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  For the girls


  (in strict alphabetical order):


  Danusia, Georgie, Michèle and Sarah –


  couldn’t have done it without you!




  

     

  




  The Crimewatch Caveat




  Please remember that while frightening things do happen, the chances they will happen to you are still relatively small. This book is intended as a guide in the unlikely event

  you find yourself a victim of a love crime. However, it should in no way be used as a substitute for your own common sense. There may well be a perfectly innocent explanation for the naked woman in

  bed with your man, especially if he has a pink feather duster stuck up his bottom, and it should be considered carefully in context before reaching a conclusion. (Please note: cutting off his willy

  with a kitchen knife is still illegal, and makes a dreadful mess on the sheets. The author neither recommends nor advocates physical abuse. You can do more than enough with verbal, especially if

  you mention his mother.)




  All anecdotes and examples in this book are true. However, some names have been changed to protect the guilty.




  Don’t have nightmares; do sleep well.
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  Chapter One




  Why You Need to Read This Book




  There’s an old saying that goes men need only four things in life: food, shelter, pussy – and new pussy.




  Frankly, it paints the XY gender as sophisticates.




  Take four men propping up a bar. Four men in committed relationships (either married, or living with a woman who, touchingly, thinks she’s as good as) from four different walks of life. A

  teacher, perhaps, and an accountant. A builder and a physiotherapist. It doesn’t really matter what they do. Three of them will always have one thing in common.




  They’re screwing around.




  Maybe not all of them right now, today. But yes, three out of four men have cheated, or will cheat, on their wives and/or girlfriends.




  That’s a monumentally depressing statistic. Only one of our charming barflies will actually manage to keep his trousers zipped. Are you sure that freakishly faithful fellow is

  your man?




  Loyal as a hound? OK, try this curve-ball. More than two-thirds of wives and/or girlfriends whose men cat around have no idea their man is cheating. Yes, it’s official: you

  will be the last to know.




  Unless you read this book, of course.




  As the great Pat Benatar put it, love is a battlefield. You may think as you finally emerge from the romantic combat zone with Mr (Oh, All) Right – and Christ, the relief of making

  it safely through no-straight-man’s land, a.k.a. dating after the age of thirty – that the war is finally over.




  Oh, you dear, sweet child. The war is only just beginning.




  Until now, you’ve had one thing in your favour. You probably aren’t the dirtiest woman he’s had in bed (your mother was right: men never marry those sorts of girls) or

  the sexiest woman he’s ever dated. He’s probably seen better tits and perkier arses. But at least you had novelty.




  Now, however, the ring is on your finger (or at least your pink toothbrush is nuzzling his blue toothbrush), and you aren’t as new as you once were. In fact, you’re dangerously close

  to becoming . . . well, old pussy.




  Somewhere out there, a scheming Bitch who can’t be bothered to train her own man to put the seat back down has set her sights on yours.




  She may not be younger. She may not be prettier (Princess Diana and Camilla Parker Bowles, anyone?). But she’s ruthless.
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      Is your relationship Bitch-proof?




      

        	

          Do you still give him blow-jobs? Seriously, not ever?


        




        	

          Do you know the name of his boss and at least three of his work colleagues?


        




        	

          Do you know exactly what he does at work (other than update his Facebook entry/look at porn?)


        




        	

          Do you tell him he’s wonderful and sexy every day (as opposed to muttering ‘Bloody wanker’ under your breath every five minutes)?


        




        	

          Do you book bedroom time with each other, or do you prefer to ‘make love spontaneously’ (i.e. when he finally goes on and on about not getting it for so

          bloody long you give in just for a quiet life)?


        




        	

          Do you stop what you’re doing, switch off The X Factor, and kiss him when he gets in from work?


        




        	

          Do you ever argue (or have you given up trying to get him to see things your way)?


        




        	

          Do you pee in front of him?


        




        	

          Do you even own a pair of stockings any more?


        




        	

          Do you talk him up to your friends, or do you spend all your time bitching about him?


        




        	

          Do you spend time thinking how to please him, or are you too busy thinking of ways he doesn’t please you?
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  ‘Why should you feel guilty, mistresses?’




