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WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT


THE ALPHA WOLF


The Alpha Wolf is an essential read for women who want to know if it is possible for their men to change from immature lads into mature men. As the book illustrates, it won’t be a simple or easy journey, but it is worthwhile. The bumpy ride Roger makes from career orientated selfish user of humanity, to a caring and considerate human being is pertinent to us all. The skills he learns and shares along the way are relevant to both women and men. A funny and moving ‘male tale’ to accompany your ‘chick lit’.


Alice Grist, author of The High Heeled Guide to Enlightenment


In his book The Alpha Wolf, Professor Nick Clements asks a question of timeless importance: ‘How do we really connect with true masculinity and its essential rites of passage?’ It’s clear that he has also lived the question, in both ordinary and extraordinary ways, making this more than an ordinary book, but a pure expression of the search for the most authentic answer. You’ll discover insights, reflections and ancient wisdom on every page. Anaiya Sophia, author of Womb Wisdom and Sacred Sexual Union


A funny, educational tale, and just what young and older men need to read to help them along their life journey. Full of instructive stories about the good and bad times. How men can have more by possessing less and by really being with other men. Rose Rouse, Mother to a son, Writer, journalist, PR


The Alpha Wolf is the story of a man’s awakening from being totally self-centred to growing in compassionate awareness. A journey of someone in rigid control of his life, a seeker after casual sex, a user and discarder of others, to the realization of an aching emptiness that was not being touched by his materialistic life. Nick Clements builds a picture that draws you in to the story and leads you on to find out what happens to this misogynistic, arrogant young man as he grows and matures. He crafts the tale well leading to the inevitable crack-up and the reassessment of his life. It is a strong story of the redemption of the worst type of ‘masculinity.’ In the final part of the book, Nick gives the tools for life reassessment, ‘The Practice,’ that he has used and taught for many years. These are wise words that ground the story in a useful and integrative practice for body, mind and spirit.


Revd Don MacGregor, Interfaith Officer, St David’s Diocese, Fishguard


Nick Clements writes out of a natural knowing, born of years of experience of deep soul reality. He also has an ability to self-reflect that allows him to turn that experience into a story that concerns all of us and relates to where we are going at this time of change and transparency. He is in all senses a ‘reliable narrator’.


Jay Ramsay, Poet, Psychotherapist and Healer


Nick has penned a real break-through book on masculinity. I love his style and verve, this is a must read for anyone investigating the role of masculinity in today’s confusing world. It is not easy to find mentors such as Nick and I urge men and women to take the time to read the book.


Mel Carlile, CEO Mindbodyspirit Festival, London
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The male path to maturation


‘In the West you don’t understand how a man can become mature. How it is to have depth. We know the pursuit of this is very important. It is our main priority in life. Instead, you spend your time chasing material goods that don’t make you happy. This pursuit leaves you shallow. As a consequence you grow up either timid and fearful, or bullying and tyrannical. You are unstirred by responsibility and don’t reach greatness. Here, in these lands, we observe our brothers and teachers, the wolf clan. Man’s path to maturation follows that of a wolf very closely. Listen and you might learn something.’


Tsao Chinem Cllens 










Chapter One


Begging for enlightenment


The score so far:


Roger: 22 years.        The world: 1992.


‘What do you mean, you thought it looked better that way?’


The veins in Roger’s neck bulged as he glared at his assistant.


‘I thought the image was…more attractive.’ Malcolm responded with eyes caste down.


‘Malcolm, we don’t pay you to think, we pay you to do.’ Roger felt exasperated.


He continued, ‘The campaign is retro, it’s about feel-good, it’s about ideal family values. Get with the programme.’


Roger turned away in disgust.


‘I want that image in black and white on my desk in 30 minutes.’


Malcolm opened his mouth to speak.


‘No excuses.’


Roger strode away from the desk, enjoying the feeling of power. He rode the wave of anger silently coming from Malcolm.


The score so far:


Roger: One        Malcolm: Nil


That night Roger towed his suitcase up the familiar Underground passageway, trying to get home as quickly as possible. He was wearing the Gieves No. 1 Saville Row, his best suit.


