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Introduction



Darlings, darlings, darlings, have no fear, Mama Gena is here! Here to take you high and make you fly and have your way with the men in this world. My darlings, I want you to feel the same kind of navigational certainty with your men as you do when you slip behind the steering wheel of your car or assemble the ingredients for your favorite recipe or organize a conference at work. I want you to know your way, with confidence, over that terrain called “men.” I want you to become the navigatrix you were born to be. I want you to feel every drop of exquisite power and beauty and gloriousness that you, as women, were designed to feel in relationships with men.

I am so over your sacrificing yourselves and diminishing yourselves and belittling yourselves. I am done, done, done, I tell you, with tales of women doing things to make other people happy, at the expense of themselves. And I want you to be done, too. Or at least, if not done, then open to the idea that things can get a whole lot better than they are. And how do they get better, Mama? They get better, so better, fantastically, unbelievably better, when we, as women, take control of the steering wheel and begin to own and operate our men, and own and operate ourselves.

I want you all to have the unprecedented experience of true partnership with the men in your lives. You cannot be partners with someone you are subservient to. You can’t be partners with someone you are obligated to. Partnership is a game of equals, each playing their different part. A knife and a fork are equals, but different. Men and women are equals, but different. When we know our part and play it to the maximum effect, and guys know and play their part to the maximum effect, it is a fantastic combination. A union of differences! Which translates to the thing we want the most—a friendship in which intimacy and closeness and fun grow over a lifetime. I want you each to relish your womanhood and relish the deliciousness of your relationships with men. Mama wants you to have a man who serves you, worships you, and adores you. A sex life that is constantly evolving, expanding, and giving you extended, massive pleasure. A deep, lovely friendship with a guy who is on your side and wants you to have everything you desire. A partner. A best friend you have sex with. Why would any sane woman want anything less? Ultimately, I want you to be capable of creating a partnership with another human being that reflects you, enhances you, and brings you and your partner the kind of intimacy and ecstasy that you long for, and probably don’t see many examples of in the world. My life’s work has been about that journey.

Let us reinvent the path to succulent, joyous relationships. Don’t you want to get it so good that all of your girlfriends want what you have? Mama is here to pose and answer the question “What is it, exactly, that we are supposed to do with men?” She will explain why the time has finally come for women to fulfill their destiny: owning and operating men. It is a tough job, oh Sister Goddesses, but someone’s gotta do it.

By the time you finish reading this book, you’ll be able to grab the steering wheel and own and operate your men. All of your men. Your husbands, fathers, boyfriends, dry cleaners, brothers, bosses, employees, waiters, gardeners, and hairdressers. Go get ’em, gals, they are there purely for your pleasure.

At this point, I have a warning and a request: This book is by a woman, for women only. This book simply is not for men. I teach a whole wonderful course for men called “Mama Gena Gives It Up to Men.” And do I ever. But this is not that. This is Mama, speaking to her sisters, and if you are a guy, you may feel offended or diminished or slighted. And that is not my goal. I adore men. I love the way they feel, the way they smell, the way they melt me with love and make me weak in the knees. I love to surrender to their touch and feel them respond to mine. I am grateful for their loyalty, their adoration, and their steadfast devotion. But this is not “giving it up to men” time. This is “giving it up to my Sister Goddesses” time.

A Sister Goddess is a woman who has taken one of my courses or read one of my books. “Sister,” because we as women are all sisters, and “Goddess” because every woman has a spark of the divine in her. And when you treat a woman as a sister and as a goddess, you bring out the best in her. And bringing out the best in a woman is a very brilliant thing to do. The goal of this book is exactly that—to bring out the divine in all of you. I have fantastic desires and dreams about women creating lives with their men that include an abundance of sensuality, fun, and intimate joy with each other. And my method is to exclude you, guys, and lay some truth on my Sisters.

Indulge Mama, would you? If you are a man, shut this book instantly. Return it to the shelf you took it from. Leave me alone with the ladies. It’s time for a woman-to-woman chat. I’ll get to you next time. Remember, Mama loves you….

Now, my darling Sister Goddesses, you know that owning and operating men is something that has been going on for centuries, just as gravity had been going on for centuries before Newton drew it to our attention. Women have been in charge of men since the dawn of time. It is only now that we can articulate and gain control of that which has always existed. Before we knew there was gravity, some valuable piece of jewelry might have been carried off by the wind or floated away or vanished. Once we knew about gravity, we could take advantage of it, count on it, put our fears to rest. We know that missing jewels were either dropped, misplaced, stolen, or else exactly where we left them. We are in control because we understand how this unseen force affects our universe. The laws of owning and operating men work precisely the same way. Once we understand the laws, we are confident, we are in control, and we know what to do next. If he leaves you, it’s not because you are a loser or because you are not worthy or that you will never hold on to a man. If he has left, it’s because you were done with him, or he was poorly trained before you found him, or you are clearing the decks for something much better. There is method to the madness.