  Look, girls, let me be straight: it’s a jungle out there. Life is bloody difficult: we all struggle every day to juggle work and relationships and kids and pornographic

  fantasies about Daniel Craig. Men are no help at all, but we expect that. What we shouldn’t have to deal with are Trojan Horse attacks from inside our own ranks.




  A few quick examples: a recent issue of Cosmopolitan offered ‘Cougar Skills to Crib’, tips from ‘babes who’ve been around the block’ to reel in a man. Yours

  or someone else’s, they didn’t seem particularly fussy.




  As I wrote this, yet another dating website for married men who want to play away discreetly was launched – by women – and then crashed under the deluge of single women

  wanting to sign on.




  Type the word ‘affair’ into Amazon and a slurry (I use the word advisedly) of how-to-cheat titles appears: Have Your Cake and Eat It; Love Tactics: How to Win the One You Want;

  Sinful Sex; Having an Affair: A Handbook for the Other Woman.




  ‘Why should you feel guilty, mistresses?’ asks the author of this last title. ‘There’s no need. It’s not your fault, after all.’




  Being a mistress used to be a shameful, shabby secret. No longer. There’s a new breed of women out there who believe in taking what, and who, they want. (Who knows, maybe you were

  one of them once. I’ll admit I was; how else do you think I know what the Bitches are up to?)




  Some women actually prefer married men. ‘They’re already house-trained,’ as one mistress put it to me recently. ‘They know the importance of jewellery, and they’re

  grateful.’




  Let’s face it, seducing a man is pitifully easily. The truth of the matter is that (to borrow from Oscar Wilde, who knew a bit about it) men can resist everything except temptation.




  Penicillin has a lot to answer for




  This is not to denigrate all men, of course – after all, a magnificent one in four does manage to keep his pants on – it’s merely to accept the way

  things are. Like it or not (and this is no excuse), men are not naturally monogamous. Five hundred years ago, few marriages lasted longer than a decade, mainly because either he died in

  battle, or she died giving birth. Frankly, no one had time to get bored.




  These days, in lieu of a sword through the gullet or raging septicaemia, we have the mid-life crisis and divorce. Penicillin has a lot to answer for.




  If you’ve bothered to read this far, you’ve de facto acknowledged that there is perhaps a teeny, tiny possibility that another woman might be making the moves on your

  man. Carry on reading, and you’ll find out how to slap the Bitch down before it gets out of hand.




  I know what I’m talking about. In my twenties, like so many of my friends, I didn’t stop and think to ask if the men I dated were free or not. As far as I was concerned, if a man

  already had someone scraping his ruined dinner into the bin/dog at home, he was the one cheating, not me. When I fell in love with a married man, I ruthlessly played a high-stakes game, and

  won. It would have been so easy for his wife to beat me, however, if she’d known a few simple rules.




  Rules I’m going to share with you.




  Poacher turned gamekeeper




  Eight years after we married, I got careless. And, yes, a little tired of attending to the needs of my high-maintenance alpha-male husband. Another woman (later wife no. 4)

  scented blood in the water and swooped in, stealing my moves and my man. It was no more than I deserved: the great cosmic karma credit plan.




  I could have marshalled my forces and staged a counter-coup. But at the time I was too distraught to think clearly. And whilst there are plenty of books telling you how to have an affair,

  and even more offering to help you recover after one, there are none explaining how to stop a predatory Bitch from stealing your man in the first place.




  (Oh yes, and let’s get one favourite Bitch excuse out of the way here and now. ‘You can’t steal a man,’ they whine defensively, ‘they’re not suitcases. They

  choose who they want to be with.’ Yes, and I’m the Virgin Mary. We all know any woman can lead a man by the nose – or by a rather lower portion of his anatomy – if

  she’s a mind. And a short skirt. Men are stupid, but women are cold-blooded and unscrupulous. We all know who’s really to blame.)




  So here’s the book I wish I’d had when it mattered. Poacher turned gamekeeper, that’s me. I’ll arm you with the knowledge to spot and terminate an affair as soon as

  – preferably before – it happens.