It was late, and the grimy tunnel reverberated to the sound of busy people going to busy places, mingled with loud laughter and jeers from a group of young men somewhere up ahead of him. The stained, grey ceramic-tiled walls, dimly lit, smelling of sweat and dust were just like so many other London Underground passageways. No one could want to loiter here, no one could call this home. For Roger home was just a few hundred yards away.


He strode purposefully, he was mentally checking his itinerary for the next day, he needed to arrive in good time, probably nine…


WALLOP.


As he hurriedly turned a corner he was sent flying.


Roger fell hard and sharp.


Pain rushed in from his hands and knees. He quickly looked up to see if anyone had noticed his embarrassment - far ahead the same gang of lads were singing to themselves, no one else was around.


He tried to compose himself, he tried to get up. Lying on the floor with him was a beggar, their two bodies now almost wrapped together in an embrace. Roger realized his nostrils were beginning to sting with the acrid smell of piss.


He saw up close the vacant, red-rimmed eyes, the puffy face, the drooling lips and dishevelled hair of this mumbling man. Roger felt humiliated to be on the same level as this noxious person. He tried to spring to his feet, but wobbled, staggered up, pains in his knees, palms scuffed.


‘What…! Why the fuck did you do that?’ He felt the blood rushing to his face, his anger rising.


The beggar looked up at him and said, ‘I was trying to pick myself up, but seem to have brought you down, so sorry. It was not my intention…’ The man’s eloquence threw Roger momentarily.


‘What?’ Snapped Roger. ‘What did you want to do? To get in the way, to trip people up?’


Roger picked up his suitcase.


The beggar was trying awkwardly, painfully, to lift himself into a sitting position. ‘No.’ He replied looking up at Roger, then he added, ‘What were you running from?’


‘What am I running from?’ Roger, felt his anger rising again. ‘Oh, my God, flipping psychology from a pisshead, trying to be clever are you? Well, let’s see. I’m not running from the social like you, not the police like you, not the benefit office like you, not the…not the other pissheads who think you’re a wanker.’


By venting his anger so completely Roger felt more powerful, as if he was regaining control of the situation by being venomous.


He looked down contemptuously at the beggar. He saw his weak and feeble frame, his dirty, stained clothes, Roger compared them to his. He now felt fully in command of the situation again. The beggar mumbled, and Roger bent forward menacingly over him.


‘What did you say?’


‘Sorry to have hurt your feelings, many blessings to you and your family,’ came the quietly slurred reply.


‘Oh, fuck off, why don’t you just get a job. Do something with your life, rather than pissing it away.’


Roger turned and started to walk quickly away, with purpose, with confidence. His rapid footsteps echoed down the passageway, they exclaimed his ascendancy, and he afforded himself a wry smile as he heard the vagrant call out.


‘Blessings on your way.’


Oh, just sober up you smelly git, he thought.


Safely back at his flat, Roger folded and laid his clothes out for washing and cleaning. He stepped into the bathroom turned on the shower and glanced briefly at his reflection in the mirror. ‘Not bad, brother,’ he commented to himself as he held his stomach in and bulged his biceps. He was still upset about the incident in the tunnel. His knees throbbed as a reminder of his fall. He decided the best way to recover his equilibrium was to indulge himself.


He gathered the tools of the modern man.


The Biotherm Homme Aquapower Absolute Gel as a moisturizer.


The Lab Series Milf Foaming Face Wash for that gentle but tough rub.


His Perricone MD High Potency Eye Lift.


Then the Dermalogica Invigorating Shave Gel.


Finished off with their Post-Shave Gel.


He knew he’d feel good after that lot.


He set to. About three quarters of an hour later and he was warmly reflective and calm.


Now the final job.


He closely inspected his hairline in the mirror checking for any signs of thinning, and he was about halfway through this when the phone rang.


He saw it was Giselle, and quickly picked up the phone.


‘Hi, how are you?’ He cooed.


Her husky tantalising voice came over loud and clear. ‘I’m in London. I’m at the station, meet now. I need sex, right away.’


The score so far:


Roger: One foaming bathn        Beggar: Nil


Note to self:


Avoid falling over beggars in the underground, it can seriously hurt your knees.










Chapter Two


Conceiving and conniving


Giselle was a dark-haired Parisienne who worked as a rep for some of the largest fashion and perfume houses in Europe. She and Roger had ‘come across each other’ at trade fairs and corporate events.