Now, Mama, you say that women have been in control of men since the dawn of time—what do you mean by that exactly? I believe that Helen had Paris by the balls, that Cleopatra gave eternity to Marc Antony and Julius Caesar, that greatness, inspiration, life, passion, creativity, new directions, innovations all come directly from the impact, influence, and presence of women.

I grew up in a world, like you did, where natural law seemed rather different. My father worked, my mother was responsible for the food and housekeeping. Cover story was that he made all the decisions; he was the head of the household. But I noticed that the most significant decisions in our family life originated from her, not him. We moved from one house to another when she decided she wanted a bigger one. There were three children because she wanted three. We got used cars because she thought new ones were a waste of money. My brothers became doctors because she wanted them to. And the only person her desire had no impact on was me, the only other female. I actually used to get quite annoyed at my dad for being so vulnerable to her power. Men were presidents, doctors, lawyers, and heads of newspapers, TV stations, magazines. They were God, basically, and yet I noticed my dad could not get out of the house in the morning without my mom picking out his clothes for him. A widely respected physician required help matching his tie to his shirt and would wear black socks and shoes to the beach with his bathing suit unless we stopped him.

And you know, the point I am making is not about fashion. It’s about power and responsibility. It’s about exposing exactly how things are and playing with the cards we are dealt, rather than playing with some already extinct, outdated models that won’t lead to happiness. If we keep mimicking our parents’ relationships, we will never get to experience the outrageous joy that is available in a game of equals, a game of partners.

Think of owning and operating men as simply an alternative experiment, darlings. The current experiment is an abysmal failure. You know, the whole women-serving-men thing, the whole he’s-superior-and-we’re-inferior thing. They don’t like it, we don’t like it. It’s a disaster, really. Look at the divorce rate—50 percent of all marriages end in divorce, and it’s 100 percent in the state of California because so many people get married and then divorce and then remarry and divorce and then marry again and divorce. One person with three divorces could be responsible for a 300 percent divorce rate. In New York City, 60 percent of all households are single. Why is that? And yet, women all over the world are stuffing themselves into long white gowns and scurrying down the aisle as though it were a blue light special at Kmart. What’s up with that? If someone told you about a fabulous mutual fund you could invest in, and said that it might or might not give you any interest and that there was a 50 percent chance you could lose your whole investment, you know for a fact that you would decline the offer. So why are women rushing toward marriage with the same purposeful abandon as kamikaze pilots in World War II?

Why are we failing so miserably? In the last century, and in those before, one of the great driving goals of life was simple survival: food and shelter. Man was the provider and the woman supported him. The male-dominated relationship paradigm was great for survival of the human species. We are a living testament to its effectiveness. In order to survive, there needed to be a man going out to hunt or fish or gather, and a woman to tend the home and birth the babies. For the last five thousand years or so, women have traded sex, housekeeping, and childcare for food and shelter from male providers. Even now, many women put their needs behind those of their husbands. Happiness has not been considered a priority.

In the twenty-first century, in this country, we are privileged. Most of us have our survival handled, and we are free to pursue happiness. Once you have survival handled, the purpose of life changes. In this country we are promised, “life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” These days, the common goal for individuals and relationships is happiness. Each of us can handle the survival stuff on our own. What we want with each other is more happiness than we can create alone. We lack the skills needed to create great, fabulous, fun relationships that start well and get better and better over a lifetime. We were taught how to “do” relationships by people who created bonds for survival purposes. For our grandparents, happiness was not a goal; food, shelter, and reproduction were their priorities. We’re working with an outdated blueprint: the relationship equivalent of trying to fly to the moon in a 747. Or doing microsurgery with a machete. You can’t reach your goals unless you use the right instrument.