  By the time you’re done, he’ll be begging you to take him back. The only question you’ll have left to decide is




  Do you want to?
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      In a nutshell




      This book will give you:




      

        Red alert: the signs he’s cheating


      




      The low-down on the lie-down: seduction tricks she uses to drive your man wild in bed




      Tips direct from the horse’s mouth: from the trollops sleeping with your men




      Insights from the Infidels: from the men whose wills prove so much weaker than their willies




      How to screw him in the event of divorce: naughty insider info from some of the country’s top divorce lawyers




      Revenge tips: helpful suggestions for sweet vengeance that won’t land you in jail




      

        If, after everything, you decide you want to keep him, I’ll tell you how to do it. You may not like everything I say, but I promise it’ll work.




        [image: img]


      


    


  




  

     

  




  Chapter Two




  Know Thy Enemy




  That whole ‘sisters are doing it for themselves’ thing? That’s not a girl-power anthem; it’s a threat.




  I hope you’re getting the picture by now. Even if you’re 100 per cent certain your man isn’t having an affair (really? Given all I’ve just told you?), that

  doesn’t mean he isn’t being stalked by a posse of twenty-two-year-old babes even as we speak.




  When women go to war, they take no prisoners and show no mercy. It’s an evolution thing: back in Jurassic Park days (yes, yes, OK, I know Homo sapiens didn’t co-exist with the

  dinosaurs; cut me some slack), the men went off hunting together and had to watch out for each other if they didn’t want to become a sabre-toothed tiger’s breakfast. There’s a lot

  of male bonding goes on when you’re all stuck up a tree with a very pissed-off woolly mammoth pacing around underneath.




  But you couldn’t trust a woman with one of those nasty, pointy spear things. They could take someone’s eye out! Women aren’t designed to go hunting; look at how their

  right breasts keep getting in the way of their bow arm. Far better to leave all that dangerous, exciting hunting stuff to the boys.




  Never mind that women wouldn’t have got lost in the primordial swamp for weeks at a time, but would have stopped to ask one of those nice Neanderthals the way back to the caves. Women

  wouldn’t have left it to the last minute to go hunting, and missed all the best buffalo. No, if women had been in charge, they’d have dropped out of the trees, discovered fire, invented

  the wheel, the combustion engine and a really good hair remover, and knocked out Stonehenge, all before you could say ten million years BC.




  However, men got the penises and the small brains. So women had to make do with sitting around the campfire complimenting each other on that nice new shade of woad, and plotting how to stab each

  other in the back with a sharpened mastodon tooth.




  A sweet nook for some sweet nookie




  ‘Wait a minute. What about all the girly camaraderie?’ I hear you ask. After all, the women got to spend all day together too, stirring the pot, waiting for the boys

  to come home. It must have been just like a sleepover, really: trying on each other’s tigerskin hot-pants, painting each other’s noses with river mud, gossiping about who’s doing

  what to whom in the latest episode of cave-drawing.




  OK. First, have you ever been to a sleepover? It’s like a cross between bear-baiting and bull-fighting, only not as good-natured. Five teenage girls could eat Ghenghis Khan for

  breakfast.




  Second, the law of the jungle – survival of the fittest – meant it was just never going to work that way. Think about it. The men got first pick of the juiciest cuts of roast

  mammoth. They got the fluffiest pile of furs to sleep on, the least draughty nooks of the cave, because they were bigger and stronger than the women. And the best of everything always went to the

  man highest up the food chain. If a girl fancied a delicate morsel of dried terrapin, say, or a cosy spot by the fire, she had to sweet-talk a man – preferably the alpha male – into

  giving it to her. Hardly a problem: men have always been happy to exchange a sweet nook for some sweet nookie. No, her only real challenge came from the other women who wanted to be Mrs

  Alpha too.




  Until the late twentieth century, with a few notable exceptions (Boudicca comes to mind, or those scary Amazons who hacked off that inconvenient right breast), a woman was totally reliant on her

  ability to partner up with, or manipulate, a man to get ahead. She had absolutely no power, no control, no independence of her own. A woman had to curb her tongue, suppress her desires and kowtow

  to her husband, even when she knew best (which was obviously pretty much all the time).




