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			Advance Praise for Life is Lifey

			“Sarah’s writing had me laughing out loud from the first line. Funny, addictive, and such a joy to read. At the heart of it all, she’s giving women the encouragement to trust their own instincts, which really is the best possible advice out there.”

			—Krysten Ritter, actress and nationally bestselling author of Retreat and Bonfire

			“Life is Lifey’s advice is fresh and handy (no pun intended?) The blowjob tips are 10/10!! Sarah reminds us that being sexy doesn’t have an expiration date, and that imperfection? Not only is it totally okay, it’s hot.”

			—Amanda Hirsch, host of critically acclaimed podcast Not Skinny but Not Fat
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			For Wolf, Violet, and Knox. You are the truest loves of my life, the spark in my step, the reason I strive to be better daily. Loving you has stretched me, saved me, softened me, and made me whole. I love you bigger than the sky and wilder than the stars.

			For my mother. Mom, your strength is the pulse in these pages. Thank you for raising me with fire and grace. I love you forever.

			And to my little Star. You’re a daily reminder that great things come in small packages.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			What are you going to do? Everything, is my guess. It’ll be messy, but embrace the mess.

			It will be complicated, but rejoice in the complications.… Whatever you choose, however many roads you travel, I hope that you choose not to be a lady. I hope you will find some way to break the rules and make a little trouble out there. And I also hope you will choose to make some of that trouble on behalf of women.

			—Nora Ephron, the queen of turning heartbreaks into box-office gold. Watch Heartburn and you’ll be like, “Wow, pain can be hilarious.”

			Another self-help book???!! You’ve got to be kidding me. How many of these do people read in a day, a month, a year?

			Well, guess what? I’m not helping you with shit. As a working single mom of three—not my circus, not my monkeys.

			OK, I’m kidding, but it’s no joke that self-help is a genre that people often roll their eyes at. Here you have someone who acts like they’ve got everything figured out; they give you IG-worthy pointers on what to do and what not to do in order to #liveyourbestlife.

			But life is, well, lifey! It’s up and down and all around, and just when you thought you had it figured out—like a punch delivered by the champ himself, POW!—it knocks you sideways. You can have your #bestlife if that’s what you want, but I’m more interested in what it means to put the pieces back together in a new shape that fits the person you’ve become after everything’s fallen apart.

			Consider me your big sister who’s been there before, who wants only the best for you, and who’ll love you for exactly who you are, while fearlessly calling you out on your shit.

			First, let me introduce myself.

			I’m Sarah Shahi. You might know me from my lead role in the globally successful erotic hit on Netflix Sex/Life. Almost overnight, I became the poster child for unhappily married women. Over 170 million people tuned in to watch me take on the role of Billie, who ponders questions about a road not traveled. The viewership continues to grow to this day.

			A seemingly happy stay-at-home mom who can’t stop reminiscing about the days of old, Billie’s haunted by flashbacks of the sparkly, feral version of herself and the guy who brought it out. I noticed—through two seasons of me crying, masturbating (it’s called Sex/Life; what did you expect?), and sharing my character’s raw “what if?” stories—that millions of women around the world were asking the same questions. They just didn’t have the guts or the space to admit it—until now.

			As fate so divinely orchestrated, while I was filming Sex/Life, I was going through my own personal transformation. I’d been married for almost twelve years, together for nearly twenty, but my relationship was plagued by problems other than a fantasy man from the past. The years of frustration that came from living a life well below my full potential finally came to a head. I was tired, bloated, and uninspired. The only “self-care” ritual I had was the ten minutes a night I picked food out of my teeth.

			In the months leading up to that fateful decision to get a divorce, I wondered to myself, Where did that other girl go? The one who used to chase her ambitions and interests with a sparkly fever was now chasing macaroni noodles from a high chair and adding Metamucil to every meal.

			I had settled into a version of myself that made me smaller. But as I came to see, the “other girl” was still there, inside me, waiting to be freed. All I had to do was shut out all the exterior noise and listen. To me.