Mama will reveal an entirely new model for relationships: the Sister Goddess model, one that is in sync with the men and women of today. The Sister Goddess paradigm is what will take us to our new goals: pleasurable survival, or the creation of fun, intimacy, happiness, gratitude, celebration, and joy. True friendships between men and women are the new opportunity of this century. This book will be a blueprint for how to successfully create a relationship of true friendship and genuine intimacy. That thing that everyone wants but no one has a clue how to get. You know this world is hungry for some new ideas. And ain’t it the truth that if you want to make a relationship happy, you gotta ask the woman what’s missing, and if you want to make a woman happy, you gotta ask her how, and don’t we just have a lot to say on the subject, once you get us started? All of it pearls, pure pearls.

I know you all grew up hearing the saying “If the mama ain’t happy, no one’s happy.” I also know that if you are still married or still with your boyfriend (and if you are not totally numb), then you are with a man who, to at least some degree, knows you are the center of his universe and encourages you to have your way with him. I know that if you have dumped your guy, it is because he thought he was the center of his universe. There is nothing more boring than a man who believes he is operating himself. Case in point: Donald Trump. Women do not leave men who give them everything they want. We are greedy, not crazy. We leave men who are self-absorbed, who don’t pay attention to us, who think that what they want is far more important than what we want.

Training a man is not a solo activity. It is far easier and far less dangerous with a good girlfriend by your side. That is why Mama is here. So, as I say every chance I get, “Have no fear, Mama Gena is here!” Mama’s gonna train you to have your way with men. For their benefit as well as yours. Come on, gals, it’s just an experiment.

This book is my heartfelt, ecstatic effort to open new doors for you, dear Sisters, and guide you toward getting everything you want, desire, and deserve from your relationships. I want you to believe that the potential exists for actual friendship, passion, and union between men and women. That is the kind of relationship I am privileged to have with my husband, Bruce.

But creating a great relationship is learned behavior. We live in a world where people understand how to make a living. We spend years at school studying how to do that, and most people who want to can get jobs and maintain them. Au contraire in the world of relationships. I have seen very successful people in marriages they hate. I have seen the quiet desperation of women who find themselves capable of creating fabulous careers for themselves and incapable of creating intimacy with a partner. I have seen men helplessly trying to make their wives or girlfriends happy. I have seen couples who split up not because they couldn’t make a go of it, but because they didn’t know how to make things get better. I have seen anger replace love. To tell you the truth, I have seen very little love. More like cold war. Or games of what he owes her or she owes him. What I do not see is a lot of fantastic, juicy fun and friendship.

I started out with that exact degree of ignorance and cluelessness. When I was eighteen years old, I met this guy, Guy, who I thought was going to be my future husband. I loved him instantly, and on first glance. It was winter, and we were walking with some friends in the snow at Dartmouth College. Guy threw himself into a snowbank, just for the fun of it. I thought to myself, I will marry this man and have his children. He was tall, handsome, sweet, and so different from me. He went to prep school, I went to public school. He threw himself birthday parties and was on the wrestling team. I was a theater major and my friends and I were all tortured.

From the beginning, I totally and completely went out and “got” this Guy. He was dating another woman, so I lurked until it was time to make my move. On his birthday, I took a bus to his town, went to the pizza shop, and sent him an olive pizza, because I remembered a story I had heard about him eating olive pizza with his best friend: they left the open box on the windowsill, and the next morning the leftover pizza was gone. They had a joke that the Olive Pizza God ate it. I signed the humorous poem I wrote him, the “Olive Pizza God,” leaving just enough clues in the note to reveal my true identity. It was not until two days later that he called me to thank me, but when he did, he invited me out to Chinese food at Dartmouth. My plan had worked.

The thing about this was that I was operating totally on instinct. I had read stories my whole life about women who had been swept off their feet by men and had men pursuing them and worshiping them. So here I was, capturing Guy, and thinking the whole time that I was doing it wrong, that it was supposed to be some other way, that my being in charge and making the moves was not how the fairy tales went. Therefore, I reasoned, something had to be wrong with Guy or wrong with me. Or the whole setup was askew. My expectation was that a man would appear and sweep me away to a marvelous life of intimacy, fun, and delicious fabulousness. This is not how it happened for me. Basically, I spotted him, I picked him, then I clubbed him over the head and dragged him back to my cave, rather than the other way around. I thought there was something wrong with me and the way I constructed and created my relationship. This man was perfectly wonderful, but I thought it was all wrong because I had done all the decision making and the conjuring. We moved to New York because I moved to New York. We moved in together because I decided. I had been taught the Barbie/Disney version of the perfect love story. You know, the one where the prince comes and sweeps us away into our story-book forever-and-ever land. I knew that wasn’t happening to me, so I thought I better cut out from this guy, Guy, and make room for the prince. I didn’t want to miss my chance. I had no skills to create a great relationship, and of course I blamed him, and myself. I blamed him for being boring, for not being fun, and for not being able to fix it. And I blamed myself for not being able to make it with this perfectly great Guy.