  Hard for us to get our sweet little enfranchised heads around now, but back in the day, as a woman you owned nothing. Not even your own body. Once you married, your husband had the right

  to have sex with you whenever he wanted. Foreplay? Orgasms? Get real. You weren’t even allowed to say no.




  (Incidentally, in the Victorian age, women suffering from faintness, insomnia, irritability, loss of appetite or a ‘tendency to cause trouble’ (i.e. have an opinion) were carted off

  to doctors who gave them an internal ‘pelvic massage’ until their patients experienced ‘hysterical paroxysm’. Unsurprisingly, this treatment proved extremely popular. When

  the poor put-upon medics complained their hands were getting tired, some bright spark invented a clockwork ‘massage device’ to do the hard work, and hey presto! the vibrator was born.

  These quacks were paid to bring women off. Seriously. I think I would have been troublesome very frequently!




  Dried-up virgin




  So, anyway. If a girl wanted any kind of life, other than looking after her aged parents and dying a childless dried-up virgin, she had to net herself a bloke. Preferably a

  sane, presentable, solvent one younger than her own grandfather.




  If she failed to land a decent catch, she could be married off to an unfaithful loser, and there was nothing she could do about it (other than visit that nice doctor rather a lot). She

  couldn’t leave him, unless she wanted to end up destitute. Everything she brought to him on marriage, everything she inherited during that marriage, belonged to him, including her children.

  If he screwed things up – lost the house, gambled the money away, disinherited the children – she could do nothing about it. She could be brilliant and intelligent herself, but if she

  was married to a wanker then she was for ever Mrs Wanker, like it or not.




  Little wonder snaring a good husband was so vitally important. Which brings us to why women are such ruthless, immoral, man-stealing Bitches.




  

    

      ‘Solvent, successful, good-looking men are rarely single. It’s like handbags: you always want the must-have clutch everyone’s fighting over, not the

      cheap, ugly handbag sitting on the shelf. I don’t have a problem if he’s married or living with someone. This is real life, not a polite game of croquet. There are no

      “rules”.’




      Greta, 32, marketing executive


    


  




  Yes, of course men have affairs with other chaps’ girls too; but they usually feel jolly rotten about it. Chances are, if two men discover they’re making whoopee with the same woman,

  they’ll both dump her and go down the pub for a drink to drown their sorrows. Before long they’ll be best mates, going off on fishing trips together and naming their first-borns after

  each other.




  Where did all the good men go?




  But with women, there’s no honour among thieves. Millennia of pouting, batting eyelashes, acting dumb and reeling in a man can’t be wiped out in a few decades of

  feminism. We no longer need a man to finance and support us, but the competitive instinct runs deep.




  And like it or not, the new age of female independence has brought its own problems. For successful, career-orientated women, there is still a dearth of sane, presentable, solvent men out

  there. Because while we are off getting PhDs, finding power jobs and putting our Manolos on the first rung of the ladder, our not-so-dumb sisters are out there pouting and batting their eyelashes

  like their great-great-grandmas before them. By the time we hit thirty and look around for a nice man to share our penthouses and BMW Z4s and give us children, all the men are gone.




  My daughter is six, and sparklingly bright. And when she’s a little older, I shall tell her this: ‘Go to university, get your degree, and have the time of your life. And then put

  your career to one side for a while, find a decent man and have your children before you reach thirty.’ With her brains and a good education, she won’t have any problem rebuilding a

  career later, her home and family secure behind her.




  But concentrate on the career first, and expect the man to slot into place when you’re good and ready, and you’ll probably end up unhappy and alone.




  OK, throw this book across the room if you like. Heresy, I know. But I’m only telling it like it is. And I hope you pick it up again and read on, because, trust me, you really need

  to.




  So what do all those thirty-something career women do when they find out there’s a supply shortage and all the good men are taken? Why, they steal one, of course.




