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The new science af
craving reveals a link
between lust and
hunger—and explains
why the pathto s
waman's bedroom runs
right through her kitchen

By Matt Bean

Photographs
by George Holz
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It's 130 on & Thursday night inside Lhe Men-
hullan culingy hive Allen & Tielancey, where
a scrum of well-heeled hipsters, mostly cou-
ples, crowds the candlelit dining room, I've
chogen u panorunie perch in the cormar
from which to play anlbropologist, and P'm
hunahed hehind the bar's wine lisl, o moke-
shift blind, taking notes.

As meling rituals go, the one unfolding
at Table 24 is as carefully chomeogrophed as
any you'd find in the animal Hngdom. In the
ahadow of & great velvet curtain, a smdiously
shapey puy in his late 20s spuons Logether
o glistening hite of seallop and eltrus crudo
wihile hls date looks on hungriy.

ITer words are josl Lo the din, but the
wnman rajzes an evebrow coyly gs Lhe nan
lifta the sproun, reaching aeross the table fo
glide the bundle gently into her mouth, Her
lips purse around the utensil, and the man
pulls away wilh Lhe spoon's curve, She lets
the shellfish melt into her tongue and then
ooos, eyes wide, Tt's delicious, this dish, Lhis
L, A moan escapes her lips: Mrstmm.

The couple at Tuble 24 might not real-
ime it, bur they're being waltzed Lhrough this
cullnary eourtship danes Hke marionettes,
tugged from above by a network of neurn-
transmittars and hormones in the brain that
rescarchers have anly begun to understand.

The sea scaliop has long heen thought to
have aphrodiziac qualilivs—Grock legend
holds that the pnddess Aphrodite was low-
ered Lo Earth on the mollugk's shall—but no
single food can cawse u whiplash of desire
lika the one I've just witneszed. Slrip wway
the lore behind any aphrodislac, and what
Emerges s 4 more complicated pieture of
horw food and sex overlap in Lhe Drodn,

In fact, if you mapped the brain of the
wriman at Table 24 a3 she allowed Lhe mari
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nated molusk to melt anto her tongue, and
Agdin later g she romped in bed with her
date, you'd unerver striking similavities. The
overlap between food and sex In the brain is
50 profound Lhal iUs no surprise thess twn
primal pazslons dovetail in real L, too.

Food is, this new resparch reveals, the
ullirnute SoX Loy

Clovrrse 1

WHY SHE'LL
CHOQSE FOOD
BEFORE SEX
EVERY TIME

“Ohppe ceanmnd think well, fove well, 2leep well, i

wnne faees vood el ired well. "—VIRGINIA WOOLP

Thea rilzine might be leas elevaled and the
ambience less inviting than that of Allen
& Delancey, bul g hamster coald do worss
than score a gig at the Bethlehemn, Pennsyl-
vanin, coed rodent dorm of behavioral neuro-
endocrinologist JUl Schneider. Ph.Th

Achneider's Lehigh University lab is
lined with rows of special cages designed
Lo epecourage (and measure) the hamster
equivalent ol u Girls Gone Wild bacchana-
lia. Tnside each apparatus, a lemede hoon:
sler ig offered three cholees. She can remain
in her home cage or enter one of two tubes,
one leading to A “food box" and the olher toa
“s0x box” containing & “sexually experienced,
adull male homster™

Just as & sorority sister adght have to
chonse hetweesn watching Gozsip Girl
reruns, running Lo Taco Bell, or sexting the
defensive lineman she met during u keg
slund lost week, go too dnes pach female
hamster confronl & clash of desires. But for
bath ladies, the questivn—{ood vr sex—isn't
one of free will, TEs one of metabaolic stale,
Will fowd, et this exact moment in time, feel
hetrer than sex? Turns vul, It depends on
how hungry yo are.