He hadn’t registered she was over ten years older than him. He’d just seen a beautiful, exotic and sexy woman who kept appearing in his life.


He didn’t realize it, but she had been stalking him.


She’d made sure she’d attended the same conferences and trade fairs, she plotted their encounters. At first, she’d acted haughty and aloof, pretending to be mildly flattered by his attempts at seducing her, but then one night in Hannover, she let him have what he wanted.


They were sitting in the restaurant at a large table full of reps and fair officials. The throng was consumed with chatter and banter, fuelled by the free wine and buffet food perched on knees and table edges.


She’d known her monthly cycle was right.


She’d squeezed herself into her most revealing little black dress, worn her fertility-enhancing gold bracelet, and applied a liberal amount of Chanel No.5. She had ensured they sat together and her knee pressed against his thigh. They chatted about the day, bitched about other traders, and she kept paying him small compliments. Roger wasn’t particularly aware of anything Giselle was saying, his whole mind was focused on her knee pressing against his leg. He adjusted his leg, ensuring their thighs and knees were now hard against each other.


She smiled a deeply seductive smile, she drew his eyes to hers, and at the same time, her hand gently rested on his thigh. He could hear nothing but the pounding of his heart.


‘Oooh, Roger, your legs, they are very athletic, no?’ She squeezed his thigh. ‘You must work out a lot?’


She pressed herself closer to him.


He could smell the warm musk of her body, his head began to spin, he was intoxicated by her.


‘Yes, er, no, actually I don’t.’ He mumbled. ‘Sorry, it is very loud in here…can’t hear above the din.’ He looked around at the milling people.


‘Yes, very loud, why don’t we go up to my room, there we can talk.’


She squeezed his thigh decisively, let her hand gently brush his torso whilst making sure he could catch a glimpse of her cleavage as she leant forward. She slowly rose from her chair, and waved him forward discreetly.


He didn’t need a second invitation.


They consummated their lust together in a series of hotel rooms in major cities throughout Europe as they followed that years trade fairs and events.


This time she was in London.


When they made love, it was unlike anything he’d experienced before. He was taken to places he hadn’t been before. The encounters with Giselle made Roger feel vulnerable and exposed. He felt such a rush of emotion whilst in her arms it was on occasions overwhelming. Twice he had cried after they made love, which disturbed him.


Roger was unsettled by such intensity. She stirred feelings in him he had never experienced before. He had little previous experienced of being with women, most were brief and uninspiring affairs.


This was something else.


He was used to being in control of his emotions, being able to stifle feelings. All his life he had learnt to suppress emotions and it came as a shock to him that they still lurked in his body. He thought he’d conquered his vulnerability.


He hadn’t.


The next week Giselle disappeared from his life, didn’t return calls and was unavailable. Roger was baffled, a little disappointed that it had ended so abruptly, but also relieved that he didn’t have to be so emotional any more. He resolved to himself that he wouldn’t be that way again with a woman, as it had distressed him. He would retain control in future. He would be in charge, as he felt it should be.


After two months he had resolved the affair in his head. He’d had a great time with Giselle, he’d enjoyed it, but it was now time to move on, to seek more conquests on his terms. He didn’t need Giselle.


The score so far:


Roger: One        Giselle: Nil


Then she called.


‘Roger, I have news for you.’


‘Yes, what’s that?’ He thought it was something work related.


‘I’m pregnant…it is your child.’


There was stunned silence, followed by a brief. ‘What?’


‘I will have a baby.’


There was an even longer and deeper pause.


Roger didn’t know how to react, he was torn between feeling betrayed, maybe used, immediately frightened by the prospect of being a father, angry at the inconvenience this could cause, but deep down, also a little bit proud of himself.


They met a couple of weeks later. Giselle sat with her legs crossed at the bar of an expensive hotel. Her immaculate hair matching her beautiful black dress revealing stockinged legs which made Roger’s mouth water.


He drooled internally, but then checked himself.


He was resolved to sort this out once and for all, and he opened his mouth to speak.


Before a word came from his mouth Giselle had intervened.


