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      To Rachel and Sarah

      




      
      
      Prologue

      
      Finding Mr Right is a no-holds-barred, brutally honest depiction of how single guys work, how they think, what they want and why they do what
         they do. Inspired by what one man – me – learned in the immediate aftermath of the end of a long relationship, it is, in short,
         the book single women have been waiting for: the one that will finally decode the myriad of confusing signals which men, simple
         creatures that we are, give out both knowingly and unknowingly.
      

      
      Finding Mr Right will reveal the truth about guys – that they are complicated and inconsistent but also not as mysterious as they seem. And by reading the inside story of single men’s lives and minds, you will learn how
         to spot guys who are not interested in commitment, how to make a guy ask you out and why men sometimes don’t make a move,
         even when they want to. In short, Finding Mr Right will answer every question about men you could possibly ask and, in the process, give you the knowledge you need . . .to find you Mr Right.


      
      Shortly after the end of the second of two long-term relationships, I started working as a dating columnist. The column made
         me do what very few single men ever manage – analyse the way men like me behave. This book goes much further than I could
         in the column and will tell you everything you need to know about men, all seen through the eyes of one normal guy – me again. With that knowledge you’ll be able to play the single game with confidence, stay in control and, most
         importantly, have fun along the way.
      

      
      There is no such thing
         as a foolproof, 100%-guaranteed method to getting the man you want, because no two people are the same. Instead, this book
         will give you a vast amount of information about men to add to what you have discovered yourself. Once you’ve combined the
         two, you can work out your own personal set of dating rules and requirements. After that, the choice of whether or not you
         decide to gamble on someone is yours. All I can do is make sure you are well prepared and well informed enough to understand
         the risks you take with the single men you meet and that you understand the importance of putting your own knowledge and experience to good use.
      

      
      That, then, is the ultimate purpose of this book: to use my time as a single man – all two-and-a-half years of it – and all
         the stories I heard from guys and girls along the way, to understand how and why men find and fall for the right girl at the
         right time.
      

      
      First, let’s go back to the beginning of those two-and-a-half years.

      
      Finding Mr Right – the beginning

      
      As break-ups go, mine wasn’t particularly dramatic. After three happy years with my ex, I’d realised she wasn’t the
         one I wanted to spend the rest of my life with, and the relationship ended.
      

      
      
      So far, so normal.

      
      But the next day, my friend Giles ordered me not to get a girlfriend for the next year. I was thirty years old and had been single for a grand total of six months in the
         previous eight years (during the gap between two long relationships). So Giles said I needed to ‘meet’ plenty of new girls
         before getting involved with another one.
      

      
      According to Giles, this one-year rule was essential because I am soft and fall in love too easily. He said if I wasn’t careful
         I’d end up with a new girlfriend long before I was ready for one, thus laying the foundations of yet another painful break-up
         a couple of years later.
      

      
      During those twelve months I would be allowed to date as many girls as I wanted but any kind of commitment was out of the
         question. This approach was new to me – I’d never consciously decided to stay single before. But the more I thought about Giles’s idea, the wiser it sounded.
      

      
      After all, I’d had two long-term relationships and neither had worked out. My twenties were behind me and virtually all my
         friends were hooked up. Weddings and babies were cropping up and popping out all over the place and I was lagging behind in
         the quest for a grown-up life.
      

      
      While my instincts might have told me to move faster and try to catch up by grabbing a wife and starting to breed as soon
         as I could, I decided Giles was right. I should take my time, learn about myself and the kind of girl I was compatible with,
         and only then, when I was ready and the girl was right, should I make my move.
      

      
      Immediately, dating felt very different. I started analysing the women I met and my reactions to them in a new way and in
         more detail than ever before. My love life started feeling like a research project. It was fascinating.
      

      
      Then, in a truly outrageous stroke of luck, I went professional. That is to say, I was asked to write a newspaper dating column.
         The guy who wrote it before me had just given up because he had got engaged (either a shame or lovely news, depending on how
         you looked at it), and they wanted me to replace him.
      

      
      Suddenly my ‘research project’ was taken on to a whole new level. I was now a professional dater and had the perfect excuse
         to do as much as I wanted. After all, I wasn’t just playing around for the sake of it – now everything I did was for the sake
         of my readers. They wanted to know how the mind of the single guy works and it was my responsibility to show them.
      

      
      This also gave me the perfect opportunity to poke my nose into other people’s romantic business, and I began to interrogate
         friends, both male and female, about their love lives. I heard stories about dates of all shapes and sizes. Some made me laugh
         and some made me blush while others simply left me speechless.
      