			Who says life can’t imitate art? The tides started turning when I filmed the show. Billie became a buzz in my veins. She had the courage to question all the things I had been thinking about. Like me, she was hopelessly flawed and didn’t have her shit together. At the same time, she was a devoted mom and a passionate soul with an appetite for a life that was way bigger than the one she was living.

			Sex/Life aired in 2021, and within its first three weeks, 69 (a fun and ironic number given the show’s content, right?) million people watched. Suddenly, my press became advice columns, and the interviews became therapy. I amassed over 160 million likes on social media from women all over the world who were grateful for a show that made them feel that fucking seen.

			So, the unexpected happened: Sex/Life became a battle cry for unsatisfied women who knew in their bones there was something better out there…and I was leading the charge. Women slid into my DMs with questions like: How’d you have the strength to leave? How did you tell your kids? How do you “single-working-mom it”? Many of them would stop me at grocery stores, traffic lights, and my kids’ schools, all recounting similar issues. They wanted to turn over a new leaf but didn’t have the faintest clue where to start. Many of them felt lost as to how they could find the balls to fully live the life they wanted without giving a fuck what others thought.

			Since then, I’ve been playing therapist to women in multiple languages all across the globe. It’s exhausting being me. You try searching for the phrase “Fuck it, you gotta live your life” in Cantonese. 

			In connecting with women of all ages, races, and backgrounds, something became clear: We’re masters when it comes to putting everyone else before us. It’s like we took a class on how to disappear into the lives of our husbands and children—so much so that we lose the spark we came into this world with. Because once upon a time, before the diapers, we had dreams. And even if we didn’t know exactly how those dreams were going to take shape, we were passionate about living in a way that reflected who we were, deep down: creative, unique, curious, insatiable. That was all before we succumbed to the boring plot of dinner on the table at six.

			Lots of the women I’ve connected with have unhappily assumed the role of multitasking Superwoman (busy at home, busy at work), conveniently eating up the lie most of us were told—that we can “have it all” without some part of our life or inner world suffering as a result. But most of the time, the Superwoman label we’ve slapped across our foreheads means we’re still contorting ourselves into being everything to everyone but not pleasing ourselves in the process. After all, putting our own souls and desires first can be scary because it means digging into the depths with our sharpest machete and a damn good head lamp—and cutting away the debris that’s choking out our life energy and killing our spark.

			But what’s the point of looking like we have our shit together on the outside when we’re so tired on the inside that we don’t even remember who we are anymore?

			Thankfully, as I learned when I left my marriage, every single woman has a superpower at her disposal: her intuition. We don’t really need advice from others—a therapist, a friend, an ex, a parent, a neighbor, an Uber driver (fully spilled my guts to one—poor fella). What we do need is permission to wholeheartedly love ourselves: bumps, lumps, and all. We need the time and space to tune in and listen to the wise, bold, smart, awesome woman on the inside whose voice society has taught us to tune out because it’s too selfish, too scary, too dangerous, too inconvenient, blah blah blah.

			Unsurprisingly, in an era of convenience, we’ve forgotten how to think for ourselves. We Uber-Eats a Michelin-starred meal to our house, which we just Amazon-Primed a brand-new couch to, all while Netflix tells us what to watch next, and we obey the algorithms that tell us what clothes to buy online. At large, we’ve lost our ability to think; we’ve traded in brain cells for swipes and likes.

			Life Is Lifey will teach you how to think for yourself again. You’ll be offered tips and tricks and personal stories galore that’ll help you tune out the peanut gallery and get in touch with your gut. You’ll have a front-row seat to your soul and the means to unlock the truth of who you are. All with the help of an occasional kick in the ass to reignite the fire in your belly.

			The advice in this book isn’t a prescription to help you make decisions more easily or bypass self-doubt. I want you to feel everything—the jagged edges, the glorious a-ha moments, the places where confusion brushes elbows with clarity.

			Just be forewarned: Advice is not a one-size-fits-all model. This is gonna read like we’re about a tequila deep, sitting on the couch in Xmas PJs (I don’t care if it’s March, Xmas PJs make everything better—get over yourself), The Great British Bake Off on TV, and a charcuterie board in front of us (if you don’t eat cheese, get out). I’ll share my stories, my mistakes, and how I found my truest, most connected self amid the misery. I’ll help you replace your inner dialogue with your very own unclouded, empowering perspective.