  The sandwich girl




  Some women are simply addicted to seduction: to the high of reeling in a man. Maybe they have self-esteem issues; Daddy didn’t tell them they were beautiful enough when

  they were little. Maybe they were always the last at school to be picked for the netball team. Maybe they’re just selfish little cows. Who cares? This isn’t about understanding

  Bitches. It’s about sending them scuttling back under the rocks they slithered out from.




  For these sad slappers who get off on getting off, what better hit than a married man? There’s the added buzz of not just getting a man into bed, but having him climb

  (metaphorically, unless you’re moving in circles that are a little beyond the scope of this book) over his wife or girlfriend to get to you.




  (Note to any Bitches reading this: this is in fact crap reasoning on your part, since married men are the easiest to seduce, on account of their weak wills. And self-governing willies. Put it

  this way: men give their penis a name for one reason only – so that they don’t have a total stranger making all their decisions for them.)




  An interesting corollary to the above: women whose men have dumped them for another woman (especially publicly) often go out and steal a man themselves. It’s as if they’ve been so

  hurt and humiliated by what’s happened, the only way to feel better about themselves is to prove they can snare a ‘taken’ man too.




  

    

      'Simon walked out on me two weeks before our ninth wedding anniversary, for the girl who delivered sandwiches to his office. The sandwich girl! She was ten years younger

      than me, but not particularly slim or pretty. I deliberately started an affair with the husband of a woman I knew slightly, just to prove I still had what it took. It needed to be a married

      man, I don’t know why. I’m not proud of it, but it made me feel good about myself again. And at least I made sure she never found out.’




      Amanda, 34, IT consultant


    


  




  Blame it on evolution. A dearth of decent men. The way your mother put your hat on. The favourite Bitch excuse that I ran across in the course of my research, both informal (friends, a bottle of

  Sauvignon and a box of tissues) and formal (notebook, telephone, cold coffee) is still the old ‘I fell in love’ lament. Though I’m really not buying this one. Bitches, I’ve

  been there, and I can tell you there’s always a point at which you can help it, and choose not to.




  The slapper’s tale




  OK, this is the bit where I come clean and ’fess up. Frankly, I’d rather airbrush my personal history and remove all the dodgy bits (and, in fact, have frequently

  done so for my mother’s benefit), but for you I’ll stand up like a woman and put it out there so you can learn from my less-than-reputable reputation.




  When I met my first husband, he was already married to someone else. I knew this, since we worked for the same company, but the ‘word on the street’ was that he and his wife had

  separated recently, a rumour he confirmed when we met by chance at a party. So far, so what – right?




  Oh, darling, no.




  We hooked up, and with the carelessness of youth I didn’t trouble to probe further. Divorced, separated, what did it matter? It was just a technicality. He was basically a free agent,

  wasn’t he?




  Putting aside the fact that it’s never a good idea to get involved with a man until the dust has well and truly settled on his previous relationship (oh the baggage! Oh the tears

  and turmoil and the to-ing and fro-ing!), he was not, in fact, a free agent. His wife was abroad doing her own thing at the time, yes, but she fully expected to come back to her husband (and

  two-year-old daughter . . . yes, there was a child, and no, I’m ashamed to admit it made no difference to me) and pick up her marriage where she’d left off.




  Clearly there were problems with this geographically challenged relationship before I appeared on the scene. But I hardly helped, now, did I?




  He assured me the marriage was over. However, he added, he’d recently signed a contract with one of those puritanical, holier-than-thou American companies, and was nervous they’d

  cancel it if he dumped his wife and ran off with a floozie (yes, that would be me) barely half his age. He needed to . . . how shall we put it? . . . finesse the split a little. Which meant he

  would temporarily return to his wife . . . but of course he really loved me.




  If a friend came to me with a tale like this, I’d slap her upside the head and tell her to run a bloody mile. ‘He’s spinning you a line!’ I’d storm. ‘This is

  total bullshit! Married men never leave their wives.’




  And indeed, that might have been the end of it – had his wife not totally mishandled things when she found out.