      
      After nearly two years of reporting on my own adventures on the romantic front line, collecting experiences from countless
         other people and analysing them all, my research was very nearly complete. And the result was the idea for this book.
      

      
      In it I wanted to help girls get inside the mind of a single man, to understand all the mistakes we make and why we make them,
         why we treat certain girls the way we do, how men behave through the stages of their own single phases and the signals we
         respond to positively versus the ones that make us run away scared. And so this book is about what happened around me and
         what happened to me; the stories I heard and witnessed; the advice I gave, took and ignored; and the wisdom and battle scars I picked up en route – with absolutely nothing held back.
      

      
      Those stories will give you knowledge that, like a poker player thinking about percentages and odds, you’ll be able to use
         when making your own dating decisions to maximise your chances of getting the result (or guy) you want.
      

      
      Just as importantly, as well as revealing the secrets of how a single man’s mind works, this book will prove that no matter
         how badly you think you’ve messed up in your love life, no matter how deeply you humiliated yourself with that guy you really
         liked, either I or someone I know has done far, far worse, because every story I tell is true. They didn’t all happen to me
         (I would have lived a very strange life if they did) but they all happened to someone. And while this book is not, I’m happy
         to say, simply an account of my own romantic ups and downs and ins and outs (sorry – I couldn’t resist that), when it’s useful
         I will switch to confession mode and tell you stories from my own life.
      

      
      And here’s the best bit – once you single girls have read all the stories and realised that you’re not actually the worst,
         most incompetent dater in the world after all, and that men are nowhere near as mystifying as they once seemed, your confidence
         will rocket … and everyone knows how attractive confidence is.
      

      
      Before you start the first chapter, there is one other thing to mention. When I wrote my last dating column, my research for
         this book wasn’t quite finished because I was still single. But I’m not single any more, because not long afterwards a girl
         arrived in my life completely unexpectedly, at a moment when I wasn’t even looking for a girlfriend. In fact I’d just about
         given up on the idea. But this girl arrived anyway – and stayed. Her name is Charlotte and you will see her name a fair few times on these pages. She also has her say at the end of the book.
      

      
      And meeting Charlotte, I now understand, was the final part of my research, the final lesson I learned: the one that made
         me finally understand how, why and when a guy – me – meets someone special.
      

      
   



      
      
      Chapter One

      
      Meeting Men

      

         
            	What men do to meet girls

             	How men think when they approach girls

            	Why the man who seems the smoothest isn’t the safest

            	How to spot a serial seducer

         


      
      When a man meets a girl for the first time, very often there will be two questions going through his mind. The first is, ‘Will
         she have sex with me?’ and the second is ‘How soon?’
      

      
      I’m not going to explain, excuse or justify it. That’s just the way we are.

      
      OK, that’s a worst-case scenario – I was deliberately lowering your expectations. We’re not actually that bad, I promise.
         Some of us are, granted, but nowhere near all of us. But knowing where the worst of us are coming from is a useful starting
         point.
      

      
      The fact is, there are guys out there who will say anything to get you into bed and I’m willing to bet that just about every
         girl in the world who’s single for any length of time will find herself falling for these moves at least once.
      

      
      Those girls have nothing to be ashamed of. Nothing at all. All they’ve done is taken a risk and not got the outcome they wanted. There’s no point dwelling on something that’s been
         and gone, so if it’s happened to you, move on. Don’t worry about things you can’t control, like the past. Just put it in a
         box marked ‘EXPERIENCE’ and do your best to ensure it doesn’t happen again. Not because you’ve done anything wrong but because
         you felt bad afterwards. I want you to avoid feeling bad.
      

      
      Now let me tell you how.

      
      The rule

      
      There is one simple rule you can follow that will statistically improve your chances of protecting yourself no end. I can’t
         guarantee success every time but in the long run, the benefits will be obvious.
      

      
      This rule can be dressed up in a hundred thousand different flashy ways (hell, people have even written books about it), but
         I’m going to put it as simply as possible.
      

      
      It goes like this: if you like a guy, don’t jump into bed with him too quickly.

      
      Sounds simple, doesn’t it? Yet a remarkable number of girls ignore the fact – and it is a fact – that the sooner you sleep with a guy, the greater the chance that nothing significant will follow.
      

      
      Of course, if all you want from him is sex then jump into bed with him as soon as possible. I don’t think it’s wrong for girls
         to enjoy casual sex, by the way. But I do think it’s easier for guys to have emotion-free sex than it is for girls, so the
         risks (the main one being falling for the person you’re having supposedly casual sex with) are greater for the female half of the arrangement. That’s not me being sexist or anti-feminist (I’m neither),
         it’s simply a generalised conclusion based on a lot of observation. If you disagree, fine. But I’m not changing my mind.
      