			I’m going to share how I weathered my own storms, stayed vulnerable and honest AF about the many ways I screwed up and made right, and hopefully get you not just to nod your head in agreement but to also dig into the inconvenient yet necessary truth of who you are—which means the good, the bad, and the ugly. At the end of each chapter, you’ll engage in a soul inquiry through questions that’ll help you unlock your own answers. Roll up those sleeves and grab a shovel. We’re getting dirty. Obviously, we can’t redo the past, but we sure as hell can have a second act that outdoes the first.

			Digging into these pages, you’ll figure out who the fuck you are, recognize what gives you pleasure, learn your non negotiables, set boundaries (even when you’re scared as shit), speak up for what you want and deserve, and most importantly, trust yourself—especially when you’re shaking on the inside and every sentence you utter has a little-girl question mark at the end?

			The journey is guaranteed to be messy, and I encourage you to embrace the mess and rejoice in the complications. And grab that tequila! We’re gonna be here for a while! Also, you might need a box of Kleenex here and there. But don’t worry—I’ve interjected some funny stories. They’re meant to be breathers you can take amidst the heavier moments; growth doesn’t have to be so serious all the time! Sometimes we just need to veg out and talk about mind-numbing shit, like where Doja Cat’s eyebrows went. Even as we swim the depths of heartbreak, we’ll still find time to laugh and dream.

			Trust me, even though you probably found this book filed under Self-Help, I’m not here to tell you to suck it up and be more positive. I’m here to help relieve you of the need for perfection. The beauty of life is in the mess. And while we can certainly take responsibility for cleaning up whatever’s lurking around on our side of the fence, perfection is never the point—authenticity is.

			The second act of your life can be so much richer, so much hotter, so much more exciting than the first because this is the time you’re most likely to say, “No more of this shit,” and finally consent to living your version of #mybestlife. This is the time you get to break the rules and make a little necessary trouble—not just for yourself, but on behalf of all women. You’ve already put in all the hard work, and it’s time to reap the rewards to become the main character in your script. After all, a miracle is just a shift in perspective—with the help of someone who’s got your back every step of the way.

		

	
		
			Adulting

			“Adulting is an extreme sport. I finally got eight hours of sleep. Took me four days, but whatever.”

			—Pinterest

			Ugh, “adulting.” It’s for the fucking birds, I tell you. I used to say the only exciting thing about becoming an adult was finally being able to eat my dessert first. Until five years ago, my life was a snore. It consisted of a daily mundane routine: kids, work, clean, pay the bills, rinse and repeat (notice I didn’t say cook, but I’ll get to that in a minute), with moments of excitement that were just about as fleeting as the wind. 

			Is this what I couldn’t wait to grow up for? Putting my feelings eloquently, adulting sucked. But in 2020, I was forced to redefine what adulting looked like the moment I closed the door on my eighteen-year union with my ex-husband.

			From Mac ’N’ Cheese to Life Dreams

			I was scared, angry, confused. I had so many questions. How did I get here? Will I ever meet anyone again? And the thought that haunted me repeatedly: Shit, who the fuck is going to cook NOW?

			Visions swirled in my head: my children and me standing alongside the 101 Freeway with a sign reading “not poor, just can’t cook,” as cars sped by, throwing boxes of Annie’s macaroni and cheese at me. My ex was undoubtedly the chef in the family. I never used anything other than a toaster until after the birth of my first child, and even then, my cooking skills ended at boiling water. Once the twins entered the picture, I increased my culinary conquests to microwaveable mac ’n’ cheese.

			Choosing to walk away from him and the life we shared also meant I chose to walk away from perfectly grilled steaks, mashed potatoes, the juiciest chicken, and a plethora of other mouth-watering meals. Food had been one of our shared love languages, and it was hard to give it up.