And the interesting thing was, I looked around and thought to myself, I will just find a couple who is having a fabulous time and ask them how to do it. They will tell me. Only, I looked around and I could not find anyone who was doing great in the world of relationships. Most of my girlfriends thought I had it pretty good and wished they were dating Guy. Older couples seemed content with mediocrity or a life of minimal communication, minimal sex, and minimal fun. My conclusion was that the loneliness and the silence that happens between couples who stop communicating was worse than being alone. I went to therapy and that made me feel worse. But I thought it was good to feel worse. So I broke up with Guy, determined to use my therapy to research every last drop of my anguish from which I could rise like a phoenix and be whisked into an ecstatic relationship life.

What happened instead was that I was celibate for about eight years while I examined, in fantastic detail, my problems. (I have since made up for lost time.) I also found out that many of the experts in the psychology of relationships do not have a clue about happiness, especially happiness between a man and a woman. And I had a lust for happiness. I had lust for a man. I had lust for lust. So I appointed myself the Creatrix of Relationship Technologies, a company and research facility for the study and pursuit of pleasure.

And I appointed my fabulous friend and husband, Bruce, as my research assistant and partner. I suppose you noticed that I leapt rather swiftly from my breakup with Guy to my marriage and husband. All those juicy details of how I found him and married him will follow. This is just the introduction. I decided that if we wanted to get a handle on happiness, we had better study pleasure, not problems. And if we wanted to study intimacy, we should keep on having it, rather than looking at the reasons why we shouldn’t. And if we wanted to have great sensual lives, we had to study sensuality. Bruce and I have now been married for thirteen years. We work together and have fun together and have a child together and have great sex together. And we have been experimenting with researching pleasure as a discipline for the creation of a great partnership between a man and a woman. So far, it is so good.

And these are the doors I want to open up for you, dear Sisters, as a viable alternative to compromise, mediocrity, loneliness, and hopelessness in the man/woman game. We are going to examine how you can get everything you want from a man and have him be exquisitely happy giving it to you. I want you to have the sex you want, the love you want, and the intimacy you want. And all it takes is practice. What I mean by practice is, you have to learn to drop the habits that you currently have which may not be serving you in favor of methods of operating that bring you closer to your goals. This takes effort.

When a prima ballerina shoots across the stage like a weightless wisp of gracefulness, we all clap and say, “My, what a natural!” But there is nothing natural about it. That diva worked her ass off to become so gorgeous and ethereal. You are going to have to work your ass off to create new pathways by which you can achieve the intimacy, fun, pleasure, and happiness you want with men. Training a man is about telling the truth to men, nicely. It’s about handling your anger and not spewing it all over him because he has not read your mind. It’s about exposing your desires. It’s about asking for what you want and being friendly in your communications. It’s about taking responsibility for your pleasure. It’s about including him in your deepest dreams and desires. It’s about using him for your pleasure and remembering he lives to serve you and make you happy. Training a man is about reminding yourself that you are now, and forever, the superior being, and your happiness is the goal of the relationship. Otherwise, the relationship will fail. You do not have to change in any way. You can be exactly and totally yourself, and still have your way. In fact, that is the only way to have your way.

This book will give you lessons and homework. You will do as much or as little as you want. Bear in mind that this is just an experiment, an experiment in happiness and pleasure between men and women. You will be trying something new, which can feel uncomfortable at first. On the other hand, it’s not like the old methods of creating relationships are so successful. We have each had our share of loss in that world. My goal is to create a new outlook that will in turn offer you an opportunity to create the relationship life that you have always wanted. And for each of you, the ideal relationship will be different. Some of you will save a marriage, create a marriage, or break up your marriage. Some of you will find one special someone. Some of you will get a different piece of ass every night of the week. Some of you will do a little of this and a little of that. As long as you are enjoying the scenery, Mama’s thrilled to have you along for the ride.









Chapter 1

Taking Control of the Wheel


Give a man a free hand and he’ll put it all over you.

Mae West






Why, oh why, oh why, Mama, do we have to train? Why don’t they just train themselves? Why do we have to do all the work? Why don’t they come “done,” like takeout? Don’t I have enough to do, really? Shouldn’t he be taking care of me? Who ever heard of training the prince? How could it possibly be fun to be carried off on his white charger if I had to teach him how to ride? This chapter will show you how to take control and have fun doing it.