‘I’ve used you, Roger.’ She waved a hand indicating that he should sit next to her. ‘I’ve been very, how you say, manipu-lative?’


He nodded his head.


She continued and it was clear Giselle had planned the event, she admitted as much.


‘I feel it is time for me to become a mother, I am 37, always single, I have no prospect of a long-term partner, I have my work commitments.’


She explained she’d wanted to have a child, so she’d deliberately gone out and looked for a sperm donor. Roger had fitted the bill nicely, young, fit, handsome, intelligent, hard working. He was all she would have wanted in the father of her child, but she didn’t have the time to build a relationship.


She then told him in no uncertain terms she didn’t want him to have anything to do with the child, she was very capable of bringing up the child on her own, she was a lady of considerable means. She would bring up the child with her mother.


In this day and age, she argued, a daughter, for she hoped it was a girl, really didn’t need a father. She uncrossed her legs to adjust her dress and Roger, his mouth still open as it had been throughout Giselle’s tirade, was able to re-focus his attention.


‘A mother can provide everything a girl needs throughout her life. I’m no feminist. I am much more pragmatic and sensible than that. I have always been in charge of my life, I want a child, so I have got one. This is how the world works, supply and demand. You have had fun, playing your part. I know you liked it. I thank you for that, but now I am in charge, and I will do as I like.’


She slid off the bar stool, straightened her dress, kissed Roger on both cheeks and left.


Roger watched as she departed, with some regret. He turned to the barman, thinking that this was the last time he’d ever see her ‘Double scotch on the rocks, please.’


Giselle had it all planned out. She would buy her daughter lots of fashionable clothes, and the two of them would be the talk of the town. They’d go to international receptions and parties, wearing the same outfits. Her daughter would be just a sweet, lovely, mini-Giselle.


As Roger nursed his glass, he realized he hadn’t uttered a word in their time together. A large part of him was hugely relieved by Giselle’s news. He felt a sense of release. He felt as though he was back in control of his life again. He was free of the unknown responsibilities of being a parent, which had suddenly loomed over him. Children had never been part of his long-or short-term plan. He was again free to pursue his busy work life and commitment free lifestyle.


A little part of him which lurked in the darker recesses of his heart was upset and disappointed, but that was quickly suppressed. When he was home, he returned to his Game Boy, but he remained disturbed. That night he had a haunting dream about being in a pit full of snakes, which made him feel queasy.


The score so far:


Roger: Nil        Giselle: One


Note to self:
If you want to become a father, do it consciously, or not at all.










Chapter Three


Everything according to plan


The score so far:


Roger: 23 years.        The world: 1993.


Roger was eating his lunch outside a restaurant when his friend, Crispin, passed by with a woman in tow. Crispin had been at LSE with Roger, and worked in an executive law firm. He annoyed Roger intensely with his casual and sarcastic way, but Roger was in awe of him as he earned twice as much and he was ‘in the city.’


‘Hi, Roger, this is Harriett, works at Attic recruitment, very bespoke and boutique.’ laughed Crispin. ‘How’s the advertising world, me old mate?’


Roger suppressed an angry look.


‘As you well know, Crispin, I’m not in advertising, I’m in marketing,’ he retorted.


‘Yeah, all the same, old man, you and Harriett in the same game, pushing and shoving, trying to con people.’


‘Oh, and you’re a paragon of virtue and honesty?’ laughed Roger.


‘Yes, you know me.’ replied Crispin with feigned indignation. ‘Anyway, we must dash, good to see you, see you soon.’


‘Bye.’ Roger replied to the space which had been hurriedly vacated by the two of them. They’d spied someone else, more important than Roger, an executive from Coopers Lybrand.


They made time to chat to him, not Roger. He continued to eat his sandwich.


Roger had known from a very early age he wanted to be in marketing. His mother had not understood his interest and certainly couldn’t fathom where it came from. He’d been a loner who studied hard and earnestly throughout school then went straight to the London School of Economics. He’d gained a First Class Honors degree in Economics and Politics. On graduating he’d been selected as a graduate trainee on Proctor and Gamble’s Marketing and Development Programme. Within eighteen months he’d been promoted to marketing assistant, whilst qualifying for his Marketing Diploma from the Chartered Institute of Marketing.


