friction leading to climax, the latter is an electrifying elixir of psychological and spiritual indulgence leading to the orchestration of two halves as one whole. The former employs our genitalia as the principal sexual organ, while the latter melds the mind and heart into an explosive carnival of sensual delight.


Should we be surprised, then, that ours is a generation of marital sexual famine, where the average couple has sex once a week for seven minutes on average, and nearly one out of four couples has no sex at all? When sex is reduced to unimaginative predictability and rote, when lovemaking becomes a rushed means to orgasmic end, when foreplay is passed over for immediate penetration, should we be surprised that television becomes the most exciting thing happening in the bedroom?


Our book seeks to reverse these corrosive trends by restoring lovemaking to what it was always meant to be: a deep and passionate desire to know and experience another person in the deepest possible way. It may seem odd that two bodies locked together in an erotic charge can provide for a far deeper understanding than a conversation or the exchange of ideas. But then, knowing someone experientially is always superior to knowing the person intellectually. The heart has always been superior to the mind. That we are blind to this truth speaks volumes about the blissful ignorance of relationships and how much sex has been degraded in our time.


And that’s what so intrigued me about Pamela. While she was being portrayed as the object of fantasy and the incarnation of desire, she was herself fantasizing about passionate monogamy and an erotic connection in a committed relationship.


This is not a book for the faint of heart. It rejects prudery in favor of erotic openness just as it rejects sexual license in favor of romantic focus. The false choice that has been visited upon us moderns between the extremes of a pragmatic and predictable partnership, on the one hand, and base pornography on the other is one that should be repudiated utterly.


It’s time we recaptured the ancient idea of the sacred feminine not as a woman of wifely duty and pious virtue but as a risk-taking adventuress whose very being captures the infinite possibility of joyous sex. Husbands must come to recognize that even the most devoted wife can never be fully possessed. Her sexuality is an overflowing fountain, her erotic needs a bottomless pit, her carnal desire an ever-expansive plain.


That men no longer see their wives this way is one of the reasons they turn to shallow substitutes like porn, which dulls their senses and makes a mockery of true erotic imagination. The sensual woman is a walking magnet, always pulling the masculine presence even as she gravitates toward one man who becomes her chosen.


If it’s true that our troubled world—filled with so much friction and strife—needs to “make love, not war,” then it’s equally true that love cannot be made when we are constantly fighting an inner war. The battle for sexual focus—to be passionate and intimate about one person—is one we must finally engage in, freeing ourselves to experience the blessings of erotic liberation.


Pamela and I are two distinct people, but in this book, we have found one voice. A voice that calls for love and appreciation. A voice that calls for desire and passion. A voice that calls for commitment and dedication. A voice that calls for erotic attachment and sensual connection. And a voice that calls for a new relationship between the masculine and feminine.


Happy reading.













Part One



HAVE WE FORGOTTEN HOW TO MAKE LOVE?













CHAPTER 1



The Art of Intimacy




This art of love discloses the special and sacred identity of the other person. Love is the only light that can truly read the secret signature of the other person’s individuality and soul. Love alone is literate in the world of origin; it can decipher identity and destiny.


JOHN O’DONOHUE




Oscar Wilde once wrote, “One should always be in love. That is the reason one should never marry.” We believe he’s wrong. We believe intimacy isn’t lost in marriage. We believe passionate, romantic love can exist within a long-term relationship, lasting years after the echoes of wedding bells fade. We reject the belief that we have to put off marriage or reject monogamy altogether to have exciting, passionate, toe-curling sex.


The notion of marriage being the death of Eros is one that is foreign to our thinking. Marriage is where sex flourishes—or at least it should. The real death of sex is caused by a culture that has rejected the foundations of intimacy that fuel passion—emotional and spiritual connection, subjective knowledge of another human being, and sexual restraint that builds anticipation—choosing instead mechanical detachment, objectification, and immediate gratification.


Pamela




One of my favorite writers, essayist Anaïs Nin, once said people don’t know how to make love, to discover the artistry of intimacy, because in their “microscopic examination of sexual activity” they exclude important aspects of intimacy that are the necessary fuel to ignite it. “This is what gives sex its surprising textures, its subtle transformations, its aphrodisiac elements,” she writes. When you don’t have it, “you are shrinking your world of sensations. You are withering it, starving it, draining its blood.” Instead, we need to find the source of sexual power, which is curiosity and passion. When you don’t nourish it, “you’re watching its little flame die of asphyxiation. Sex does not thrive on monotony.”1 Sex can’t survive without passion and intimacy.