  She had a golden opportunity to kick me into touch. She held (almost) all the cards: the natural home advantage of the incumbent; a beautiful baby daughter he adored; and, thanks to the

  judgemental Americans, his career in the palm of her hand; plus he’d already been divorced once before (oh, didn’t I mention that bit?) and knew precisely how hard, expensive and

  miserable an experience it was.




  Meanwhile, I was on the other side of the world (affairs need means and opportunity, as well as motive) and hardly in a position to call the shots and do what needed to be done (Oral! Oral!

  Oral!) to secure him.




  What she should have done – assuming she wanted to stay married to him, of course – was seduce him back again. With a bit of calm, considered, intelligent TLC, which was all the poor

  man was really looking for, she’d have seen me off in an instant.




  What she absolutely, categorically, emphatically shouldn’t have done was ‘smack him around the face’ (as she told the Daily Express later) and then march into the

  five-star hotel room where he and I had snatched a weekend together, drag him bodily from the hotel in front of an enthralled audience and, according to him, keep up the rant for approximately

  three weeks without drawing breath.




  But she didn’t have the benefit of this book (specifically Chapter Eight: What Not to Do). And who feels calm or considered when they’ve just found out their husband is

  getting his end away elsewhere?




  Men have tender egos. They don’t like being humiliated or made to feel in the wrong, even when they’ve crossed the line so long ago that it’s a tiny dot receding into the

  distance.




  It really wasn’t difficult for me to employ a few favourite Bitch tricks and win the day. Wives, you have been warned.




  

    

      Bitch Tricks


      



    


  




  

    

      	

        1.   


      



      	

        Laugh at all his jokes as if he’s the funniest man alive


      

    




    

      	

        2.   


      



      	

        Compliment him at least three times per twenty-minute conversation


      

    




    

      	

        3.   


      



      	

        Always be available for sex; initiate it whenever possible


      

    




    

      	

        4.   


      



      	

        Always dress up for him, especially in the bedroom


      

    




    

      	

        5.   


      



      	

        Entertain him, but make sure he’s always the focus of attention; the conversation should always be about him


      

    




    

      	

        6.   


      



      	

        Never discuss your problems


      

    




    

      	

        7.   


      



      	

        Hang on his words. Make it clear you look up to him. Be impressed


      

    




    

      	

        8.   


      



      	

        Subtly imply his wife doesn’t appreciate him, isn’t good enough for him and is rather too keen on spending his money (never attack her directly –

        he’ll get defensive)


      

    




    

      	

        9.   


      



      	

        Be a constant presence. Talk and text often – preferably dirty. Tell him what you want to do to him next time you meet


      

    




    

      	

        10.  


      



      	

        Find out what he used to love doing when he was young – and have him do it again with you


      

    


  




  

    (Note to the morally outraged: I got my come-uppance, as you’ll find out later in this book. Eight years after we met, I discovered he was cheating on me. So, did I learn my

    lesson from my predecessor and respond accordingly? Did I hell. Though I did have a rather more lucrative divorce than she did – see Chapter Twelve: Don’t Get Mad, Get

    Diamonds.)


  




  ‘Get something for yourself’




  It’s no defence, but I was deeply in love with the man. Back then, I thought that made a difference. And I did truly believe his marriage was already over. But I accept

  that none of this excuses my behaviour. At all.




  Love’s tricky. We’ve all done stupid and reprehensible things when in its thrall. But some Bitches don’t even bother with that fig leaf of an excuse.




  Remember that charming book I mentioned in the first chapter? Having an Affair: A Handbook for Bitches – sorry – the ‘Other Woman’? This isn’t a tome

  for those unlucky enough to fall in love with a man who happens to be married (which does happen, of course, especially when the bastards take their wedding rings off and then lie through their

  teeth). No, this is a cold, cynical manual for women who ruthlessly set out to elbow their way into another woman’s relationship, primarily for material gain.




  Its author, the delightful Ms Symonds, is robustly upfront. ‘Make sure you’re getting something of quality out of your affair,’ she instructs her aspirational trollops.




  ‘Even if it’s ‘only’ great sex, a promotion at work, or a bit of help with the deposit on that new car, get something for yourself, please.’