      
      As with all my stories and conclusions, there are exceptions to this rule. But like post-relationship-flings turning into
         marriage, there aren’t many.
      

      
      Why?

      
      
      Twenty-first-century men are still men

      
      Imagine a man goes moose hunting. He spends weeks, maybe months, planning his trip. He and his friends get all their kit together,
         clothes, guns, food, etc. They arrange somewhere to stay, decide who’s driving and work out how much the whole trip will cost
         them. Hours and hours are sacrificed and the group are indescribably excited before they’ve even left home.
      

      
      Eventually the hunting begins. They find a moose and oh, he’s a magnificent creature. Tall and strong, with a noble head and
         spectacular antlers. Yes, he’s the one they want, the moose of a lifetime. So they track him through the forest, moving as
         quietly as possible in order to stop the great beast from running away. For hours they follow, until one of the hunters sees
         his opportunity. He gets out his rifle in silence, loads it more carefully than he ever has before, breathes deeply and slowly
         takes aim. He knows this is the biggest and best moose he’s ever seen, the greatest prize of his hunting life. He’s worked
         so hard, put so much effort in for this moment. He’s nervous and excited and he feels great.
      

      
      
      And so the moose is killed (humanely, of course) and the men carry it back to their hotel, putting in some back-breaking work
         along the way. In the weeks that follow, the man who shot the moose has its head mounted so that he will be able to look on
         that noble face and those magnificent antlers forever, and tell any visitors to his house about the time he went out and hunted
         it. That moose’s head means a great deal to him. He values it.
      

      
      Now imagine exactly the same man is driving through a forest one day. An equally majestic moose is crossing the road as he’s
         driving along and in an unfortunate accident his car hits the animal, which is killed immediately. The man gets out of his
         car and looks at the creature. He is a hunter and knows moose, so recognises this as a superior specimen. But what does he
         do? Does he take it home and mount the head so he can admire it for the rest of his days?
      

      
      No. He shakes his head, thinks, ‘That’s a shame, poor fellow,’ drags the dead moose to the side of the road and goes home.
         Presented to him under different circumstances, exactly the same moose was almost worthless.
      

      
      That is how men think, particularly about sex.

      
      Question: which moose do you want to be?

      
      Answer: don’t be a roadkill moose.

      
      
         
         MR RIGHT SECRETS

         
         Guys want to see you as a prize of great value. We want to feel like we’re something special because we’ve got you. Understand
            that and you can use it to your advantage.
         

         
      

      
      
      
      Signals and signposts

      
      So how should you go about giving off the right level of flirtation, i.e. tell a guy you’re fun but not in the buy-me-a-drink-and-I’m-yours-for-the-night
         way?
      

      
      Simple: keep control. Decide what you’re going to do and stick to it. Make rules for yourself. I don’t mean following The Rules (I’ll come to those later), I mean a set of guidelines devised by you and for you that will ensure you don’t mess up.
      

      
      
      How not to do it

      
      A girl I know told me this story about a friend of hers. That source is genuine – this isn’t one of those tales that begins
         ‘You won’t believe what my friend did . . .’ but which really happened to the teller. Nor is it one of those Chinese whisper legends
         that spreads from one group of friends to another, each jump adding another layer of juicy embellishments.
      

      
      No, this one really happened. I even know the name of the girl involved. But I won’t put it in here because I’m not that mean.

      
      So, the story.

      
      Girl goes out on a first date with a guy she likes a lot. Girl has a history of going too far on a first date, especially
         when she’s had a few drinks, and so resolves not to drink too much in order to keep herself under control. Girl even adds
         another layer of security by not shaving her legs or doing anything to her bikini line which, she believes, will stop her
         wanting to take her clothes off in his presence later that night.
      

      
      But girl gets drunk and frisky, brings man home and comes up with a cunning plan. Girl sits him on her sofa while she nips to the bathroom and does some quick shaving. Girl, by now
         hair-free and wearing a short skirt, slinks back to him and arranges herself seductively in the doorway of her living room.
      

      
      Man looks her up and down and his eyes widen in horror when his gaze reaches her legs. Girl is confused and looks down.

      
      Turns out that girl isn’t very good at the gentle art of shaving when she’s had a few too many cocktails and she’s given herself
         a few nicks. Now her legs are covered in blood.
      

      
      Girl screams.

      
      Girl runs back to bathroom, locks the door and starts crying. Man knocks on the door and tells her it’s not a big deal but
         she won’t listen. She tells him to leave and they never see each other again.
      

      
      Not much of a love story, really.