An erotic relationship flourishes when there’s curiosity and familiarity, passion and emotional connection, fantasy and realism. A key way to hold these apparent contradictions together is by practicing the principles of eroticism: unavailability, mystery, forbiddenness, and vertical discovery. When these are woven into a relationship, a vibrant life full of passion and intimacy is the result.


Overfamiliarity can kill passion, but this can be avoided by putting some healthy distance into the relationship. Unavailability generates frustrated desire—that hunger you feel when you’re first getting to know each other. You long for your lover’s kiss, to see his body, to discover how he feels against you, but you can’t always have him. He’s just beyond your reach. It might seem like unavailability would be impossible in a marriage, but it isn’t. That hunger you once felt can be experienced again and again.


Mystery injects a sense of curiosity and novelty into the relationship. You don’t know everything about this person you’ve fallen in love with; there’s still so much to discover, something new and amazing. You always want to know more about him, but he’s not easily understood or readily available. He remains a mystery to unravel. This attracts you, keeping your interest alive.


In the same way, forbiddenness adds another layer of excitement by injecting a little naughtiness into the relationship. Let’s admit it, sin is exciting. Wanting something you can’t have gets your heart beating, your skin flushed, your mind racing. This fuels passion. Marriage seems to close the door on this possibility because it’s completely legal—there’s nothing forbidden about marriage, nothing sinful. But this element can still be injected into the relationship in little ways that feed eroticism.


The final principle—vertical discovery—is essential to both intimacy and passion. Vertical renewal is when we plumb the depths of another, taking the time to know them, discovering what they really like, learning new interests and passions, getting to know them at deeper and deeper levels as we explore their body and mind. We become bored with one another when we think we know all there is to know, but human beings are multifaceted, especially if we develop ourselves individually to become more interesting and to experience more of life. The person you’re married to should never become a bore, and they won’t if you both take the time to discover new and wondrous things about each other. Penetrate those depths. Peel back the layers. This can be deeply erotic and inflame passion as you lead one another down new paths, share new insights, and learn new perspectives. This lust for knowledge, for understanding, for life is a lust for love when shared by two people who intimately and continually discover each other.


Living a life of passionate connectedness is not theoretical. We’ve seen it. We’ve experienced the joy of it. We’ve met couples who embody these principles.



RABBI SHMULEY





I have counseled many men and women and have known a couple for years who live according to these principles. Their marriage is a shining example of lasting love and intimacy. Mike and Sue’s relationship is based on total honesty. They have a sensual and sexual openness that they’ve worked on for many years. They can have erotic conversations with each other about fantasy, sexual desire, and sensual needs without conflict because they’ve pushed beyond inhibitions.


You would think this would be natural for a married couple, but it isn’t. Many couples live closed off from each other, often afraid to be vulnerable with the other, sexually and emotionally. This erodes passion and love over time. Mike and Sue have overcome those fears even to the point that Mike can listen to his wife’s fantasies about him and others without getting hurt. He learns from her so he can be a better lover and husband. He sees this sharing as an expansion of his wife’s desire. He admits it’s slightly threatening to him, but he can get past it because he knows her honesty makes them closer.


Even after several years of marriage, their sex life is strong and sensual. They don’t do a lot of quickies, but spend time with each other, seeking vertical renewal. Sue doesn’t exist to satisfy Mike’s urges. They engage in kissing and giving each other massages. This doesn’t always lead to intercourse; sometimes just touching is enough. In fact, delayed gratification makes things much more exciting to them, and they have no problem stoking the fires of desire and saving the best parts for later. There’s a romantic build-up that connects them through sensuality, sound, scent, and touch.


Sex is important in their relationship, but it isn’t everything, of course. It’s not the apex of their relationship. They also engage in constant romantic activity, not mushy things like buying flowers and gifts. Their romance is integrated into their daily lives because they’re about being, not just doing. They know how to be present with each other, sharing their thoughts and feelings throughout the day, taking walks, and having a sense of oneness in everything they do. They haven’t lost their sense of individuality, but they are two people who comprise a larger whole because they share their hopes and dreams. They laugh a lot, and when they hurt each other they ask for forgiveness. When they’ve inflicted pain, they acknowledge it; they don’t deny or ignore it. They heal the wound and bridge the gap that has been created by their own thoughtlessness. This keeps bitterness from building. They don’t have to be burdened with constantly educating each other about what hurts them. They see it on their own, and they fix it.