Darlings, darlings, worry not. Right now, we are in a relationship pickle. Marinating in vinegar and garlic and thinking it will preserve our appearance and our freshness. Instead, we’re just going sour. Enthusiasm, abandon, delight, and outrageous joy are now experienced only on playgrounds or in nursery schools, instead of everywhere as the birthright of every citizen. Men and women come toward each other for reasons very different than fun. We create relationships to prove something (I am attractive enough to have a boyfriend), to fit in socially (I am over thirty, therefore I have to marry and have a family), to create power (I’ll get paid more and be taken more seriously at my job if I am married), to become acceptable in our families or social circles (everyone is doing it). How can a gal even get to know a guy when she is so busy using him to prove something, fit in, create power, or become acceptable? I find that instead of looking forward to a life filled with fun and pleasure, most women have a sinking sensation that life is becoming dramatically “less” when they consider a relationship. Sister Goddess Debbie, a housewife and mother, poured tears in class one day at the thought of having sex with the same man for the next fifty years. And she had a relatively happy marriage.

Before I can turn you all into the expert man trainers that you were born to be, I have to get you off that stuff you are on, that belief that you’re going to be hit by the lightning bolt of love as you walk down the street. Sometimes I feel like I am the lone straight person in an opium den. The rest of you are all strung out on what you think love is. You are my little crack babies, born addicted to the Hollywood High of love, and I am Mother Hale in my Upper West Side brownstone. Y’all are constantly reaching for that chemical rush to tell you are on the right man track, and, of course, as soon as you get that exhilarating feeling, you are heading for another crash of a lifetime. What’s a mother to do? Even explaining this tires me right out. I have to lie down.

[image: logo2.jpg]

My goal is not to give you something hard to do or to make life more difficult. The purpose of learning how to train a man is exactly the same as that of learning how to ride a horse. If you wait until a perfectly trained horse comes to find you, sweep you onto its back, and take you for the ride of your life, you are going to be waiting for a very long time. Horses are not riders. Part of the deal with man training is that each of us is actually training ourselves. It is a bitch to figure out how to ride without taking a lesson. It is actually deadly dangerous. You could get thrown off and hurt yourself. If you don’t take lessons, it will take you a whole lot longer to learn on your own, by trial and error. And you don’t get to benefit from the great instruction of those who have studied for lifetimes before you. Mama wants to save you time and injury. If you take lessons, you can become an incredible equestrienne.

A really accomplished rider can jump on the back of almost any horse and take it for a great ride. I am not that kind of rider, but I am that kind of man trainer. I can get a great time out of any guy I meet. I can have him serve me and feel fabulous about doing it. I can hook a guy from across a crowded room and have him eating out of my hand. I know how to tame a wild one, and how to inspire a tame one to be wild. Men love me, and I love them. And I can accomplish all this outrageous flirtation while honoring my husband and our marriage. I want that kind of confidence for you. I want you to feel that you can get any guy you want and take him on whatever ride you are interested in. This is not a big leap, darlings. It is incremental steps, one at a time. You will see progress with each lesson and with each practice round.

And, you see, no one needs riding lessons these days. We have taxis and trains and planes and automobiles. The only reason to ride a horse is because it is fun. Because it pleasures you. Because you want to. Your life is not dependent on horseback riding. It brings you joy, therefore, you do it. The goal is your good time, just as it is when training a man.

Does Mama think men are like horses and women are like riders? Yes. And no. Here’s the Yes: We, as women, are the superior beings. We have the eyesight, the direction, the desire, and the plan, just like a rider. Men basically serve the desire of women, just like the horse serves the rider. Men can become champions under the careful guidance and appreciation of a woman, just like a brilliant rider can bring out the best in a horse. Isn’t it the truth that men are wild, unkempt, and directionless without a woman? You know how they say that the best men are taken. A guy starts to look like a hero when under the care and feeding of a brilliant horsewoman. That men are not actually like horses is obvious. It’s just a metaphor. Men are men. But I tell you, find me a man who has been around great women and paid attention to them, and you have found me a great man. You can train a horse to be a great horse, one that is sensitive and aware and responds brilliantly to instruction; and yet, if you put a lousy rider on his back, you won’t get a good ride out of him. And that, darlings, is the reason to train yourself to train. You want to be able to give yourself every advantage to get the most out of every circumstance you find yourself in, and every horse you find yourself on.
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But how can you truly take control of the love in your life if the love itself is intangible? Can you conjure love into existence? During my long break from men, and before meeting my gorgeous husband, I was, as usual, studying relationships. I worked at a restaurant (Peggy Doyle’s Corner Pub). We served shepherd’s pie and had a Chinese manager. Mr. Wong and I got into a heated debate one day. He told me that he considered the way Americans approached love to be very stupid. He said that in this country, people come together when they are boiling, and then they spend their lifetime cooling off. In China, where marriages are arranged, people come together like a cold pot of water, then spend their lives heating up and coming to a boil together. I was so struck by this that Mr. Wong easily won the debate. Everywhere around me, I saw people who were happiest in the first ten minutes of the love affair, and grew more and more unhappy as they remained together. It was almost like they spent the rest of the relationship looking for that initial spark and blaming the other person for its absence.