      
      So what can she do? Either torture herself about the embarrassment for the next twenty years or laugh and move on, on the
         grounds that there’s no point worrying about things you can’t change. Besides, I’d bet my left leg she won’t be making that
         mistake again.
      

      
      As you can probably guess, I’d advise her to go for the latter option. But with one extra shot at glory: she should also have
         called the guy involved. If he was a good guy and liked her, the blood incident wouldn’t matter. And if things worked out,
         they’d have something to laugh about for years.
      

      
      Even if he wasn’t interested she could hardly embarrass herself any more than she already had.

      
      
      
      Lessons learned

      
      How should she have played it? There is one simple thing she could have done that would have avoided all the hassle and humiliation:
         not taken the guy home in the first place.
      

      
      There’s nothing inherently wrong with sleeping with a guy on a first date but jumping into bed with a guy too quickly can
         cause problems if your goal is to maximise your chances of things going somewhere.
      

      
      This girl made the wrong decision. She lost control of the situation and so lost the guy.

      
      But it didn’t have to be like that because in reality, all wasn’t lost even after she’d kicked him out. If she’d called him
         the next day, said sorry and asked if she could buy him a drink some time, he might well have said yes, OK, let’s meet up.
         She’d have got herself a second chance by taking control again.
      

      
      
      Here I go again on my own

      
      For any single guy, let alone one who is relatively new to it, approaching girls when you’re sober is one of life’s great
         challenges. What do you say? And how do you exit with any dignity if she blows you out? Both times I became single after a
         few years out of the game, after Girlfriend X and Girlfriend Y, I didn’t have a clue.
      

      
      But what I did have was a secret weapon: B.

      
      B is a guy who will crop up regularly through this book. He’s a good friend of mine but a bad, bad influence. The type who
         goes out drinking a lot and has a huge arsenal of chat-up lines that he uses on girls wherever he is, no matter what time
         of day or night it is. As a result, B dates several different women each week and when he’s slept with a girl once, he loses interest
         immediately and moves on. He’s a stereotypical player, a bad boy to his bones who has no interest whatsoever in settling down.
      

      
      He is most definitely not a truly bad person – he’s my friend and has kindly offered up his experiences and thoughts for this book in the hope they’ll be useful – but
         B is fundamentally not someone I’d want one of my sisters to date. So he is exactly the kind of guy that you should know how
         to recognise, understand and avoid.
      

      
      One more thing: if I do anything you don’t like, it was B’s fault, not mine.

      
      Remember that, please.

      
      Whatever it is, B made me do it.

      
      B has a foolproof method for meeting girls. He’s used it many, many times and swears it works. B’s method is simple: you find
         a girl you like the look of, walk up to her, relaxed and smiling, look her in the eyes and say slowly, ‘Excuse me, I hope
         you don’t mind me saying, but you’re absolutely gorgeous.’ Pause for her to smile and blush a little then add, ‘If you’re
         not already attached, I’d love to take you out for a drink some time.’
      

      
      In an ideal world, she says, ‘Yes, that would be great,’ and you exchange numbers and away you go. Apparently even when the
         girl has a boyfriend this move leaves her walking on air because a stranger thinks she’s gorgeous, and you get a buzz from
         knowing you put that smile on her face. Everyone wins.
      

      
      So I decided to try it.

      
      
      
      In at the deep end

      
      On the Tube early on a Thursday evening, I saw a gorgeous dark-haired girl. We were standing quite close to each other and
         when our eyes met and she smiled, I immediately started silently rehearsing B’s line.
      

      
      A few minutes later and after some more smiles she got off the train, two stops before mine. I quickly decided to go after
         her – this was too good an opportunity to miss.
      

      
      Thankfully the platform was almost empty so if I was to be humiliated, there would be no witnesses.

      
      I tapped her on the shoulder, she turned round and smiled. I took a deep breath and carefully recited the magic words. My
         speech went well. I was pleased.
      

      
      Then she turned off her iPod, took out her headphones and I had to start all over again.

      
      It was agony: the speech didn’t sound anywhere near as smooth second time round because the pressure had cranked right up.
         As I finished, she gave me a beautiful smile (she really was gorgeous) and said, ‘Sorry, I’m attached. But thank you.’
      

      
      I said he was a lucky man (I couldn’t think of anything else – B didn’t prepare me for this eventuality) and off she went,
         leaving me crushed.
      

      
      All over? Not quite.

      
      When she got to the end of the platform (I had to wait for the next train – more agony), she turned round, waved and gave
         me a lovely, glowing smile. At that moment I realised that even if you make a mess of your words, like I did, a wholly unexpected
         move like that will at the very least brighten up someone’s day.
      

      
      
      But did I do it again?

      
      No way – I have my pride to think of.