They’re also very loving parents. Their love isn’t exclusive, focused only on them. It’s shared. Friendship is important, and children are important. They know the balance of being parents and a couple. A loving, erotic relationship doesn’t mean they need to cut themselves off from the world. They stay communally engaged, and this enriches their relationship because it stimulates and improves them as individuals. They don’t live in isolation from the world, their children, or each other. These intimate connections and their intersections in their lives make their relationship vibrant, full of life and love.


When Mike and Sue are together, there is a deep respect between them. Sue is a very feminine woman, and there’s a quiet dignity to her. She can command the conversation at the table with a certain feminine subtlety. It’s obvious that there’s so much depth to her, and Mike finds her endlessly interesting. He feels privileged to be with a woman as developed as she is. There is an ease of comfort between them. It’s not forced, and it’s not showy. It’s small gestures. He defers to her and is a little in awe of her. She never engages in emasculation toward him. No little digs directed his way. Certainly no eye rolling. She respects him and believes she is married to a good man. She tells him this constantly. This mutual respect enhances their love.


More than anything else, their relationship is a blessing to others. Their friends and extended family are blessed, and their children are blessed, because they too want to get married just like their parents. They want to have the kind of intimate relationship their parents have. They don’t want just cheap, unimaginative sex. They want lifelong partners. They see that their parents’ marriage is passionate and intimate, and they want the same.





This is the kind of relationship many people want but don’t have. They want that intimate connection with passionate sex. They want a full life shared with the one person who completes them. Some have experienced it briefly, but they haven’t been able to sustain it, and its memory hangs in their heart forever as they long for more than just a familiar face sleeping on the other side of the bed.


Pamela




I’ve also experienced this kind of relationship, and know how satisfying and enriching it is. It was a special bond I will always treasure. There were other romances before that, but none compared with that relationship. In those other relationships, there was room for self-consciousness and doubt. I’d ask, “Is this love?” and not really know the answer. This relationship was different. There were no doubts, no reservations, no second-guessing. The two of us were more comfortable with each other than on our own. Everything flowed from an immediate mutual recognition, a sense of being in step, not just physically but psychologically too.


Everything felt as if it had been lined up perfectly: our sense of humor, our rhythms, our sudden passion for each other, our easy exchange of affection and warmth. Maybe this is why poets compare love to the alignment of stars. He knew, without knowing, how to complement me, how to make me feel safe and happy with myself, and I knew how to do the same for him. It was like a dance that had taken off, suddenly no longer merely following the steps or going through the motions, but now a force of its own that felt right and natural.


I realized that all that had come before had been learning the steps for this relationship. And I also knew that, like a dance, it was something that required commitment from both of us, something we would need to maintain together if it was to continue.


Not all such relationships last, and often the loss of love like this is part of the learning experience too. But when I hear people express skepticism about the possibility of real love in the twenty-first century, I remember that love and how it was once just right, and I know: it is possible. More than that, it’s necessary.


















CHAPTER 2



Our Deep Need




Love is the only sane and satisfactory answer to the problem of human existence.


ERICH FROMM




When it comes to love, we want it all: love and romance, intimacy and passion, mystery and familiarity, fusion and freedom. But today it seems like fewer people are actually getting it. They find themselves in a sexual wasteland, often alone or disconnected from the one they’re with—they’re together, sharing the same space, but they’re essentially apart, because there’s no intimacy, no fire that burns between them, no passion that quickens their bodies and their hearts.


Both of us, in our different spheres, have heard too many accounts from people who are struggling in lifeless relationships, and the stories are heartbreaking. They feel neglected, alone, and incomplete. They have sex, but it’s like sleeping with a ghost. Their partners are distant. The sex they have is joyless and automatic, or they’re not having sex at all—even in marriage.
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Rabbi Shmuley has seen this trend over thirty years of counseling, and I’ve seen it too, throughout my career—women telling me their lonely stories, often with tears in their eyes as they pour out their hearts, sharing their most private anxieties and fears.


I don’t know why they feel so free to talk to me about their feelings and desires, but they do. Maybe it’s my public image, which has always had a life of its own. Ever since my first photo shoot for Playboy, sex has been a part of my image. Perhaps they sense from this that I will understand. I won’t judge.





RABBI SHMULEY





I’ve experienced the same thing in a different way—people who are willing, even desperate, to divulge their deepest needs to me. You would think they wouldn’t tell a religious figure about their hunger for sex and intimacy. But they do, because they are desperate for answers and guidance in their relationships. Sexual desire is a natural part of who we are. It’s a yearning inside of us that needs to be met through healthy expression and not ignored.