I began to investigate. Could any relationship be brought to the boiling point? I wanted to experience control over who and how much I loved. I wanted to learn how to take control of my love muscle. I moved uptown to a bigger restaurant, where I worked with almost all men. My first project was to see if I could experience the signs and feelings of love with any guy I picked. I would stand there, talking to some geeky little guy in the kitchen, and I would think about my pussy. I would enjoy the experience of being close to him, of his eyes on mine. I would choose things I liked about him, even if he wasn’t my type. I started by picking guys I was attracted to—too easy. Then gay guys—too much fun. Then some serious bachelor types, those dusty, crusty ones who have not been circulating much with women. You know the kind I mean. Whenever a guy has not been in any real relationships with women, he has this look about him, like he’s been stored in an attic. I found that if you even take a guy like that and start approving of him and having fun with him and getting him to serve you, he starts looking much better, and the crust goes away. So I even scored with the dusty ones, and I got really turned on to them and loved them. And the cool part was, I loved doing this. I enjoyed every one of my encounters with these guys. I loved talking to them, asking them for things, and I loved the way it made me feel about myself. I was turned on and happy and the whole experience was like a love affair. The guys would help me with my setup, bring me tapes and CDs, let me trade shifts with them. Basically, I was the belle of the restaurant ball.

The pièce de résistance for me was the chef. He was a young, ambitious celebrity-chef type and this was his first big restaurant. The pressure was awesome in every way. He had to succeed, his backers were counting on him. He had a wife and six kids. He was so nuts that he spent his whole fourteen-hour shift screaming at people. I saw that his rage was going to ruin his dream, not to mention that it made it so hard to be a waiter. Not only was he completely unapproachable and non-negotiable, but also we never had any idea what the food tasted like. We never knew exactly what the specials were, and Chef would cook nothing to order. Customers had to have their food the way the chef wanted the food to be prepared: rare fish, rare chicken, and rare meat. As you can imagine, many customers were unhappy with this policy, and it made it difficult to be on the wait staff. I understood why such a fancy place had hired me—they were having trouble keeping the waiters. No one could reason with Chef, not the owners, not the managers.

I thought it would be fun to try out my method of having my way with him, for his benefit. I asked if I could speak with him one day. He screamed at me. I apologized for taking up his time and asked if I might ask him another day, because I so appreciated working in his beautiful restaurant. I was feeling my pussy as I spoke to him. He told me to sit down. I told him I wanted to ask his advice about something. He liked that. “Chef, help me out. I am so honored to be working with you on your dream. And I want to do the best I can for you. What would you like me to do when the customer is not open-minded enough to eat rare chicken? How would you like me to handle it? And when they ask me how the specials are, and what’s in them, and I haven’t tried any of the dishes they are asking about, what would you have me say?” We chatted for a long time, and he finally began to open his thoughts to the possibility that we, as a wait staff, were on his side, and we could all be on the same team. We ended up having a wonderful chat. He moved me so much and I loved him so much for his passion, his fire, and his big, big dream. And I considered it an honor to be a part of his dream. Any time anyone pursues and creates a dream-come-true, it is an honor to be a part of it. After that day, we had these unbelievable food orgies before every shift. He would cook us all the specials, we would taste them and decide which wines might go best with them. Sometimes he would make special dishes just for me, because he loved to see me eat and especially loved to see me eat something I had never tried before, like sea urchin or oysters, and watch me love it because of the way he made it.