He had set himself a series of targets, and had achieved the first of them within a very short period of time. He was a shooting star who had forged ahead of his same-aged contemporaries, and he knew where he was going.


The score so far:






	Age 23:

	Marketing assistant manager.

	Job done.







The projected score to come:






	Age 25:

	Assistant brand manager.

	Very likely.






	Age 28:

	Brand manager.

	Achievable.






	Age 31:

	Category Director.

	Yes please.







At Proctor and Gamble he had a very varied workload. No dull routine, each day being different. He’d be visiting clients and going to exhibitions one day, followed by research or overlooking production schedules the next.


He liked the precise nature of the market research and the attention to detail and accuracy which was vital in his field. He was fully committed to the job, and happily worked overtime and through the night if needed.


Such dedication meant he didn’t have a wide circle of friends. He hadn’t had many whilst at school, and his loner behaviour at work didn’t attract them either. He thought it was a worthwhile sacrifice.


He wasn’t interested in alcohol or drugs; happy to gain his kicks from work.


He lived on his own, surrounding himself with the latest ‘boy’s toys’ that kept him occupied for many hours in his limited leisure time. The games acted as a counterpoint to the arduous work, and he enjoyed the distraction they offered.


From an early age Roger had been taught how to compartmentalize his life, how to shut down and keep things separate. He specialized in being in control at all times. He didn’t know when this behaviour started, he just knew he was very good at it.


If other people talked about their childhood memories, Roger listened with politely feigned interest, but was unable to participate or contribute.


He only had memories from the age of 11 onwards.


All memories of his earlier years had been erased by the momentous event of that year, 1981, the death of his father.


He presumed life was pretty normal before ‘The Car Crash’, and he only had three distinct memories from that year, but they were crucial to his survival after the event.


The first was at his home, with his mother.


She was sitting in the front room looking into a large wooden chest. Inside were some clothes, papers, a picture frame, other small personal articles.


She had looked up at Roger, smiled sadly and then said. ‘This is your father’s box, you need to help me put it in the attic.’


With that she closed the lid and fastened a small lock.


In Roger’s recollection this was completed in slow motion.


He was thinking, ‘This is it, this is all there is left of my father, a box with a lock on it‘.


He couldn’t remember putting the box in the attic, but knew it must still be there, securely locked.


The second memory was at the funeral.


There were many people gathered around the hole in the ground. These indeterminate people were dressed in black. There was an oppressive feeling. It was as if the sky was closing in on him. There was very little space between the sky and the earth.


Roger’s heart was beating fast.


He felt a deep yearning to scream welling up inside, but it was being squashed. Suddenly his mother’s face was up close to his.


She was pressing herself onto him, squeezing him downwards, as she did this she whispered, ‘Big boys don’t cry, big boys don’t cry.’


She squeezed him tightly, one small choke of air was expelled, and then he was silent, breath held, still.


The third memory was at school.


Roger was in the playground and Nick the Stitch was baiting him.


He was circling around Roger chanting, ‘Stinky Cologne, Stinky Cologne, ‘asn’t got a father, doesn’t live at home.’


Nick was the school bully. He took great pleasure in tormenting the smaller, weaker kids, anyone more vulnerable than himself.


Roger slowly turned and watched as Nick chanted at him, and they were caught in a momentary dance.


Roger had initially been afraid. Then from within Roger’s gut came a huge force. A deep-seated energy burst out of his body into his clenched fist and onto Nick’s face.


The next instant Nick was lying on the floor, blood spurting from his nose, his hands desperately trying to staunch the flow.


Roger was now on top of Nick, his face pressed hard against the bully’s.


Roger panted ‘Yes, what did you say? What did you say?’


A look of fear was etched deep into Nicks’ features ‘Nothing…sorry,’ he mumbled as he turned away.


From that point onwards Roger decided he would be in control and fix all aspects of his life. He would know where everything was and was meant to be. To do this he kept everything separate, in its own box.


He controlled how much time and effort he gave any aspect of his life. He also made sure that everything was fixed and secure, he’d tied everything down.


During the week, he worked hard, he was pressured, but it was worthwhile and satisfying. On the weekends, he had his games.


He went to visit his mother every first Saturday of the month, he did his duty.