Conslder ‘T'able 84 again, The moment
the woman starts caling her foie gras appe-
timer, her body heglns to bresk it down toto
mecronutrients: sugar, fat, and protein. As
exCess enerdy iy stored as fat, a hormana
called lepiin is released and Lravels through
the blood and across the blood-brain barrier
intwo the hypothalomus. That's when tha
hartle royal between food and sex begins,
Leptin clears the lane for naturally oeeur-
ring hormones that jumnpstart arousal. It also
boxes out anolher slgnaling maolecule, neuro-
peptide ¥, that oversees appetile and blocks
gex hormones. Tn other words, every bite Lhe
woman ftakes brings her closer Lo bed.

Scehneider has isolated this effect in her
hamster dorms. Injeeling e food-deprived
fernale with leptin sends her straighil Lo Lhe
sox Do, regardless of her rumbling stomach
Mo leptin. however, und pouropeptide Y taks
eontral, compelling the hamater Lo satisly hes
appetite for food before she visits the furry
gigolo musl door,

“It makes total evolulicnmy sense,” Says
SBatya P. Kalra, Ph.D., a professor at the Uni-
versily of Florida who studies the same brain -
pathway. “If you're Lerribly hungry and not
gure whent and where vour next meal is golng
Lo come from. you can’t be off flirting with
the hamster Lhree holes down—you might
milss your last chance at foed for o long time:

With 31,000 MeDonald's in 118 eountrias,
the system iz largely vestigial in humans,
to sov the least. But leptin, which peaks
around midnight, still has a powerful effesct:
A well-fed woman is more easlly aroused,
and & hungry one may want nothing Lo do
with vou. 2o, yeah, invite her over for dinner.
But if vou're smarl, you'll save sex for des-
sert. A quickle at the doorstep just naght
gpoll the evening.

{nrerse 2

HOW TRAINING
THE BRAIN TO
ENJOY FOOD
ENHANCES YOUR
SEXLIFE

“Great fiuod ix fike great zex, 1he more pos
herve, Lo sore yon vl
—FIHN} WRITER GALL GREENE

The wafer is paper-thin, und It is the diam-
eter of a sihver dollar. It resembles w single-
serve conumunion conkie, though not just
for its wex packeging: 1t has brought the 400
chartering gourmands galhered here at the
New York Academy of Sclences to 4 everent
hush, The waler, you see, will tell us if we're
one of the chosen ones.

““You're abaut to find out whether you're g
superiasier,” soys Linda Rartnshuk, Fhu.D.,
emphasizing the lubel as if it's some lang-
dormant. superpower we're sll about to dis-
eover, You can tell this fsn't the first time the
University ol Flurida toste researehar has left
an audlence rapt with her parlor trick

“Omly 26 percent of the population can suy
they re in this group,” she continues, "T'm zad
tao say I'm not one of e, But we know that,
chefs are more Hkely to be supertusiers. 80
are women, In fact, white men are the least
likely ta be supertasters.”




Salis[vher

‘Want to IMprass aciress

e o Srnle? Fork over youl
burger, big guiy. "Alter 10 years of
eating vegetarinn, I tried my
boyfriend's,” she says. "1 was
ouwerwhelned, Tt was orgasmic.”

It no surprise thal the Boswsdp
Girl actress fell hard srd fast for
hamburgers. For Szoby, 24,
apaiebebes aen't meant o be
ignored, "My farmily mekes fun ol
me,” she says. "Thay say I sat like
ai., Bist I love food that rmuch.™

That doesn't mean she wants in
be trapped at & stully, four-star
restaurant. “0n a data. the

atrmansplen e if & restam ant can be

miporiant,” whe sy, “Gooed
energy-and gosd lighting put you
in a graat mood, before you've
ewiert had & bite. What woman
wars ideden 'l weansl Elaald ¥

AFFETIII:H& + DHG&SHE

I'd choose a Lifotime of great sex over a lilelme ol great food.

I'm batter at controlling my appetita than rmy sex drive.
Esting an amazing meal turns me o
Having a maal cookad for ma turns me on.