I was kind of overwhelmed to see the consequences of my love and experiments in training on this restaurant. I was merely one of a large staff of waiters, but I had taken over the joint. I got all the shifts I wanted, the vacations I wanted. All the guys were a little in love with me, and Chef and I had a great friendship. It was right around this time that I decided that I wanted to get married. And I knew I could do it because I saw that I was in total control of the love in my life. I knew, beyond the shadow of a doubt, that I could melt steel with my love, transform raging beasts into affectionate kittens, and get turned on anywhere, anytime, and with anyone, just because I felt like it. And I was forever changed by this experience, because, for the first time in my life, I realized that that spectacular feeling of turn-on was a consequence of me, and my decision. It had little or nothing to do with the guy. I had the power, the juice, the elixir. I was what you call free—free from the Barbie/Disney poison apple. I had plucked the ice queen’s splinter from my own eye and kissed my own princess-self awake to the adventure of love.

I had two friends, Andrew and Mary, whom I had recently met, and they organized parties for people to meet each other. I thought, this is my shot at starting my experiment. Andrew and Mary will introduce me to my husband. Sure enough, Andrew said he knew a guy that he would invite to the next party. His name was Bruce Thomashauer, and he was a hound dog with a heart. I thought to myself, That works. A hound dog is someone who is really interested in women. And a big heart is a great asset. I’ll marry him.

Bruce’s fate was sealed before we even met. I knew I was going to marry him. And when I met him the following week or so and I saw his big smile and his shiny little shoes and polka-dot socks, I thought, Yes, that’ll do just nicely. And we were off to the races. That night, Andrew and Mary asked where I might like to go on my first date with Bruce. I said I would like to have dinner at a really touristy New York restaurant. Bruce invited me to the Rainbow Room. And you know who got us a table, being that it was Christmas week and completely booked up? My pal, Chef. Yeah, it’s so true, the love you make is the love you take. My love for Chef was a big ingredient in my first incredible date with my husband. Bruce got to sweep me off my feet because I had set him up so well to do so.

So, for those of you who haven’t been swept (or swept yourselves) off your feet, it’s time to upgrade to a new relationship model. You know how fax machines seemed so cutting-edge around ten years ago? Now we have practically eliminated them with e-mail. The world of relationships has evolved and progressed similarly, but most people spend their time looking at the outdated model and talking about how it no longer functions, rather than building something chicer, sharper, trimmer, more fun, and more effective. Mama, as usual, is on the cutting edge of the dazzling new world of relationship. We are going to take you down the high-speed highway of your pleasure, your fun, your joy, your sensual unfolding to a fabulous, unprecedented relationship. Remember, it’s just an experiment. But under current prevailing circumstances, can you afford not to take the leap?

Women should consider the words “falling in love” to be a red flag. When you fall, you lose your balance, you are out of control, you have had an accident. Sometimes you break something or end up in the hospital. Know what I mean? “Falling” in love? How unpleasant. When you were a little kid and moved from one friend to another, then back again, you never had to “fall in friendship.” You just played with different kids. It did not make you question your sanity or divide you from your very soul. What is up with our culture that it makes people so nuts over relationships? Sister Goddess Gwen is holed up in her house right now because she is recovering from some major plastic surgery that she had done. Why? So men would fall in love with her. Sister Goddess Denise was at a card party last night, sobbing hysterically to her friends because she had been on an airplane the week before, met a man she had chemistry with, and never gave him her phone number. Her life is over because she might have missed “the One.” Not to mention that she might have missed or messed up other “Ones” her whole life. Sister Goddess Ruth is forty-something and wandering around, passing on so many nice guys because she doesn’t have that chemical twinge with any of them. And she still doesn’t have that husband and baby she wants so desperately.

We are all so high and we have no idea.

These women, like millions of others, are groomed to put their relationship destiny in the hands of a myth that won’t ever deliver on its promise. Believing in the concept of Hollywood-style romantic love is about as effective as thinking that sacrificing a Mayan virgin will make it rain. In both cases, we are going to lose a lot of virgins.

We actually teach ourselves and our children that we are out of control in the area of relationships. We teach girls, through stories like Sleeping Beauty, that the way to get a guy is to go unconscious and let him handle everything. Why don’t we just teach them to lie down in traffic? It’s much less dangerous. Or how about that Little Mermaid? How healthy is it to teach a girl to leave her element, the sea, and join a man on land, where she will lose her voice and eventually kill herself by turning into ocean foam because she can’t live without her love? Cinderella teaches us that other women are our enemies and that the prince, our savior, only likes us for our looks and foot size. This shit is so dangerous. Oh, I am so exhausted from this. I really need a nap.