			But the day had arrived, and I needed to put my big-girl pants on and make something other than the infamous mac ‘n’ cheese (at least it said “grass-fed cows” on the label). I bought my first set of pans, cooked perfectly burnt steaks, and had three seriously pissed off kids who were convinced I was grilling tires. There were tears (mostly mine), smoke alarms (often), and enough Googling of “why is my steak gray” to qualify for a culinary doctorate in failure. But the persistence finally paid off. One magical Tuesday—I nailed it. The steak was juicy, the potatoes were crispy, and the broccoli wasn’t sad. The kids took one bite, paused, and looked at me like I had just performed a miracle. I adulted my way into cooking a real dinner that didn’t come out of a box. And then I looked at the sink.… Damn.

			Hi, my name is Sarah, and I’m an adult now. 

			Don’t Do the Dishes

			Let’s face it—feeding other humans is hard enough, and trying to juggle everything else on top of that? It never ends! Which brings me to this: Being an adult sometimes means making a conscious choice to ignore the chores. Let’s start with the dishes. 

			Whether you are a working mom or the kids are your nine-to-five, chances are you’re busier than a fan in July. Maybe tonight, adulting looks like taking something off your plate.

			Try this on for size: How about not doing the dishes? You read that right. This is your permission slip to let them sit! A lot of you may bristle at this idea, but if you can show me where it says that you must do the dishes every night after dinner, then I will shit in a bag and punch it. 

			Instead of rushing all the plates into the kitchen after the last bite is had, use this time to play a board game with the kids, curl up on the couch, and watch shitty TV, or (my personal favorite) climb into bed with a book in one hand and laptop in the other and watch Hacks or Gilmore Girls with your kids. (BTW, how did Lorelai and Rory find endless amounts of time to get ready in the morning and casually stroll to their heart’s content while making it to school and work in time?)

			This is your night, too, and you get to color it however you want. Trust me, the dishes will still be there in the morning glaring at you as you sip on your cup of joe. Give yourself a break from the domesticity. That kind of freedom is also known as adulting. 

			Being an adult is not all about responsibility and chores. Ew, boring. It’s about recognizing when you need a break and being adult enough to give it to yourself. It’s about realizing when to put the foot on the gas and when to let it off. Some days we wake up, and we just can’t.

			You Write the Rules

			According to renowned “adulting” researcher Sarah Shahi, it’s about learning how to prioritize these “whatever’s necessary” moments. Don’t get me wrong—you will still get excited over a new scent of Dawn dish soap, but the beauty of it is this: You get to choose what each day looks like in order to prioritize a happier YOU.

			It’s about sending the kids to bed an hour early when you’re desperate to get some quiet time. It’s about buckling down and walking headfirst into the shitshow of a day you know you’re going to have. Other times, it’s about speaking up and giving the other person a big fat piece of your mind. In contrast, adulting can also mean recognizing when not to speak up because after all, my dear, you are not the “stupid whisperer.”

			You can’t pour from an empty cup, so of course, adulting includes the mundane parts of life, but it’s also about being able to say, “Today we are departing from the regularly scheduled programming because my nervous system needs to calma the fuck down!” (All credit goes to Amanda Hirsch for that gem. Look up “Anne Hathaway calma.” You’re welcome.)

			We all know that adulting comes with a long list of pressures—you don’t get to sleep in, there’s no summer vacation, you have to pay the bills, take care of the children, make the brownies for the bake sale, go to work, feed the dogs, feed the husband, and so on and so forth. That amount of daily pressure is hard! 

			But when done sanely, we get to pick our hard. We’re the fuckin’ adults, after all.

			Turn the Mirror Back on You

			Other than having a bottle of Goo Gone under the sink (adios, sticky price tags), here are some things to think about that will make adulting a little easier for you. 

			How did your parents “adult”? We mimic how we were raised, so if your parents ran around like the house was on fire, yet the only conflicts on the table were the repairman and your piano instructor arriving at the same time, you may be recreating that level of intensity. Reflect on how you run your day and see where you can afford to go a little slower. You’re not your parents, so stop acting like it.

			“And on the seventh day, she rested.” Just kidding! On the seventh day, she did more cooking, more laundry, and more cleaning than she had Monday through Friday! Time management is an essential part of putting those big-girl pants on. Do not be running just to chase your tail. Be it a day, an afternoon, or even an hour, your time is for you too. 