It's a turn-on to cook with my partner.

I heelieve an adventurous ester is adventurous in the bedroom, too,
I've brought food into the bedroom. or I'd like to,

sitors to Mansl he

Murmurs spredd through
the room: headz swivel as we
gize up our neighizors That
guy pushing 40 pounds s
definitely a supertaster, but
I'd het apainst the nerd with
Lhe sheinde-wrapped jeans
and messenger bag. I cateh
the glance of 8 Woman wear-
ing black framed glasses three
rows buck, We bolh ook sway.

Rartnshuk sesks oUL Saper-
toasters so she can produce
muore proopounced ub resulls,
the same way an exercize
phyeinlogist might study ath-
letes. The Cr elps et
make the first cut. A coating
of a hitter rhem componnd
called §-n-propylthiournedl, or
FROP, will &

taste pauper. Buperl
in a nean-flavored world, she
explai vone else I8 laft

Bartnshuk beging the culi-
ary eucharist: “First dab it to
your Longue, I thal’s nol o
bitter, pop it in. And if that's
nat too hitter, really pat i in
g it around And if
can'l deteet anything,
r'm-n wall, I'm sorry
&0 rstle of 408 wax
envelopes and we raise our
wafers, expectant. In they ga,
and within seconds the room
devolves inlo polite choos.
Some balk, coughing; olhers
firrow thelr brows, working
the waler furiously against the
roofs of their mouths as il
will the bitterness mto being
I apit oputl the waler wilkin
spconds. Tom o superia
Itell myself, halding onto m3
gecrel hke Clark Kemt, 1 tien
around and lock
with the woman with the
black-Traume glasses, This thime,
she smiles. “¥ou, too?" her face
r. T shrug, and grin

thuoan yourd usually fmd . Bhe's intrigued, but
we're just hungry, We're [oodies, aller all,
We shuffle ke cattla out of the hall to find

ine arud heer, and a
so-colled miraele frut,
ufe, & red, pistachio-

i h-Frr!,- 'Frnn" Wesr Afrlea that binds to the
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tongue and transposes the taste profile of
acidic foods to sweet. Devotees have a name
for the effect: flavor tripping.

1 grab a handful of berries and a few slices
of lemon and retreat to a bank of windows
looking out over lower Manhattan. What
began with a simple slideshow has suddenly
become a meat market, with supertasters
and flavor trippers all abuzz with the night’s
revelations. Everything sour is now sweet;
everything old is now new. The raised cock-
tail tables and ambitious menu catalyze con-
versations, and I'm not alone for long.

“Hey . .. Matt,” says the woman I spotted
inside, her head tilted to make out the scrawl
on my stick-on name tag. “How’s your flavor
trip going?”

1 see a berry clenched between her teeth,
and there’s a wild look in her eyes.

“Not bad,” I say. “Want some of my lemon?”

She takes a wedge, chomping down like it's
a Cabo lime. “Mmm,” she says. “Sweet!” She
grabs me by the wrist and pulls me through
the throng to the spread of Mediterranean
grub across the room.

“Try this,” she says, shoving a cube of
cheese toward my mouth. I open, obligingly.
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I remember a video I'd seen that morning
on YouTube—Anthony Bourdain and Mario
Batali waxing poetic about their craft. Food
is the ultimate metaphor for sex, Batali had
mused. How else can you make someone
happy by putting something inside of them?

We linger there, sampling foods, compar-
ing notes, and synchronizing tastes until the
crowd thins. It’s just food, the stuff on our
plates, and yet much more than raw calo-
ries. I wasn’t about to ask this flavor-tripping
femme fatale what she liked in bed; I didn't
need to. You are what you eat, after all.

Thing is, the supertaster connection we
shared was as much in our minds as it was
on the tips of our tongues. “We don't taste
with our tongues or feel with our fingers—or
other, ahem, areas,” Adam Pack, Ph.D,, a
neuroscientist at Utica College and a mem-
ber of the Institute for Sensory Research in
Syracuse, told me a few days later. “We do all
those things with our brains.”