Whether they realize it or not, women in bad relationships have only themselves to blame. Sister Goddess Lydia from Connecticut washed up on Mama’s shore in the middle of still yet another tortured love affair that had her so derailed she had not eaten or slept in a week and she had missed three days of work at her law firm. She was clutching a bottle of antidepressants in one hand and mood equalizers with appetite stimulants in the other. Here was a gorgeous, accomplished, bright Latina woman who looked as though she were a war refugee—thin, unkempt, desperate, and scared, with a hopeless look in her eyes. All because of a man. This particular man had been her lover ten years ago in Boston and had married someone else five years ago, after she refused his offer. Since breaking up with her last beau, Lydia has been having an affair with her ex, who has been torturing himself, his wife, and their child with his infidelitous thoughts and desires. Some women, like Lydia, are just so angry at men that they like to pour gasoline on their heads and light themselves on fire just so they can enjoy the look of horror on their loved one’s face. Deciding to have an affair with a married man is like playing with matches. And Mama maintains that, as women, we know that before we ever “fall in love” with the “wrong” guy. We could choose a married guy, we could choose a single guy. Lydia made a career of torturing married men—her last lover had been the married brother of the man she was really in love with. She destroyed a whole family with her misbegotten lust.

Some people would look at this story and conclude that Lydia was the helpless victim of many terrible men. The wrong men wanted her. The right men were all taken. Lydia simply was another one of love’s victims. Not Mama. Mama says that Lydia is one powerful bad-assed Sister Goddess, blown seriously off course because of a lack of pleasure in her life. When we are malnourished, we lose our table manners. We can get downright immoral when we have not had enough to eat ourselves. And pleasure is the food that sustains our very souls. No one taught us this.

Here’s an inspirational tale of how very easy taking control of the love in your life can be, once you have opened the pathway. S.G. Tracy is married to a very successful obstetrician in New Jersey. The man looks at pussies all day and all night. S.G. Tracy frequently went to bed all alone in her empty home in Fort Lee (they have no children), as her husband was often up late delivering someone’s baby. She was having a lot less sex than she was interested in having because she always felt like since he was working so hard and up so late, who was she to ask for his attention when he got home? Once she started the class and became a Sister Goddess, Tracy began to see a new possibility—she could simply attack her husband, jump his bones, and go for that great piece of ass she was desiring, simply because she was desiring it. She required no other reason, except that she wanted it. One night, he crawled into bed after a late delivery and she made the move. To her surprise and delight, he responded! They had a hot, sexy makeout session at 3 A.M. and both of them felt magnificent the next day. Tracy was no longer victimized by her husband’s career or his hours. He had not been stopping her from getting what she wanted, she just had not been going for it.

I had a great riding teacher once, Donna, who inadvertently helped me with my man training. She watched me ride and realized that while my form was really good, I was leaving the whole experience up to the horse. My thought was that since I was a fairly new rider and the horse had been doing this for years, I could just sit back, hang on, and he would take me where I wanted to go. This is what you might call rider suicide. I would jump over fences by yelling, “Eek!” and hanging on for dear life. It worked about 50 percent of the time. Sometimes I made it, sometimes not. In a million years I never dreamed that my success, or failure, depended on taking responsibility for the outcome.

Depending on the kindness of horses, strangers, or men is a great way to end up somewhere closer to the nuthouse than to your own perfect romance and partnership. And I find that women today behave as though the relationship ball is nowhere near their court. We say all the good ones are taken. That the rest have fear of commitment. That we can’t find out where or how to meet the right ones. That we are somehow inadequate, or they are somehow inadequate. Exactly like Mama, sitting on the back of her steed, waiting for him to lead her over the jumps while she was clinging to his mane and praying to the Virgin Mary. My riding teacher, Donna, told me one day that to be a really strong horsewoman, one must have a great sense of internal direction. You might call this intention. Or expectation. She told me to picture collecting the horse and sailing over the jump, and to stick with that internal sense of direction as I rode the horse around the ring. So I pretended I was Donna. I pretended that I was a great rider, and this was my trusty steed. I pretended that we loved to ride together and to jump over fences together. That my horse and I communicated so well, almost reading each other’s thoughts, and all my thoughts were about sailing over large, fabulous jumps as we starred together in National Velvet. I bet you can guess what happened. I rode like a dream, and so did Horsy. I got on all the right leads and took each fence perfectly, with the exact number of strides. Oh my. So much talent! Who knew? And all it took was an attitude adjustment, a little internal reconditioning. I did not realize how my viewpoint had been holding me back. It was only when I experimented with a new viewpoint that I saw what my potential was, and what Horsy’s potential was. We were both fantastically talented.
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