He stuck to his routines.


Roger opened the door slowly and reverentially, looked up, smiled, and stepped once more into his favourite shop, Forbidden Planet.


He paused and looked around, breathing in the frusty smell of comic books, films, videos, and, his favourite, the games section. The store was full of the arcane and the extraordinary.


He sighed to himself, aah, this is my home.


He was warmly greeted by Gavin, his favourite assistant.


‘Hi.’


Gavin and Roger bowed to each other.


‘Sayonara, Roger, are you ready to play “Hoshi no Kabi”?’


Roger smiled back. ‘Too right.’


It was the launch day for Kirby’s Dream Land, and Roger had been waiting for months.


Gavin walked out from behind the counter and showed Roger where the Game Boy were stacked. Roger picked up the slim package and inspected it closely. The image on the front cover had a large white bubble figure and several smaller coloured features, as well as a wide mouthed tree creature.


Roger felt the tight covering of cellophane sealing the game, and he knew in a few hours he’d be home breaking the seal and then playing the game for the first time.


He felt content with the world.


The score so far:


Roger: Level 3 Bonus game        King Dedede: Nil


Note to self:
I am the king, I am the master of Game Boy.










Chapter Four


New Age Traveller


The score so far:


Roger: 24 years.        The world: 1994.


‘Hey, Roger, what you doing next weekend?’ asked Harvey, the marketing assistant for Lenor, as he passed Roger’s desk.


‘Oh, nothing much, the usual.’


‘What watching footy on the tele? Why don’t you come with me? I’m on a magical mystery tour, I’m doing a workshop which should be great fun.’


Roger liked Harvey, but he had a reputation for doing weird and wacky things.


He was a dabbler in the emerging New Age scene, he liked his crystals and meditation.


Roger had never done anything like that. He was cautious about such things, and went with the mainstream view that they were a bit strange.


‘Go on, Roger, you know you want to.’ goaded Harvey. ‘A weekend of fun, relaxation, resting and peace, what more could you ask for?’


Roger thought about it.


The more he thought about it the more it appealed to have a restful and relaxing weekend of meditation. He hadn’t been on holiday in years, and he could do with a break. Having very carefully read and re-read the flier advertising a weekend of meditation without finding any references to cults or weird rituals, he decided to join in.


What had he got to lose?


When Harvey told him that the majority of people on the workshops would be women, he decided he’d give it a go. A change of scenery and some women, why not?


They arrived late on a Friday night at a huge country manor in the depths of the lush English countryside.


It was only on the Saturday morning that Roger fully understood what was being offered. The participating group assembled in a big drawing room after a sumptuous vegetarian breakfast. Twenty-five ‘punters’ as he later called them.


He looked around the room, licked his lips, and realised he’d stepped into heaven.


He and Harvey were two of the four men present. The other two men looked like refugees from the 1960’s, whilst he and Harvey stood out as shining, fresh, young and vibrant men. The rest of the punters, twenty-one women were all happy, open, keen and very much out to enjoy themselves for the weekend. Many were already seeking eye contact with him, and giving him full smiles. Roger smiled inwardly.


That weekend changed his life.


Harvey spent the time relaxing and transforming himself with meditation, he was genuinely interested in such activities.


Roger skipped through the meditation, but threw himself into other, more ‘base chakra’ activities, which he found equally transforming.


He’d never had so much fun before.


For the next few years he attended New Age events as and when he could. He’d found a new leisure time activity, and it was even more pleasurable than Game Boy.


He may have to work long hours and very diligently during the week, but on the weekends when he could, he transformed himself. For those weekends, much to his own amusement, he called himself “Roger the New Age Traveller”. This didn’t mean he dressed up as a Rasta man with a dog-on-a-string. No, no. It meant he frequented New Age Workshops up and down the country. Not just any old ones, the best, the latest and most prestigious.


He pursued spiritual enlightenment. Or so it seemed.


First he ditched Harvey. Then he attended Reiki, Working with Angels, Regressions, Soul Retrieval, EFT, Yoga in all it’s forms, Shiatsu, Singing, African Drumming, Shamanic Trance Dance, Endorphins, he’d attended so many he couldn’t remember them all.