The fireworks begin in a strip of gray
matter running like a headband from ear to
ear. It's called the somatosensory cortex.
To understand the importance of this strip,
consider the neuroanatomy of a concert

violinist—Itzhak Perlman, let's say. Perlman
may have a few hundred more receptors than
you do, and his may even be more sensitive or
better arranged, thanks to Ma and Pa Perlman.
But that’s not why Perlman can wring tears
from an audience with a horsehair bow and a
1714 Stradivarius, and you can't.

“Nobody is a born professional musician,”
says Pack. “But the part of a violinist’s brain
that ‘listens’ to his dominant hand gradually
grows to become larger than the part that
listens to the bow hand,” says Pack. “This
develops over time—and it happens for other
senses and other regions of the body, too.”

Experiencing new sensations—or finding
new nuance in familiar ones—can create
physical brain changes that make us more
perceptive eaters and better lovers, says
Pack. So just as Perlman’s practice regimen
floods his brain with a variety of musical
stimuli and broadens the parts of his brain
behind audition and dexterity, so too had the
couple at Table 24 boosted their gustatory
processing power with every romantic meal
before tonight.

What's more, teaching your brain to detect
the flavor components in a glass of cabernet
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ways food
turns her on

Aphrodisiacs might be overblown, but
appetite and arousal still activate the
same cerebral hot spots associated with
ermotion, memory, and reward. Here

are four ways to turn her on at the table.

Set the right mood. A casusl, comfortable
neighborhood spot with gentle lighting, rustic
decor, and soft but upbeat background music is
a perfect date spot. "A nice. slow meal naturally
Graws your attention to all five senses,” says Paul
Dobransky, M.0., authar of The Secret Psycholagy
of How We Fall In Love. (If you're cooking at home,
do your best to corral the same elements.) "It cre-
ates the sensual, intimate feeling that can help her
unwind,” says Dr. Dobransky.

Show off your skills. Knowing your way around
a pasta maker can pack more than a culinary
punch. “Attention to subtle details and sensa-
tions in the kitchen and at the table suggest you'll
be equally attentive as a sexual partner,” says Or.
Dobransky. Why bother rolling pasta by hand or
deglazing a cast-iron pan? While a little mare than
half of the women we surveyed said a good meal
turns them on, a whopping 96 percent said watch-
ing you cook the meal fires them up.

Feed her comfort foods. "Listening skills land
you in bed with a woman,” says James Miller, Ph.D.,
a professor of human sexuality at the University
of Rhode Island. “Surprising her with her favor-
ite foods shows her that you've paid attention and
care about her pleasure.” Bonus: Serving or order-
ing foods she associates with safety, satisfaction,
or sex inspire those thoughts at the table.

Spoon-feed her sex drive. The acts of cooking,
dining, and indulging in food together are potent
sensugl experiences, giving you opportunities to
caoperate, communicate, and synchronize your
tastes. Choose restaurants that encourage shar-
ing, or whip up a plate of tapas at home. “Sharing
spicy, juicy, messy, and delicious foods arouses the
senses,” says Miller, “especially if you're using your
tangue, lips, or hands, since we associate these
body parts with sex.”

Carolyn Kylstra

is no different from teaching it to understand
the hundreds of sensations during inter-
course. Consider it cross-training: The same
sensory apparatus that helps the woman at
Table 24 detect the buttery slide of her paired
Riesling Auslese wine or the velvety goosh of
the roasted foie gras also picks up her date’s
aroma, responds to the flick of his tongue

on hers as they kiss across the table, and
detects his touch later.

“We literally taste, smell, and consume our
lovers,” says Beverly Whipple, Ph.D,, a profes-
sor emerita at Rutgers University and coau-
thor of The Science of Orgasm. “The way the
food looks, its texture, its aroma . . . all these
things can spill over into your sex life, too.”