      
      
      Chat-up lines and warning signs

      
      This attempted seduction on the Underground was highly unusual for me. That kind of move has never been my style. The thing
         is, guys on the pull fall into one of two categories – the ones who fear rejection and the ones who don’t. And I’ve always
         had the fear.
      

      
      The ones who aren’t bothered by being rejected won’t wait for a bit of lingering eye contact and a coy smile from the girls
         they’re interested in before they make a move. Instead, this kind of guy will march straight up as soon as he sees a potential
         ‘hit’. If she turns him down, it’s no problem. He’ll simply go on to the next one to catch his eye without giving the first
         a second thought.
      

      
      B does this. He’ll spot a fit girl in a nightclub and say, ‘Hi, I like your shoes − can I have your number?’ and even if she
         gives him a stingingly contemptuous ‘not in a million years’ look and tells him to go jump off a cliff, he’ll still walk away
         smiling and look for the next one. How he manages to do this night after night, I do not know. But he does. He even has a
         little motto: ‘It’s better to try and fail than to not try at all,’ which he reminds himself of when his courage supplies
         run low. Which isn’t very often because he is extremely successful.
      

      
      The guys who actually fear rejection – a far, far larger group of which I’m a member – don’t operate like this. We need encouragement
         from a girl, some signs that tell us we at least have a chance with her before we say hello. Maybe a smile and some lingering eye contact. Something that we can work through in our brains and end up thinking, ‘I think I might just be
         in here.’
      

      
      I don’t class myself as particularly shy but compared to B, I sound like a wimp. I’m not, I promise.

      
      
         
         MR RIGHT SECRETS

         
         If a single guy sees a girl he likes the look of but doesn’t approach her, he’s scared of being rejected. That’s the only
            possible explanation.
         

         
      

      
      
      We’re not shy, honest

      
      I’ll tell you two stories to prove this. The first, like the Tube story, happened to me during the six-month gap between Girlfriends
         X and Y. I was in a queue for a cashpoint near a club I was about to go into when I noticed a penny coin on the floor in front
         of me. I picked it up and looked around. Next in line behind me was a pretty brunette. I gave her the coin saying I needed
         the luck that act would bring, we started talking and I ended up dating her for a few weeks. Nice move, I thought. I was a
         little bit drunk at the time, which made things easier. But still, nice move.
      

      
      The second happened to B. He was at the gym and, after fighting a losing battle with some weights, decided to get into the
         pool. B was paddling around in the pool getting a bit bored when a girl in a bikini came out of the changing rooms. She got
         in the pool, did a couple of lengths and then stopped right by where he was. As she got out, she smiled at him and he noticed she was very pretty and built like an extra from Baywatch (his words, not mine). B then had a great view of her from behind as she walked slowly into the steam room.
      

      
      B waited a couple of minutes and followed her in. When he opened the door he couldn’t see anything (it was a particularly
         steamy steam room) so he said, ‘I know there’s someone in here but I can’t see you, so I’m sorry if I accidentally sit on
         your lap.’ She laughed and they chatted for the next few minutes, until he started cooking in the heat.
      

      
      Then they went for a post-gym coffee and she gave him her number.

      
      Three days later, B was half an hour into his first date with the girl he met in the steam room. He’d found out she was funny,
         laughed a lot, and was one of those people who are fun to be around. So the signs were promising.
      

      
      But there was trouble ahead.

      
      She mentioned she lived near the gym where they met, so he asked her if she worked in the area.

      
      ‘No,’ she said. ‘I’m just back for a week.’

      
      ‘Oh. Back from where?’

      
      ‘University.’

      
      B nearly choked on his beer.

      
      He had to ask the question, ‘How old are you?’

      
      ‘Twenty-one. How old are you?’

      
      ‘Thirty.’

      
      ‘Oh,’ she replied, as if it didn’t matter at all.

      
      But B couldn’t let it go because nine years is a long time. When he left school, she was seven. When he left university, she
         was still a couple of years away from choosing her GCSE options.
      

      
      
      Suddenly the whole date felt wrong. B had absolutely no idea she was so young. He told me he’d have guessed early to mid-twenties,
         not because she looked older than she was but because she was so confident and self-assured it wouldn’t have occurred to him
         that she was only twenty-one.
      

      
      They had a few more drinks and he found himself enjoying the evening, even though he kept reminding himself how young she
         was. Eventually B decided to leave the age worries for another day and the date lasted until the next morning.
      

      
      In the days that followed, B found himself in a bit of a quandary over this girl. He liked her and they had a good time but
         she was a twenty-one-year-old university student. Could that work?
      