			Is there anything you’ve wanted to learn but haven’t? Cooking was always a thorn in my side, and I wasn’t going to allow it to poke me any longer. Maybe you want to learn a new language, develop a green thumb, or take a dance class. Turns out, mastering a new skill—or just doing what you love without setting the kitchen on fire—is a totally legit form of adulting.
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			Aging

			“Getting old is like climbing a mountain; you get a little out of breath, but the view is much better.” 

			—Ingrid Bergman, the stunner from Casablanca

			I was on a show in the mid-2000s (which will remain nameless) working with an actress (let’s call her Suzy) whom I had a pretty intertwined storyline with, so we saw each other often. In the mornings, we’d start off in the hair and makeup trailer discussing breaking events, ovulation, and beauty products. She was a good actress and a hard worker, and I appreciated how kind she was to everyone. I had scene partners in the past who were about as cold as a witch’s tit, so a day with Suzy was a day well spent. 

			She was a little older than me and refreshingly open about discussing the work she had done to her face. She was proud of how she looked and was not selfish about sharing how many units of Botox and lip and cheek filler she’d injected. Suzy was like the elder in a tribe but for injections. 

			One day, I walked into the hair and makeup trailer and saw the entire department surrounding her. Wondering what everyone was gawking at, I walked over to find the ladies marveling at how good her facelift scars were. Damn! This bitch gets it done! 

			My makeup artist and I walked back to our station as I commented, “I guess this is what you have to do to look good in your fifties.”

			Her eyes widened, and she whispered back, “Sarah, she’s thirty-three!” 

			Well, strike me pink—you are shitting me, Carol! Thirty-three?

			The War on Lines

			We’re told a woman is like a fine wine, and she only gets better with age. Bullshit! Only if you’re Elle Macpherson. The societal pressure to look a certain way increases every time you turn on your television or scroll social media. Now more than ever, women have a variety of beauty treatments and surgical procedures at their fingertips that profess to “turn back the clock.” Forty is the new twenty; sixty is the new forty. Umm, what happens if you’re forty, and you look forty? Is that illegal? Will I be arrested? Charged with aging? How dare you age?! RUN TO YOUR NEAREST INJECTIONIST, TIFFANY!! THERE’S THIS THING GOING AROUND CALLED WRINKLES. IF YOU CATCH IT, YOU’LL BE LOCKED UP FOR LIFE!

			Yes, life is too short for frown lines, and I love a strategically placed injection. But aging is treated very negatively in our society—like a disease we need to be aware of, so we don’t catch it.

			The world celebrates the young and rejects the elderly. We will do anything to not become the victims of a sagging chin line and an AARP membership.

			But when your entire face morphs into a bloated, smooth, perpetually surprised peach, it makes you look older. I’ve seen twenty-four-year-olds who I thought looked great…for forty-four. So, rock those wrinkles, sister. A line or two never hurt anyone. Sure, a little preservation is fine—but erasing every wrinkle is like wiping out a collection of your best stories. There’s no point trying to out-cute the kittens, and it’s super cringey when you see an older woman desperately trying to act like she’s twenty years younger. Instead, why not be the hottest forty-five, fifty-five, sixty-five-year-old you can be? You’re a total badass, and every mark is a medal of honor, not something to delete.

			Wrinkles And No Regrets 

			I was on another job working with a couple of actresses who were both in their twenties. One was twenty-two, and the other was tipping the scales at twenty-seven. Let’s call them Daryl 1 and Daryl 2. 

			First stop of the morning for everyone is always the hair and makeup trailer. A team of experts attacked my face like I was a Formula One race car that had just crashed while they breezed in and out in under fifteen minutes without even wearing under-eye patches. Bitches. They had skin as smooth as glass, lips with the perfect cupid’s bow, and full feathery brows that would make a young Brooke Shields jealous. 