Coutrse 3

WHAT SEX
CAN LEARN
FROM FOOD

“Sex is as important as ealing or drinking,
and we ought to allow the one appetite fo
be satisfied with as little restraint or false
modesty as the other."—MARQUIS DE SADE

Craving researchers are lousy comedians,
After all, what kind of buzz kill turns a topic
like carnal desire into a 42-page collection of
footnotes, graphs, and citations? Ask any of
them about the Coolidge effect, though, and
it seems they all turn into Conan O'Brien.

President Calvin Coolidge and his wife
once visited a poultry farm, so the joke goes.
The First Lady, upon seeing the ratio of
roosters to hens, marveled over the cocks’
productivity: “How can you possibly make so
many eggs with so few roosters?” she asked.

“Easy,” said the farmer. “The roosters per-
form dozens of times a day.”

“Perhaps you could point that out to Mr.
Coolidge,” clucked the presumably unsatis-
fied First Lady.

“Dozens of times with the same hen?"
President Coolidge returned.

“With many hens,” elarified the farmer.

“Ah. Perhaps you could point that out to
Mrs. Coolidge,” said the President.

True or not, this yarn illustrates a cru-
cial new finding in pleasure research. Our
brains have two important ways of steering
us toward rewards: wanting and liking. And
it's the wanting part that makes the overlap
between food and sex so intriguing.

“The wanting system in the brain is big-
ger anatomically, and also more powerful,”
explains Kent Berridge, Ph.D., a University
of Michigan neuroscientist and the author of
Pleasure in the Brain. “A male rat might like
copulating with the same female over and

over again, but he'll stop wanting it as much
with each successive encounter—he'll stop
having sex, basically. But a funny thing hap-
pens when a new fernale comes along: He'll
want sex just as much as before, regardless of
how much he’s had with the original female.”
In this way, clearly, most guys are rats.

The Coolidge effect isn't just a sexual phe-
nomenon. In a 2009 study using chocolate
milk and potato chips, Dutch researchers
showed that the same extinguishing of desire
can occur almost instantaneously with spe-
cific tastes—salty, sweet, sour, and so on. It's
no surprise we seek out all-you-can-eat buf-
fets and tasting menus. The variety we crave
in sex we can actually find in food.

The culprit for our fickle desires is the
powerful, multitasking neurotransmitter
doparnine, While an opioid-controlled “lik-
ing” system makes us feel good once we've
had a stimulus, dopamine could make us
feel uncomfortable when we haven’t—it cre-
ates an itch that screams for a seratch. This
adds urgency to everything from basic needs,
such as sucrose, to more abstract ones, such
as conversation, musie, or a peanut butter
and jelly sandwich. When you're overtaken by
the urge to consume the girl in your bed, or
the Klondike bar in your freezer, for example,
that’s dopamine at work. Dopamine makes
crack addicts Kkill.

Cravings can feel like attentional klieg lights
because the brain's reward circuitry once had
an important gig: survival. If a Cro-Magnon
hadn’t been sufficiently wowed by the cold
mammoth leftovers on his plate or the hairy
mate in his cave, you think you'd be around to
scarf caviar and surf YouPorn? Probably not.

Fortunately, evolution developed a fail-
safe system for guiding our distant ances-
tors toward the stuff they needed to survive.
In the wild, the opioid and dopaminergic
parts of our brains seldom act alone—they're
linked, part of a loop of cooperating regions
that come online to dole out reward.

“Desire for just about anything—sex, food,
a sports car—activates the same circuitry
in the brain,” says Marci Pelchat, Ph.D., a
researcher at the Monell Chemical Senses
Center, in Philadelphia, who studies the
human craving response using a bland food
called “the Loaf.” “The brain can even create
eravings for things nobody would even like.”

Trigger one part of the loop—the liking
part, say—and a switch flips on the other,
creating a veritable feedback loop of desire.