For him to commit so much time, energy and money to such pursuits was out of character. Such “flaky enlightenment” workshops as he called them, enabled him to indulge in something else, much more personal and ego driven. They gave him access to riches, pleasures and delights. It was a world of unprecedented reward for him and he bestowed on himself ‘king’ status, he was the king of the New Age scene.


This had nothing to do with the pursuit of enlightenment - it was a pursuit of a different kind.


Sex.


The score so far:
Attendance: 7 Sex: 5 Success rate: 71%


Note to self:


Women punters, divide and conquer into three categories:


Nubiles




Features:
Late teens and early twenties.
Mostly second generation hippies.
Fresh-faced seekers of enlightenment.
They like asking questions.
They want to sit at the feet of the guru.
Hooking them in:
Talk fast and trashy to them.
Flirt straight away.
Benefits:
They can be up for it very quickly.
Lovely, fresh and innocent.
Peachy and firm.
Drawbacks:
Bit self-obsessed, want to talk about themselves all the time.





Passion mothers




Features:


About 30 to 45 years old.


Mostly mothers of small children, but some with quite old children as well.


Need to be more subtle.


They are getting away from the kids, and from the partner.


Want to have fun, yes please.


Hooking them in:


Need to be more subtle.


Need to listen to their stuff for a bit.


Benefits:


Can become very passionate, very keen.


Still lovely and firm, lots of energy.


Much more attentive to me, want to know my stuff.





Lesbians




All the women not interested in me.


And me not interested in them –


The lame


The fat


The ugly


Maybe even a few of them are actually lesbians – only joking – or am I?





Supplementary note to self




Sub-division of women, particularly passion mothers.


(Important to identify early on)





Consolers




Features:


They use the weekends to deal with their issues.


At some point they break down into a pool of tears.


Benefits:


There, there, need a big hug, strong arms for comfort, which I am very happy to provide.





Lightbeings (Best of all)




Features:


At some point in the weekend they transform their lives, reach enlightenment.


Become full of love for everyone.


Benefits:


Wham bam, thank you ma’am.


I’m available to help them spread their love as widely as possible.


How kind am I.





Roger felt as though this smorgasbord of sex was served up on a regular basis in large country houses and hotels throughout Britain just for him.


What could be better? Turn up on Friday, have fun, then go home on Sunday. No questions asked, it was all in the process.


For Roger it was irrelevant which workshop he attended, none of it sank in. As far as he was concerned, the messages were for the punters, not for him.


He didn’t need all that New Age stuff.


He had a good job and real prospects. He was there for his own basic needs, and in order to indulge himself on a regular basis, he needed a minimal tool kit.


‘Oh, yes, I’ve got the lot.’ He laughed as he turned his head to the right under the intense spotlight over his bathroom mirror.


The bathroom was full of steam from the hot bath he’d just had. He smiled at himself as his fingers edged along his hair-line, checking for loose and thin hairs to be plucked. He continued to talk to himself.


‘Whilst those punters are practicing self love and positive affirmations in the mirror, I don’t need to, ’cos I’m so well equipped.’


He turned his head to the left, looked himself in the eye and began to dance rhythmically to an imaginary tune. He sung to himself, using his hairbrush as a microphone.


‘I need to look handsome, smart, young and virile. Oh, yes. Check.’


He twisted one way and then the other whilst still looking at himself.


‘Need to pull a sincere face, need to “do” listening.’ He put on his sincere face and looked keenly into the mirror.


‘Be a listener. Oh, yes. Check.’ He gave himself a big tick.


‘Need to flirt without being too obvious. Flirty and dirty.’ He wiggled his bottom and looked down at it in the mirror.


‘Oh, yes. Check.’


As the king of the New Age workshop scene, he’d arrive in his black BMW Alpina B7, deliberately parking it out front. Then he’d woo the punters with his tales of the gurus he’d been to see, mostly repeating phrases and descriptions he’d heard others use, as he never was that interested in the message being promoted.


‘Oh, yes, I went to see Neil Donald Walsh, such a great talker, and I love his back story so full of meaning.’ He’d blurt out.


‘I think Deepak Chopra has such a brilliant synthesis of spirituality and science.’ He’d nod wisely.


‘Ken Wilber? I love his spiral dynamics.’ He’d concur.