			Daryl 1 and Daryl 2 were always giggling, always sharing inside jokes about last night’s wild adventures. I envied a lot more than their skin. While they were up late closing the bar down and hooking up with a set of baby blues, I was pouring MiraLAX in my bedtime drink. They had the kind of energy that I could never get back—the kind of energy that’s only found in youth.

			Shooting a film is a lot like a marathon, and you have to maintain your stamina, or you’ll go as crazy as a hair at the end of a mole. The four-month shoot consisted of fourteen-hour days that were long, slow, and repetitive. As the shoot progressed, the Daryls started unraveling. Their nightly escapades produced drama in their personal lives. Reporting one failed hookup after another, they would come into the trailer crying over some new fuckboy drama. They weren’t so easy, breezy, beautiful anymore—and their work suffered because of it. They couldn’t remember lines, and their performances were no longer on point, and by the end of the shoot, Daryls 1 and 2, who’d started out as BFFs, couldn’t even look at each other. 

			Now…I love my boring MiraLAX-filled nights! You couldn’t pay me enough money to trade places with them. Sure, their skin is tighter, their boobs are more lifted, and there isn’t a single dimple in their thighs, but I have something that means so much more than that—the wisdom of experience, which only comes with age. Do you know what my wrinkles and my crow’s feet mean? Been there, done that, girls. Aging is not just a number; it’s leveling up.

			Self-Love and the Scalpel Are Not the Same

			If you’re someone who idolizes Jocelyn Wildenstein, a.k.a. the “Cat Lady,” then…what’s up, pussycat? Meow. But if you’re looking to augment your face as a quick fix for self-love, or to please some dumb boy or the unrealistic expectations of society, I will jump in front of that scalpel to tell you: That ain’t it, sis. At some point, too much is too much. 

			Self-love is a messy topic that’s thrown in our face more than ever before. Yes, we should love ourselves so much that if we want to change the nose Granny gave us, we should absolutely feel no shame. But how do we experience self-love if we’re changing everything about us? Is that really self-love? We trade in our mental health for big lips, huge eyes, chiseled cheeks, and feathered brows. Here’s an idea—just wear an alien mask. It’s about the same thing.

			Even our children are starting to experience the pressure on a subconscious level. Skincare is now being targeted towards the youth. It’s teaching them to focus on “fixing” themselves before they even know who they are. Can someone explain to me why our nine-year-olds need a serum for “fine lines”? Their only lines are on loose-leaf paper!

			What happened to the good old days of slapping on some fruity-smelling lip balm? I mean, my daughter’s biggest stress should be whether her best friend likes the same flavor of Gushers—not whether they’re a niacinamide or hyaluronic acid girl. Honey, you’re neither—you’re a KID.

			Our preteens don’t need retinol; they need self-acceptance. They need to hear that their value isn’t tied to how glassy their skin looks or how symmetrical their face is. They need permission to exist exactly as they are.

			The glow-up isn’t a serum; it’s confidence. And confidence doesn’t come in a bottle, no matter how cute the packaging is. Their only skincare goal should be washing off glitter and Cheeto dust, not preventing crow’s feet before they’ve even seen a real crow. So, let’s toss the mini eye creams, and let kids be kids.

			Your Brain Is Your Sex Appeal

			I’ve noticed that any time I feel the most beautiful isn’t when my hair, skin, and nails rival Gisele’s but when I can hold a conversation that isn’t just about my gua sha routine. Sure, everyone wants to look like a cover girl—but how about adding a little cover story to the mix? Because brains? Those don’t wrinkle. And being interested in the world around you? That never goes out of style.

			You know what doesn’t age? A solid opinion on world events, a killer sense of humor, and the ability to make someone laugh until they snort wine out of their nose. You don’t get that out of a contour palette. 

			Read. Get curious about things that light you up and make it a point to learn more about them. Knowing something cool, like how octopuses have three hearts, or being able to recommend the best dumpling spot in town without looking it up on Yelp is the kind of glow people actually stick around for.

			So yes, use the serums, dab the concealer, and line the lips—but don’t forget to feed your brain while you’re at it. Because trust me, there’s nothing sexier than someone who can look good and out-argue you about why pineapple doesn’t belong on pizza. That’s the real timeless beauty secret. Your intellect. That’s what really lights up a room.