      
      
      Why men and women are different

      
      A couple of nights later I was out for dinner with B and a few other friends, guys and girls around our age. He told them
         about this girl and the potential age issue because he genuinely didn’t know what to do. The guys all laughed in a pervy,
         get-in-there-lad kind of way while the girls with boyfriends smiled quietly. But the single girls didn’t smile. One of them
         really laid into him.
      

      
      ‘You’re pathetic,’ she spat. ‘You should be dating girls your own age. Guys who date girls that much younger than them are
         losers who can’t handle mature women.’
      

      
      I might not be the most mature person in the world but I thought that was harsh. So did B and he told her to stick her bitterness
         up her single backside. He was going to damned well carry on seeing the twenty-one-year-old if he wanted to.
      

      
      But why had the single girl got so cross about it? Why had the idea of an older man with a younger girl aroused such a strong
         reaction?
      

      
      
      Why it was sweet revenge

      
      Every guy who has ever had a crush on a girl his own age knows what it feels like when you find out another guy who’s interested
         in her is older.
      

      
      A ball of helpless, self-pitying fear begins to form in your stomach as you realise you’re competing for this wonderful creature
         against someone you cannot hope to match. Yes, you’re fun, you worship her and you get on with her friends. You might even
         have a car and a decent job.
      

      
      But he’s older. And therefore inherently cooler than you.
      

      
      That feeling is agony. It’s frustrating and painful and makes us feel like pathetic little boys. Even if we meet the older
         guy and we’re a foot taller than him and much better looking, it doesn’t matter. He’s older and so he wins and there’s absolutely nothing we can do about it.
      

      
      Probably the biggest heartbreak of my life happened to me in my early twenties in exactly that situation. My rival was eight
         years older than me and a whole lot richer and more worldly. Of course he didn’t get her like I did. They didn’t connect like we did. I knew that and I knew she knew it too. But that didn’t matter. He was older and therefore I was out of the
         picture.
      

      
      So when this girl started having a go at B for dating the twenty-one-year-old when he was thirty, I could empathise with her anger because it was the same helpless rage we guys felt
         when girls our age swanned off with older guys, except she was sympathising with the ‘innocent’ younger woman who was being
         helplessly ensnared by the cunning older man.
      

      
      But I also couldn’t help but think this angry girl was the kind of female who back when we were twenty-two or twenty-three
         would have been all over a guy a few years older. She’d have thought it was cool to be with someone mature. She’d have given
         us guys her own age that patronising look and said something like, ‘Older men are much better. They’re men, you know? Not boys. You lot are boys.’
      

      
      Unlucky, sweetheart. Things have changed now.

      
      Of course I didn’t say any of this – I’m not that brave. And I didn’t want a drink thrown over me. B wasn’t so shy and ended
         up wearing half a glass of Pinot Grigio for the rest of the evening.
      

      
      
      B makes a decision

      
      That evening out hadn’t shed much light on B’s dilemma about whether or not to carry on seeing the twenty-one-year-old. I
         saw him a few days later and he asked my opinion. I could tell he liked her so I gave him exactly the kind of advice I thought
         he would give me if I were in the same situation.
      

      
      ‘I’ll give you five reasons why you’d be stupid to walk away,’ I said. ‘1) She’s twenty-one and you like girls with hot bodies.
         2) Your mates will all be jealous. 3) She’s young so won’t try to marry you straight away. 4) If you end it you’re giving into peer pressure and that makes you a loser. 5) She’s a
         student so won’t expect you to spend lots of money on her. You’re on to a winner.’
      

      
      Those were the pros. For the cons, we went to a couple of female friends.

      
      Firstly, they pointed out that steam room girl had student loans to worry about while B had a fairly grown-up job so what
         did they have in common? Nothing, they said. Secondly, they said her friends might be lovely but they too are twenty-one,
         which means they also have student loans to pay and lectures to attend while his friends were getting on in their jobs and
         thinking about marriage and children. How would the two groups mix? Like oil and water. Finally one of them referred to her
         jokingly as ‘the child’, which made B shudder slightly.
      

      
      It took him until the next day to make a decision.

      
      One of his friends rang him and when he answered her call, she said, ‘Hello, is that B, the notorious paedophile?’

      
      That was the moment when the chances of anything more happening between B and the twenty-one-year-old died. He might have
         given in to peer pressure in some people’s eyes, but at least he wasn’t the subject of public ridicule. And remember, this
         was only a fling. She was leaving town in a few weeks so probably wasn’t looking for anything serious, and B is B so wedding
         bells weren’t going to be ringing any time soon. But he still couldn’t face the flak he’d get even if he only saw her for
         a few weeks. That’s how important B’s reputation is to him.
      