  ‘You should embrace any and every opportunity to live the high life with him, and through him, enjoying the gifts, sex, passion and travel that may – and in fact should

  – come your way!’




  (One could argue there’s a word for women who receive remuneration for activity in the bedroom. And it’s not ‘chambermaid’.)




  This grubby candour does us one favour, however. Know thy enemy, after all. The good news is there’s little new information in this rather predictable, banal book.




  The bad news is that an awful lot of men are predictable and banal too.




  Tying knots in cherry stalks




  Let’s see, what insightful gems does this self-proclaimed ‘professional mistress’ offer? Well, first she tells us that the main reason men stray is lack of

  sex. No shit, Sherlock. There are many reasons men screw around (of which more later) but it doesn’t take a neuroscientist to work out that if it was just about being pampered, petted and

  being told they’re the centre of the universe around which all else revolves, they’d go home to Mother.




  What so many women fail to realize is that men are hardwired to want sex. We expect men to put up with our hormonal roller-coaster moods and need for understanding and affection because we

  can’t help it, it’s the way we were made. But men were made to want sex. A lot. Why are their needs less valid?




  So, surprise, surprise: Bitches offer sex. (Who’d have thought?) More sex; new pussy sex. And – at least in the beginning – it’s also easy, carefree, no-strings

  sex that comes without baggage or history or a whole slew of tit-for-tat grievances.




  Plus, it’s honeymoon sex. You know, the kind of sex you only have at the beginning of a relationship. And an affair, because of its bite-size, tantalizing nature, effectively

  extends the ‘beginning’ pretty much indefinitely.




  But when it comes down to it, it’s not really about tying knots in cherry stalks with your tongue or swinging from a trapeze (though for those of you with an athletic bent and an open

  mind, check out Chapter Eleven: Ten Things Men Really Like in Bed).




  (Note to the gossip-minded: a prominent politician who shall remain nameless told me the true story of a celebrated high-class call-girl, whose pièce de resistance involved a

  trapeze. Apparently, while he was stretched out naked on her bed, she climbed on the trapeze and twisted the chains round and round, like kids do at the swings. She then lowered herself on to his

  cock, raised her legs, and let go. Round and round she went on his dick, round and round . . .)




  What women often forget is that sex is to a husband what conversation is to a wife. Imagine if he refused to talk to you for a week. A month. God help us, a year. You’d call him

  cruel and abusive, and you’d be right. But every time you slap his hand away and turn him down, you’re treating him in exactly the same way. Little wonder, then, if he goes off to find

  someone else to ‘talk’ to.




  Oral! Oral! Oral!




  Whilst I’m sure they’d appreciate trapeze action, all most men are really looking for is a little bit of willingness and enthusiasm in the bedroom; and, with luck,

  the kind of energetic, appreciative performance you put in during the early days, when you were up for anything.




  According to one call-girl I interviewed, oral sex is number one on her most requested list; and number one on the list of things wives and girlfriends stop doing once they’re

  safely settled in the relationship.




  Contrary to the myth of the quick and dirty fumble against a wall, ‘The clients I see like a leisurely encounter,’ she explained. ‘The wife is too busy, tired or stressed for

  anything other than quickie sex, if that, and [my clients] want a slow seduction, with foreplay, pre- and post-coital cuddles, and all those things they had with their lover before they

  married.’




  

    

      ‘Never make the mistake of thinking that an affair is just about sex. Visiting a prostitute is about sex, but an affair, like the relationship between courtesan and

      client, is based on intimacy on a multitude of levels. Understanding the mind and what arouses it is part of understanding what excites the body.’




      The English Courtesan,


      www.englishcourtesan.blogspot.com


    


  




  OK, girls. Hands up. Sound like you?




  Your husband doesn’t expect you to look like Claudia Schiffer (unless you are Claudia Schiffer). As long as you don’t morph into a shell-suited lard mountain, he won’t

  even notice that extra ten pounds. It’s got to be an ego-boost that he fancies you and wants to have sex with you despite your cellulite and stretch marks and kit-bag boobs. So why

  aren’t you biting his bloody hand off?