“That's why it's impossible to eat just one
potato chip,” says Barry Komisaruk, Ph.D.,

a professor of psychology at Rutgers and a
coauthor of The Science of Orgasm. “You

eat the first because you like chips. But that
ignites the wanting system. And soon you've
eaten the entire bag.” Cantinued on page 154
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Perhaps something similar is happening
at Table 24. Everything from the ambience
of the brick-clad, candlelit room to the tast-
ing menu—a carefully orchestrated parade
of sumptuous, ever-changing flavors—serves
to heighten the sensual anticipation. By that
math, the better the restaurant, the sooner
she’'ll want to rip off your clothes.

I run my theory by one of the restaurant’s
managers later that night. She smiles and
shakes her head. “Let’s just say our bath-
rooms are expansive.”

Course 4

WHY YOU WANT
TO COVER HER
IN WHIPPED
CREAM

ooking is lile sex; it's about giving pleasure.

You can’t elimax too earfy.”

—CHEF GORDON RAMSAY

“I'm all yours!” writes Eden, a 21-year-old Brit
T've friended on FetLife.com, a sort of Face-
book for fetishists. “There are links to all my
pictures on the left if you're into that kind of
thing. I have a psychology degree. I love read-
ing, snowboarding, motorbikes, and pole
dancing. And, of course, sploshing.”

Sploshing is a fetish in which devotees
smear themselves with food, often dur-
ing sex. While most of FetLife's pie-curious
members aren't exactly appetizing, Eden’s a
buxom, flame-haired, pigtailed phoenix ris-
ing from a pile of foodstuffs in her photos, a
treacle-covered diamond in the roughage.
I've contacted her not to fawn over her pic-
tures or to suggest poses or pudding variet-
ies for her next shoot, but to demonstrate a
uniquely human side of desire.

When you're a rodent, the desire to eat or
reproduce isn’t far removed from the bleat-
ing of your biological imperatives, with your
actions controlled, in large part, by states of
hunger and arousal—and by neurochemical
middlemen like leptin and dopamine.

Work your way up the evolutionary flag-
pole, though, and food and sex become
progressively more wedded to each other.
White-fronted parrots regurgitate food
into the mouths of their mates during
make-out sessgions. African elephants woo
females with Peapod-like delivery service
(“Need anything? I'm running out for some
branches”). Chimp suitors bribe mates with
sticks of sugarcane before copulating. And
George Costanza, in an episode of Seinfeld,
famously wolfed a pastrami sandwich dur-
ing the act with his girifriend. With billions

of years of evolution behind the dinner date,
who needs roses?

This rich overlap is brokered by our fron-
tal lobes, the centers of planning and learn-
ing located just above our eyes—the brain’s
CPUs, in a sense. Thanks to the frontal lobes,
humans add a third major piece to the moti-
vational engine. All animals have wanting
and liking, but only humans and their close
primate relatives add thinking to the mix.

Eden describes her first sploshing ses-
sion like this: “We used custard and Angel
Delight (a whipped pudding), and kept the
amounts small. I wore a crisp white shirt,
black designer pencil skirt, heels, and black
tights. I felt silly as I began to pour the food
over my breasts—I didn't know whether I
was doing it right, or what I was supposed
to feel. But as I poured custard on myself,
shedding the blouse and pouring it directly
on my skin, my face started glowing.”

How could a moment so awkward sud-
denly turn so, well, hot?

“Human cognitive capacity transforms
and elaborates pleasure,” explains Berridge.
In other words, if you believe organic eggs
taste better than regular eggs, they will. Your
frontal lobes will make it so. They also have
the power to put an invisible flavor on your
tongue. Imagine a juicy steak: Can you prac-
tically taste it? Probably so.

Your frontal lobes also regulate associa-
tive memory, which explains why a sip of the
same wine you had on vacation instantly
reminds you of the woman you shared it
with—and can even cause a stirring in your
pants. Our frontal lobes are why foods trigger
fantasies instead of just filling us up.