      
      Personally, I thought he’d made a mistake. When he talked about this girl he didn’t just come out with all the clichéd perviness you’d expect from a guy like B seeing a much younger girl. Obviously he did come out with some of that – B is what
         he is – but he also talked about how much he laughed with her and what a fun time they had had together. I hadn’t heard him
         talk about a girl in that way for a long time so stopping seeing her was, in my eyes at least, a shame, because there seemed
         to be something potentially good between them. But it wasn’t my decision.
      

      
      
         
         MR RIGHT SECRETS

         
         Guys worry about what their friends, both male and female, think of them and their choices. There are few things we want more
            than the approval of those closest to us.
         

         
      

      
      
      I get something off my chest

      
      You will have noticed from my previous couple of stories that guys go about pulling girls in different ways. Of course they
         do – no two people are the same, male or female. And different girls react in different ways to the same approaches.
      

      
      Which is why books like The Rules and The Game annoy me so much.
      

      
      Essentially, The Game tells guys to seem funny and interesting and then gives them lessons in how to win girls. However, as I see it, the book
         just helps guys to take advantage of girls who must have low self-esteem and/or are young enough not to have fallen for all that crap before. The Rules tells girls not to be too easy or too available, but in my view it just gives them lessons in how to get an insecure guy
         wrapped around their little finger.
      

      
      And that’s it.

      
      Hardly rocket science.

      
      Don’t get me wrong, I’d love to sell a quarter of the number of books Neil Strauss and Ellen Fein and Sherrie Schneider have,
         but something about these approaches leaves me slightly cold.
      

      
      My problem with both is that they make romance contrived and thus totally unromantic. My problem with The Game specifically is that I have sisters and lots of female friends and the idea that they could be manipulated so easily into
         going to bed with someone makes me feel a little bit ill.
      

      
      Having said that, I read The Game and thought it was a brilliant book, utterly hilarious and a truly accomplished bit of writing. It was, though, the only
         book I have ever been embarrassed to be seen reading in public. Normally I have no shame. I’ve read Jilly Cooper on London’s
         public transport system and being a 6’ 4” man I looked slightly unusual, but that didn’t bother me.
      

      
      But the looks I got when sitting on the Underground reading The Game made me feel distinctly uncomfortable. ‘Look at that guy,’ people were thinking. ‘He’s either so much of a loser he needs
         a book to tell him how to pull or he’s one of those guys who needs to sleep with every girl in the world to feed his own ego.’
      

      
      Do you know why I thought that?

      
      Because whenever I saw a guy reading The Game, that’s what I thought about him.
      

      
      
      So if you ever see a guy reading The Game, remember it’s possible that he’s reading it purely for entertainment.
      

      
      That’s why I read it.

      
      Honest.

      
      
      My Rules story

      
      I was on a night out with my friend Charlie and his work colleagues when he pointed to a gorgeous girl, said she was single
         and offered to introduce me to her.
      

      
      ‘Brilliant,’ I said. ‘Anything else I need to know?’

      
      ‘She’s blonde, funny, intelligent and has a great body. What more could you possibly need?’

      
      ‘Great, let’s go.’

      
      Charlie stopped. ‘Actually, there is something. She’s a Rules girl.’
      

      
      I considered this for about a nanosecond.

      
      ‘Forget it,’ I said. ‘I’d rather date a blow-up doll.’

      
      
      One last book rant

      
      And then there’s my all-time favourite relationship book, Why Men Love Bitches. Men love bitches? Really? I know lots and lots of men and I can’t think of a single one who loves bitches.
      

      
      I can’t even think of one who likes bitches.
      

      
      Actually, I’m being a bit misleading here. I know full well that Why Men Love Bitches doesn’t really encourage women to be bitches. It just tells them to be true to themselves and not let anyone bully them out
         of that or make them feel they’re not good enough, which is a message I wholeheartedly agree with.
      

      
      Just don’t be a bitch about it.

      
      
      Why guys go to pieces when they like someone

      
      One of the most annoying things about being a guy is that it’s very easy for us to date girls we like a bit but with whom
         we don’t see any long-term potential. We are relaxed and cool with them. We don’t get nervous and say stupid things that make
         them think we’re weird, and we don’t come on too strong and scare them away. We seem confident and sure of ourselves.
      

      
      But put exactly the same guy in front of a girl he actually likes – one who makes him go a bit weak at the knees and who he
         can’t stop thinking about – then it is perfectly possible, likely even, that he will go to pieces. He will be the opposite
         of the man described in the previous paragraph, despite being the same man.
      

      
      You see, when a guy meets a girl with whom he can see potential, suddenly there is much more at stake than a few dates and
         some bedroom fun and games. When emotions rear their heads, men get confused and insecure. Spotting a confused man is, as
         I’m sure you all know, very easy. Finding one attractive is unfortunately much harder.
      