  Most people expect monogamy in marriage, not celibacy. Yes, you’re more tired now. Yes, you may have a demanding job, and/or kids, or a secret life as a vampire. But his needs

  haven’t changed.




  It’s great that you clean the house and cook a mean lasagne. Marvellous that you’re a kick-ass CEO who still finds time to run Brownies and orchestrate the school Spring Benefit

  Ball. He’s just thrilled that you’re happy to get up at six to run little Johnny to footie practice on the other side of town, throw a dinner party for fifty, plant 200 narcissi and

  hand-paint hard-boiled Easter eggs for Susie’s entire nursery-school class. But he could hire someone else to do most of those jobs (and, to be frank, he doesn’t really give a stuff

  about the hand-painted eggs). One assumes you don’t want him to hire someone to take care of the bedroom side of things.




  I don’t know about you, but I really enjoy sex. It’s free, it’s warming, and what’s not to like about multiple orgasms? Even if I’m not in the mood to begin with,

  once we get going and the pump is primed, as it were, I light up like a Christmas tree. My husband is jolly good at the whole business, and would put his best foot forward every night if he could.

  And yet . . . and yet (oh, the shame!) there have been times I’d do almost anything to get out of it.




  Me: ‘Look, could we give it a miss tonight? I’ve got: (a) a really bad headache/backache/ingrown toenail; (b) a highly infectious cold; (c) a scary publisher and an overdue

  manuscript; (d) my period [the poor bugger must think women menstruate once a fortnight for at least ten days]; (e) your mother on the phone.




  Him: Sigh.




  Yes, I admit it: sewing in name-tapes (a torture akin to electrodes on your nipples) has occasionally ranked higher on the To Do list than dynamite sex with a man I adored.




  The thing is, by the time I’d walked the kids a mile to school, crammed ten hours’ writing into six, done the laundry, hit the supermarket, collected the kids from school (and I

  swear it was five miles the second time), cooked dinner, practised spelling, helped with fractions, advised on science projects, chivvied through bathtime, collapsed in front of House,

  poured a G&T and had a bath myself, the idea of swinging from the chandeliers (or, frankly, even staying conscious) was beyond me. When, on occasion, I was gently reminded that it had been

  three weeks/three months/the last time I got into your knickers England won the World Cup, and sweet-talked into a quickie, I’d watch the clock over his shoulder and think, But I have to

  be up again in six hours! Not really conducive to orgasmic ecstasy, however diligently your husband tongues your clitoris.




  With a schedule like this, of course I was too tired. OK, the kids had to be fed and watered, but if sex is on the menu, it’s amazing how keen a man can be to fold laundry or battle

  through four pages of algebra.




  Girls these days think that using their feminine wiles to smooth their path in life is somehow cheating. In a professional setting, perhaps that’s true (though I always maintain you catch

  more flies with honey than with vinegar). But giving your husband a saucy incentive to help you get jobs out of the way so you can both have some fun later is hardly a betrayal of the

  suffrage movement.




  The stark truth is that if you deny a man sex for long enough, he will eventually seek it elsewhere.




  

    

      'Women who feel secure in their marriages because their husbands love them think they don’t have to bother with sex any more. They think he’s kind of obliged

      to stay around no matter how badly you treat him.




      ‘I don’t understand why women don’t get that sex is the main need men have. It’s not just about getting laid, it’s

      about closeness and tenderness, establishing a connection between the two of you. If she gives herself physically to me, I can give myself emotionally to her – and isn’t that what

      women want?




      ‘But when a woman won’t sleep with you, the need for sex is all you can think about. You feel rejected and undesirable and unvalued in

      so many ways. In the end, you’ve got no choice but to find a woman who will.’




      Clive, 38, electrician


    


  




  Fringe benefits




  Bitches understand about feminine wiles. They know what men need, and how to give it to them. So what kind of women are they, these hussies who slither like snakes into another

  woman’s marital bed? And why don’t they have a nice big red ‘B’ helpfully branded on their foreheads?
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