Whatever the reason people share, we don’t question it. We listen while they tell us their lonely secrets. “He hasn’t touched me in months,” we hear from women. “I’m waiting upstairs in lingerie, and he’s in the basement staring at a computer screen. I’m real; I’m flesh and blood. But he is lost in a fantasy world. It doesn’t have to be this way, but I don’t know how to change it.” Others are unhappy even with many lovers. They have plenty of sex, but something is missing. “I feel more isolated than ever,” they say. “I feel less human, as if I’m a cog in a machine. I wait for Prince Charming, but he never comes.”
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I can relate to how they feel. This astonishes most people because they assume I’m above it all. If anyone has escaped this kind of loneliness, they think, it must be me. I haven’t though; I know exactly what they’re feeling. I too have experienced the sorrows, and joys, of love. I know what it’s like to go to sleep beside the person you love while feeling as if an ocean lies between you. I know how at this “unique distance from isolation,” as Philip Larkin wrote in his poem “Talking in Bed,” “It becomes still more difficult to find/Words at once true and kind/Or not untrue and not unkind.”1


And I’ve seen the other side of it too. I’ve had passionate but disappointing sex that was without meaning or possibility. I’ve seen how a hookup culture arrests our emotional development and makes us unable to love. I’ve looked into the hedonistic playground of modern courtship and seen emptiness.


This is why I have so much compassion for both men and women suffering these dislocations of our age—I know firsthand their pain and heartache.





Neither of us believes these are stories from a few lonely women and men. The emotional pain they report goes deeper and is suffered more widely than they realize. It is the common experience of love in the twenty-first century. Something is happening to the way we relate to each other. Sex is being made more transactional, and love is being starved of passion. These stories point to something bigger and more troubling than individual heartache: the retreat of Eros from human relationships. This is a widespread cultural problem, and we can’t address the broader crisis if we don’t understand it and how we all share in it.


We want to help people understand how we got here. We want them to find happiness in their relationships and their marriages, to rediscover selfless sensuality, caring, letting go, and giving with wild abandon. We want people to more easily achieve the deep and peaceful joys of being loved and desired. We want to persuade them not to deny their pain because they think alienation is somehow normal or right. By bringing together our very different experiences, we can put a name to this crisis and begin to address it: Sex—good sex that is adventurous and meaningful, engaging the mind and body, held afloat by love and desire—is dying in America, but it’s not too late to save it. The solutions are there if we only know where to look. The art of intimacy and passion can be rediscovered.


So many problems in relationships today can be traced to the bedroom. Couples let everyday worries and the routine of marriage disrupt the very thing that is essential to maintaining their marital bond. They’re often not even aware it’s happening. They just see the effects and wonder about the cause.
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This was the case for a couple I counseled who had been married for eleven years. All the passion had been drained from their relationship, even though they didn’t realize it at first. They just knew something was missing. The wife, in particular, was unhappy. They were in their mid-thirties, young and attractive, and they initially came for counseling because the husband never wanted to be home. He didn’t put it that way, but the wife felt like he was avoiding her.


As they started to break down some of the problems in the marriage, I asked them about their sex life. They said it was very good. When I asked how often they had sex, they said about once every three weeks for about twenty minutes. They said it matter-of-factly, but the fact is their sex life wasn’t “very good”—and that was one of the main problems. How do you expect to maintain intimacy, make a woman feel desired, and give her the attention she craves if you’re only making love to her about once a month for a mere twenty minutes? The husband’s excuse was fatigue; he was just too tired when he came home from work. But with that statement, he thoughtlessly diminished his wife’s sensual needs. He was neglecting a part of her that was longing to be fed and nourished. This deprivation led to tremendous dissatisfaction in the marriage.


Eighty to ninety percent of the people who come to me for counseling are just like this couple; they’re barely touching each other. They don’t say that up front, but when pressed, they admit it. They often think this is normal, but it’s not. It’s like forgetting how to do something as natural as drinking water. When a married couple goes weeks or months without having sex, something’s wrong.





The reason many couples don’t realize it’s a problem is because there’s such a diminished expectation of sex today. They see it as a bonus, something that happens after all the really “important” things are done. Taking care of kids. Paying bills. Cleaning the house. Shopping for groceries. Answering the boss’s latest text. Watching television. Scanning Twitter. Posting pics on Facebook. Sex comes last. It’s a luxury, not a necessity. It’s icing on the cake. They fail to see that it’s so much more, that it’s foundational to everything else. It’s not just the icing or even the cake, it’s the heat that turns the batter into something you can sink your teeth into, something that will feed your soul and your relationship.