‘Louise Hay just so inspires me with her bravery.’ He’d smile bravely.


‘I’m trying to live in the now, like Eckhart Tolle.’ He’d entreaty others.


‘I love the endorphins effect which William Bloom talks about.’ He’d smile. ‘I’m trying to stimulate them as we speak.’


He was a regular at all the best and most expensive workshops.


The score so far:


Roger: 6 sages        Everybody else: Impressed


Note to self:


Welcoming and greeting new customers


Unlike at work, where a brisk handshake will do, the norm for such events is to give big hugs straight away, even to complete strangers.


A practice with which I thoroughly agree.


Must ensure that every woman gets a hug, whether they offer a handshake or not.


The initial hug can be a good gauge of what might follow.


Some typical greetings:-


The handshake - can often be given at beginning, but don’t rule them out, they may just be shy.


The tent - hugs round the top, but keeps the genitals well away - she isn’t interested, probably married.


Bean pole - hug with extra wrap round quality - good prospect.


The bear hug - all consuming, deep and warm - yes please.










Chapter Five


The New Age of the King


His favourite weekend had been in Stroud. A residential weekend at a rambling old country house, surrounded by deep green woods and lush grassy verges. The light grey building was full of creaking stairwells, wooden panels, dusty sofas and random armchairs. The smell of vegetarian cooking permeated the fabric of the place.


Roger was most interested in the upstairs, the rambling pile of small rooms tucked away on four floors, connected by corridors and small balconies. A hive of rooms filled with potential and possibilities.


His memory was of a blissful time spent singing in a choir. There had been about 8 men and 40 women punters. It was a good mix of nubiles and passion mothers all of whom he deemed keen and willing.


He was almost overwhelmed by the possible choices, but settled on a raven-haired nubile called Janie. A second-gener-ation hippy, uninhibitedly wearing deep-cut revealing colourful silk tops and short tempting skirts showing off her tanned legs and bare feet.


The teacher organized the group outdoors all weekend in the dappled sun, and Roger had easily played along with Janie, drawing her to him, keeping her laughing and amused at all times.


They’d performed a little dance of attraction throughout Friday night and Saturday morning.


By Saturday afternoon he was confident about her, and indulged in a little flirting with Janie’s attractive friend Summer, making sure Janie was jealous.


They’d all stayed up late on the Saturday night, and then he’d given both a deep longing hug (bear hugs) and kissed them on the lips as they all went to their separate rooms.


He’d cast a lingering look their way and said, ‘My room is just up here, door always open if you’re interested,’ as he made his way up the wooden stairwell.


He’d waited in his room for about quarter of an hour until Janie had slipped lightly through the door and into his bed.


Ten minutes later Summer let herself into the room and joined them.


He didn’t sleep at all that night, and the next morning his voice was a little croaky, but there was a huge grin on his face the whole day.


He’d not taken either of their phone numbers, he had a policy of never giving anyone his. This was one of his rules.


What happened at the weekends stayed securely locked away and finished. No exchange of numbers, always onto the next conquest.


The score so far:


Roger: Two nil in the lead! Wow.


Roger thrived on this pursuit of casual sexual encounters. He called them ‘conquests without consequence.’ He made sure none of them lasted longer than the weekend, as he was more addicted to the buzz of the conquest than the actual consummation.


For Roger there was no better fix than the chase. He loved wooing and charming people, he was good at it, after all, he was in marketing.


During the pursuit of a nubile or a passion mother he felt deliciously alive. His body became cat-like, he felt heady, all his senses alert. He became an expert watcher adept at observing body language, noticing what was going on. He used his considerable charm, gift of the gab, and handsome physique to ensure that his prey would eventually succumb to him.


He’d employ the glance. The touch of a hand, the brush of hair. The subtle and not so subtle comment. Each nuance of the chase lit up his life and made it all worthwhile.


He felt alive in those moments, vibrantly in pursuit. It really didn’t matter if he was successful or not, it was the delicious anticipation that he enjoyed the most.


Often the sex was deflating. They’d be unfamiliar with each other, uncertain what to do next. It could become awkward and strained, not very satisfying. Uneasy fumblings and couplings during the night.


He was often disappointed in the moment of victory.
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