			Turn the Mirror Back on You

			Let’s get down to brass tacks here. We all age. But there’s a way to look hot without trying to outrun the clock.

			1.Laugh. Laugh hard. Laugh often. Nothing screams old like a woman who acts like she’s got a stick up her ass. Stay lighthearted and keep your soul young. Make that left turn instead of the right. For just a second, lose your sense of direction and your mind. Make the kind of memories you can talk about for decades to come. That’s where the stories live.

			2.No matter what you’re injecting into your face, if you’re living an unhealthy life, it’s gonna show up sooner or later. You want to keep that plumpy Michelangelo cherub skin? Drink more water than wine. Eat for health. Stay away from processed sugar. Get outside and move.

			3.Want to know the best way to feed your mind? Leave what everyone else is doing behind and pursue your interests. Love yoga? Get certified. Want to learn something new but don’t know where to start? The internet is your friend! You can basically find an affordable online class on any topic imaginable. Online learning portals like Udemy can give you the lowdown on whatever you want—from learning how to plant seasonal flowers in your own Zen garden, to figuring out WTF your dog or cat is trying to communicate to you, to understanding why Mean Girls still explains 90 percent of female friendships. Life is happening all around you. Take an interest. You have a lot more to give than what people see on the outside.

		

	
		
			Blowjobs

			“Learn to love the blowy, and your guy will be obsessed with you.” 

			—Me

			“LADIES—LISTEN HERE—the sloppier, the wetter, the better. Moan and groan, and choke on that dick!” 

			No, this was not some bizarre, meant-to-be-motivational-but-kinda-just-weird workout chant. Those words were commanded by Lou Paget, the author of the infamous The Big O, as I sat in her blowjob class in 2000. I had just moved to LA from Texas, met a cute boy, and my inexperienced self quickly got the hint that he wanted more than just dry humping. Let’s call him Boyfriend: ten years older, desirable, and a critically acclaimed (in his mind) B+ movie star. I was determined to make him a happy boyfriend. Thus, my virginal, chaste, Southern, sheltered, Persian upbringing days needed to come to an end.

			“These dicks aren’t gonna ejaculate themselves; let’s get started!” 

			I appreciated this strangely upbeat sentiment for the situation as a respectable six-inch dildo was served in front of me on fine china. At twenty, easily the youngest in attendance, I was surrounded by a group of women in their thirties and forties who needed help unleashing their inner Christy Canyon. Through instructional hand and mouth techniques, Lou broke down the penis in a way that made my analytical, overthinking, inexperienced mind feel safe to be my very own porn star. 

			The class was a two-day seminar, turning us all into certified pros in the fine art of hand and mouth techniques. We covered everything from the anatomy of a penis (nerve endings galore) to pacing, deep-throating, lubrication, and exactly how much pressure to apply. By the end, I was so damn confident I felt like I could deep-throat a cactus. But it wasn’t just about mastering the technique—it was about giving the whole situation the kind of attention that turns a regular day into a national holiday.

			Spoiler alert: Mr. Boyfriend was absolutely thrilled.

			But It Looks Like an Angry Pirate

			It wasn’t always like that. I used to be intimidated by the one-eyed willy. I was raised in the South by a Persian single mom and had the fear of God put into me about the danger of engaging in premarital affairs. “You will go straight to hell, and your vagina will fall off! Now, back to your times table!” 

			Aside from my kindergarten romance where we exchanged juice boxes like wedding vows, I got my first boyfriend when I was fourteen. Let’s call him First Boyfriend. He was lovely and sweet and on the receiving end of a lot of over-the-pants handies. I certainly wasn’t ready to even make eye contact with his willy let alone put my hands on it, so I thought it was a great compromise. Any time he was over, I always kept the door open just to ensure he wouldn’t try anything I wasn’t ready for (now that I think about it, I may even remove my children’s room doors altogether until they’re forty), and if he couldn’t whip it out, his membrane down under didn’t exist! GENIUS! Alas, like most high school flings, ours couldn’t make it past the cafeteria doors.

