
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


I was sitting alone at a new pub in my town in early evening, waiting for an old friend. Despite the cheerful atmosphere, I felt as if I were on a desert island in a sea of people having fun with friends and lovers. I was drinking a beer on a stool, alone at the bar, trying to get out of the blues of my break up a month ago. Break-up... yeah. More like being dumped after learning that my girlfriend of two years had cheated on me at least ten times, with at least three different guys. That relationship had been my longest ever and given that I was 32 years old, that said a lot about my love life thus far.

The worst part of that relationship was that I hadn't been crazy in love with her, nor did I find her all that hot. She had just been one of the few to say yes. When asked why she had cheated on me, what my problem was, she said it was a question of energy. Whatever that meant. Too quiet, too gentle, too sensitive, apparently. Too weak. I knew it wasn't a physical thing, as I kept myself in decent shape (mainly because of the old friend I was waiting for). 

I drained my beer and tried to think of something else. It shouldn't have been hard: the place was filled with great looking girls and women. But my heart just wasn't into it. Thankfully, my friend John soon arrived. Despite having known him for more than twenty years, I still shook my head, a little smile on my lips as I looked at him. He looked like a Greek god. He was rather tall and extraordinarily muscular. He was also dressed exquisitely and I knew he must had parked his Porsche in front of the pub to make sure people would see him come out of it. His love life was the opposite of mine: he was still dating as often and as successfully as he did at 18, getting new girls all the time, fucking every gorgeous girls he could find. They seemed attracted to him like moths to a flame. 

Given our stark differences, in addition to the fact that he worked in finance and I was an assistant sociology professor at the local college, people who knew us were often surprised to learn that we were old friends. The explanation was simple: we became very good friends at around 13 years old, way before he had his growth spurt and decided to spend about 15 hours a week at the gym. 

Still looking at him as he crossed the pub, I could see him enjoying being the centre of attention, effortlessly flirting and beaming his artificially brilliant white smile. He seemed to know every single beautiful girl in here. In a way, it wasn't surprising that he knew so many girls: as easy as it was for him to attract girls, it seemed to be inversely difficult to keep them. His average was between one and three dates before he or the girl decided to call it quits. Over a few years, that meant a lot of girls, so yeah... He knew everybody! He always managed to fuck them before breaking-up though. He even fucked some of my students, the hot students I was constantly hoping would come in my office begging for better grades with inappropriately low cleavages. It never happened for me. Him though? He was picking them up and fucking them as easily as picking up daisies in a field. I sighed deeply and put on a smile as he sat next to me. 

As always, he managed to lift my spirits (of course he would be good at that as well!) and we spent a while talking together. The fact that our chat was punctuated by a string of four very hot girls that wanted to talk to him was bittersweet. On the one hand, I was under no illusion that any of them would be interested in me, but it still allowed me to drink in their beauty and however much skin and cleavages they were willing to bare. When the last one left, having given him her number, I looked at John and asked "Aren't you tired of this?"

"Of girls that look like this?" He replied, laughing. 

I laughed with him. "No, I mean... Of course she's gorgeous. I mean tired of a revolving door love life?"

John paused for a moment and shot me a rare serious look. "I'm not sure I have a love life, Isaac. I do have a very full sex life though."

"And it's enough?" I asked this delicate question as only an old friend could have.

"For now," he replied, a thoughtful expression on his face. 

A bit later, before a fifth girl had time to come over, John lifted his head and looked over my shoulder. With no warning whatsoever, as sometimes happens in life, he said the simplest thing. "Isn't she your type, Isaac?" I turned around and despite the thick crowd I instantly knew who he was talking about. I think my heart actually skipped a beat when my eyes fell on her. Even if she wasn't looking at me, her pale green eyes immediately caught my soul. My soul? Yeah... Too sensitive. Apparently. 

She was probably a few years younger than I was, but strangely enough her hair was so pale as to look white. She still radiated youth and beauty, and when she smiled my mouth opened in wonder. I couldn't see all of her, but what I could see just floored me. She had very high breasts, full and round, seemingly on the verge of tumbling out of her summer dress. With her thick mane of whitish hair fashioned into a number of dense tresses and all put up, she stood out in the crowd. Would stand out in any crowd. John said "Why don't you go and talk to her? There's no dude around her."

"Are you crazy?" I asked him, managing to wrench my eyes off her. "You know what happens when you go talk to hot girls? Yes? Well, the opposite happens for me."

"You don't even want to try? You don't want her?" He asked. 

I paused for a moment and turned my head towards her again. I decided to be honest with him. My eyes still glued to  her beauty, I told John "Want her? Part of me screams that I need this woman in my life and in my bed. I feel it in my blood. She's hot, sexy, with a face that could make an angel weep with envy."

Before I could continue, the girl happened to turn towards me and she smiled at me. I froze. Had she somehow heard me? Nah. Impossible. Way too many people between us, way too much noise around us. I realized that she hadn't smiled at me, just in my general direction. Sure enough, she looked away a few seconds later. Still staring at her, I added to John "But I don't have a chance. Not a trace of hope. At best my hope is like a candle in a fucking hurricane. I'm just thankful that a woman with an amazing body like hers puts it on display for everybody to enjoy by wearing very sexy and very revealing clothing."

A glance at John informed me that he was disappointed. I looked at the woman again. While she was certainly my type physically, judging by the way she had chosen to look and dress, she was far from the old-fashioned women I was really interested in. As I sighed, my frustration and anger at my previous girlfriend rose up. "But a part of me wonders why she's still here in her late twenties, still single, still trying to seduce guys with her body, with sex. Too much make-up, too much attention to her hair, too much money on her dress and jewels... I'm not sure how much of those breasts are hers and how much are from her extreme push-up bra. There must something wrong with her: she's probably entirely entitled because she's gorgeous and is just looking for a rich sugar daddy. She's probably a very boring person to talk to, just a dumb bimbo. All looks and no substance." Again, right at that moment, the woman looked in my direction again, not smiling this time. 
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