In Eden’s case, pouring food on herself
became sexy thanks to her frontal lobes.
They constructed a craving from whole cloth,
mashing two completely unrelated stimuli—
food and sex, together—that as a pair have
no bearing whatsoever on survival.

Associative memory is one of the most pow-
erful aphrodisiacs, in fact. Eden can’t even
bang out her grocery list now without think-
ing about sex. “Sploshing is now a very sen-
sual experience,” Eden tells me. “T'll see a big
creamy cake in the store, and a flirtatious
sideways glance at my boyfriend will let him
know I'm considering it—to sit on, naturally.
It's opened up another type of flirting, one
that not many other people would pick up on.”

Unless, of course, you're crouched in the
corner of a restaurant like Allen & Delancey.
It's late, and Table 24 has reached the end of
the meal: gianduja panna cotta with a salted
dark chocolate sorbet. An innocent dribble
of chocolate syrup lands on the chest of the
woman. As she dabs her shirt, they both gig-
gle. This is their fifth course, and yet some-
how, they still look hungry. =

The

\phrodisiac

\1\’[/2

CHOCOLATE

Chocolate is full of anandamide and phenylethylamine,
two compounds that cause her body to release the same
feel-good endorphins triggered by sex and physical
exertion. Cocoa also contains methylxanthines, which
make skin sensitive to every erotic touch. A team of U.S,
and Canadian researchers found that chocolate stimu-
lates the same brain centers that respond to cocaine,
but that eating too much can eliminate the effect. Aim
for dark chocolate, which packs more cocoa than lighter
milk chocolates, and keep portions small,

PHYSICAL EFFECT ™ (out of 5 stars)

PLACEBO EFFECT **

OYSTERS

These slippery shellfish have been shucked in the name
of love for centuries, but it wasn't until 2005 that a
team of researchers Identified two amino acids in shell-
fish that had been linked in ancther study to increased
sexual hormone release in rats. If that's not a tenu-
ous enough link to love, consider that oysters are alse
high in zinc, which regulates some sexual hormones
and boosts semen production. Critics question just how
potent the shellfish really are, but the history of shell-
flsh as a heralded aphredisiac, and the intimacy of con-
sumption—slurping it from the shell—could contribute
to a small psychosomatic boost.

PHYSICAL EFFECT *

PLACEBO EFFECT ="

WATERMELON

The summer staple contains citrulline, a nutrient that
relaxes blood vessels throughout the boady in the same
way Viagra works below the belt, according to Texas
A&M researchers. A 4-ounce serving contains 150
milligrams of citrulline, but the researchers haven't
yet assessed what dosage is necessary to stimulate a
sexual appetite. If you're giving it a try, juice an entire
wedge; the rind contains B0 percent more citrulling than
the fruit.

PHYSICAL EFFECT =

PLACEBO EFFECT **

PHALLIC OR VAGINAL FOODS

Suggestive staples—bananas, avocados, strawberries—
might not pack a physical punch, but they can still
prompt provocative thoughts, cuing associative Instincts
and providing a flirtatious food toy, says University of
Michigan neuroscientist Kent Berridge. No kielbasa? No
problem. Feed her foods with your fingers, like strawber-
ries or sushi, and let your digits linger on her lips.
PHYSICAL EFFECT D STARS

PLACEBOQ EFFECT ***

ALCOHOL
Booze acts as a depressant in the brain's cerebral cor-
tex, lowering inhibitlons that could otherwise restrain
arousal. Toa much, though, and your decision-making
skills plummet, according to a 2007 study published in
the Journal of Studies on Alcohol ond Drugs. Another rea-
son to quit while you're ahead: Research from the Univer-
sity of Washington found that intoxicated men with blood
aleohol levels of 0.8 to 0.10 percent {about two or three
drinks) had lower “peak erection levels,” or hardness. So
split a bottle of cab with her and whisk her off to bed.
PHYSICAL EFFECT ***
PLACEBO EFFECT *™*

Erin Harris
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