			A few years later while I was a freshman at Southern Methodist University, I met another amour. He was older, had facial hair, and his father definitely didn’t have to drive us to our dates. A step up from First Boyfriend. One night, after a dazzling date at The Mansion on Turtle Creek, he wanted to come back to my dorm room. My roommate was always there, so I figured I’d escape the chances of anything sexual happening. 

			We get to my room…and hold on a sec…what the fuck?! The bitch isn’t there!!?? And the door doesn’t stay open! It was one of those heavy doors that automatically closed! Shit. Fuck me sideways! Actually, no—don’t! At all! We walk in, the door slams shut, and my heart drops out of my body. We start kissing, and that motherfucker was so sly, I didn’t even hear him unzip his pants as he brought his peen out. There it was, full of veins and rumpled skin, standing at attention, glaring back at me with its one piercing eye. And why are parts of it dark? EW! I’m supposed to want to touch that? NOPE. 

			This being the first time I had ever seen one, my initial instinct was to scream—full-on Janet Leigh in Psycho—and run down the hall wailing, “Stranger danger!” Instead, I tried to appear cool, calm, and like I saw dicks morning, noon, and night. My rationale from my days with First Boyfriend kicked in: If I don’t make eye contact, it’s not there! Brilliant! All while a flurry of thoughts went through my mind: What do I do? Do I pet it? Do I blow on it? Does it respond to a whistle?

			After a few awkward minutes, the owner of this membrane averted eye contact with me, kissed me on the forehead, and off he went. Never heard from him again. Wonder why.

			Learn to love the blowjobs, sister. And it’s not just for the receiver; it’s empowering to take your partner to ecstasy. You are in control of their pleasure, so pleasing them should be fun for you, too. Whether you learn through a class, conversations with your girlfriends, or a book, the thing that you may be dreading could turn out to be your helping hand (pun intended). Sure, they’re called “jobs” for a reason (cue Samantha from Sex and the City almost three decades later), but on those nights that you couldn’t be bothered—where you were the first one up with the kids and the last one to put them to bed, where even the hands of Tom Brady himself would get slapped away—learning how to properly deep-throat that sucker will be good for him and you. But you must commit! Spit on it, make it sloppy, gag (every guy wants to think his “down under” is just too big for his wittle lady’s mouth), and make subtle little groans that even Stormy Daniels would applaud. You’ll have a very happy partner in under ninety seconds, and you, my dear, will still have enough time to cuddle up in bed reading your book by nine. 

			Turn the Mirror Back on You

			Sister, I get it. There are other things you’d rather do than give head. But ask yourself why you don’t like giving your man a blowy. If we can break down the barriers and reframe it in a way that the BJ is your literal helping hand, you will not only make him happy, but you’ll be even happier. Handjobs are acceptable too, but I’m all about efficiency. It’s the lazy girl’s way of having sex. 

			So, now to the barriers:

			1.Hygiene issues are the number-one reason most women don’t open up and say “ahhh.” If so, tell your beau to take a shower—but don’t say it in an offensive way. “Your shit constantly stinks. Take a shower; I’ll blow you.” Try using your best whispery, phone sex operator voice: “Hey baby, do you want to pop in the shower? I’ve got a surprise for you when you come out.” He won’t mind if he knows what’s coming after.

			2.Is your guy’s peen a scary-looking membrane with a sharp curve to the right and just a bitch to look at? Well, close your eyes! HA! No, seriously, if you can look at it from a biological standpoint, the penis has different sections, all of which are very sensitive. Breaking it up anatomically keeps you honed in on each section individually, and you won’t have to see it as one overwhelming shebang.

			3.Are you afraid of deep-throating? Yes, I know, it’s very counterintuitive to open up to the thing that makes you gag. But this is the key to a mind-blowing blowy: You have to somewhat desensitize your gag reflex and open up your throat. Either with a toothbrush or your finger (obviously nothing big that would get stuck), touch the back of your throat and see if you can hold the object there for maybe five seconds. When giving a blowjob and activating the gag reflex, you produce a lot of saliva. Use that to your advantage. The wetter the better. A dry tug is no fun.
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