If couples want to save their marriage, they can’t ignore the importance of sex. While they might think the spontaneous, electrifying sex they once enjoyed is no longer necessary because their relationship has morphed into something deeper, this is a delusion. They still need that spark, that fire, but too often they don’t get it because men don’t want to take the time to keep the fire burning, to blow on the embers and stoke the flames. They don’t want to spend time investing in intimacy. Everything has become secondary to immediate gratification. Consumption has replaced connection. Men have been trained out of taking the time to give a woman what she desires—and what she desires is to be desired. This is true for a woman when she’s being chased, and it’s true even after she’s been caught.


This problem cuts both ways, of course. Some women are failing—and sometimes outright refusing—to meet their partner’s sexual needs.
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This was true for a couple I counseled who knew their relationship lacked intimacy, but they didn’t know why or how to fix it. The wife felt like her husband didn’t pay enough attention to her, but every time he tried to touch her, she would recoil. He would try again the next night, but she just wasn’t interested. The husband complained that he had tried everything to bring life to their marriage, to make it more erotic—lighting candles, buying her lingerie, and creating a romantic atmosphere—but she would always turn him down. Every time.


The wife didn’t see how she was part of the problem. She failed to understand how emasculating it is for a man to try to make love to his wife and be rejected every single night. In a moment of frustration during counseling, the husband said to her, “You have utterly deprived me; you have starved my basic needs as a man.” She snapped back: “That’s exactly right; it’s all about your needs as a man. It’s never about me as a woman.”


At this point, I said to her, “I understand that you feel distant, and that you don’t want to share your body with someone you think has not been loving, and that sex can’t be like a light switch you can just flick on and off. But why are you assuming the desire for sex is only about him? Let’s say he made the mistake of only trying to turn you on at night and not during the day, and sex was his way of trying to connect instead of doing it through communication, appreciation, and compliments. Let’s say he failed to approach you holistically, that he was only focused on the sexual aspect. Why are you assuming that effort was fraudulent and that it was all about him? Yes, his approach was wrong. But that doesn’t mean it was insincere. Is it possible that this is a form of payback on your part—that if he’s going to deprive you of sharing emotionally, then you’re going to deprive him of intimacy?”


She admitted that was exactly the case. Her husband made her feel unfeminine and undesirable, and she was making him suffer because rejecting him would strike him in the most personal way. She was right; it was very hurtful. And her husband was clueless about how women don’t respond to men who want physical intimacy in place of emotional connectedness. But she wasn’t helping the situation at all. Sex shouldn’t be used as a weapon or a form of punishment. Sex is a bridge to connect two people, and sometimes you need to rekindle the spark in the relationship using the nuclear option, and sex is that nuclear option because it involves the strongest emotions we have. If you want intimacy in a committed relationship, making love is one of the ways to get it. It’s the doorway that opens one soul to another.


When a man feels distant from a woman, he wants to feel immediately close, so he bridges that distance the best way he knows how—with sex. If real connection is ignored, however, taking this “short-cut” to intimacy is misguided. It doesn’t work because the woman might be put off by it, as we saw in the case above. But that doesn’t make the desire insincere. It’s what the husband thinks will bring him closer to his wife. But this is only true if making love overtakes having sex. Lovemaking is foundational in a relationship. It should be done with emotional investment and manifest itself in tactility and touch.


In Judaism, using sex as a selfish end in itself or as a weapon is strictly forbidden because the purpose of sex is to reinforce the marital bond. Sex isn’t considered just a man’s basic need. It’s also a woman’s basic need, and more importantly, it’s the couple’s basic need, because marriage is two people made one—and sex is integral to creating that oneness, not just physically but emotionally. Husbands and wives must understand the centrality of sex to a healthy marriage and never allow the passion to be lost through neglect.


This is taken very seriously in the Jewish religion. A husband or wife can sue for divorce if either withholds sex as unwarranted punishment, just as a couple can be divorced if a man refuses to make love to his wife or neglect her carnal and emotional needs. He can’t just use her for his own gratification—he must please her as well. Sex is not seen as a “selfish indulgence” that can be denied for any reason or used without thought to the other person’s needs. It’s foundational to the marriage. A functional termination of the sexual dimension of marriage is treated as a functional termination of the marriage itself. It undermines the relationship and erodes the marital bond.
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