      
      I suppose the point I’m trying to make is this: if you like a guy and at the start he seems a bit nervous and like he’s trying
         too hard, don’t run away. Wait for him to calm down a bit and let his confidence with you grow.
      

      
      Remember: male confidence is a fragile thing.

      
      
      
      What’s in a name?

      
      When I was younger it was my name that affected my confidence more than anything else. I didn’t like it at all. No other kids
         were called Humfrey, everyone spelled it wrongly (an ‘f’ in the middle is way better than ‘ph’ – it’s a fact) and I stood
         out wherever I went. It made me feel so self-conscious and awkward that I used to think about what I would change my name
         to once I was old enough. I seem to remember quite liking Steve as an alternative when I was about nine.
      

      
      In many ways I was an odd child.

      
      When I was old enough to start meeting girls, it became even worse. Now I had to talk to them and tell them my name, the potential
         for embarrassment was suddenly multiplied several thousand million billion times.
      

      
      The worst moment came when I was at a party aged about nineteen and talking to two girls. That’s right, two girls at once
         – I thought I was doing brilliantly.
      

      
      Then I told them my name.

      
      One of them said, ‘No, really, what’s your name?’

      
      And that was it, game over. I blushed so hard I couldn’t talk and had to spend the rest of the night sitting alone under a tree with a two-litre bottle of cider for company.

      
      But as I grew up and became a bit more sure of myself, I began to like my name. And when I started to make my first forays
         into journalism and publishing, I realised how it was useful: there aren’t many Humfrey Hunters around so standing out was
         easy. But I will never, ever forget how self-conscious I felt about it when I was younger.
      

      
      
      
      Final thoughts

      
      If a guy is too good at dating, by which I mean if he was clearly completely lacking in nerves when he approached you; if he took you somewhere
         unspeakably cool but behaved like he goes to those places every night of the week; if he knows exactly where he’s taking you
         for late-night drinks before it’s even suggested (he’ll probably suggest something corny like ‘a little place round the corner’);
         if when he kissed you at the end of the night there was no doubt in his eyes that you would kiss him back – that guy has dated
         so much that he could compete internationally. He might be good for a night out or two but the chances are you’re just another
         girl sucked into his well-worn routine whom he’ll get bored of pretty quickly.
      

      
      I’m not saying be cynical about every guy you meet, just that if the guy you’re dating is a little bit nervous, don’t think
         badly of him for it. His uncertainty means either he likes you very much or doesn’t date very often, both of which are good
         things from your perspective especially if, as often happens, they occur at the same time with the same guy. If he’s completely
         cool and in control all night, if he’s too smooth, then you’re not special.
      

      
      Remember again: male confidence is a fragile thing.

      
      
      
         
         MR RIGHT SENSE:

         
         
            	The best guys aren’t always the smoothest.

            	If a guy seems like he’s trying too hard, it’s because he likes you. So forgive him.

            	Read The Game, for two reasons: a) it’s hilarious and b) to help you spot when someone is playing it on you.
               

            	Make up your own Rules.
               

            	Stick to those rules, even when you’re drinking, because that will help you keep control.

         

         
      

      
      
   



      
      
      Chapter Two

      
      Inside the Mind of the
Single Man


            	How newly single men behave

            	Why you should avoid them

            	If you can’t avoid them, how to cope with being someone’s rebound fling

         

      
      How it feels to be newly single

      
      Between the ages of twenty-two and twenty-six I had a girlfriend for four-and-a-half years who will be referred to as Girlfriend
         X. She was followed six months later by Girlfriend Y, who I was with for three years from age twenty-seven to thirty. That
         means I was single for six months in eight years.
      

      
      When I became single again, after three years off the scene with Girlfriend Y, it felt like I was driving back into a town
         I used to know like the back of my hand only to find a local council buffoon had installed an intricate new one-way system
         and a load of reorganised junctions which conspired to get me completely and utterly lost.
      

      
      Which goes to show that when a man becomes single again after a long relationship, he is a mess. He might look OK from the
         outside – wearing clean clothes, exercising, eating plenty of fruit and vegetables and so on – and he might even sound OK.
      

      
      But really he’s not.

      
      Inside he’s nothing but a seething mass of contradictory and confusing impulses and urges, whether he was the dumper or the
         dumped.
      

      
      At the root of this turmoil is the huge gap in his life where the person closest to him – his ex – used to be, the one around
         whom a large part of who he was revolved because he spent so much time with her and had so much emotion invested in their
         partnership. Take her away and there’s a big blank space to fill.
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