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In writing this book, I have stayed as close to the truth as I remember it. Most of the “field reports” were written within a day of the actual events and only edited later for errors and readability. Names of most principal players have been changed. I had literally thousands of interactions with people during the time frame of the story; I have obviously omitted many, and condensed some. No doubt my memory has occasionally simplified the line between cause and effect. I am confident, however, that my memory has not distorted the essential truths.
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“But for some players, luck itself is an art.”


    —MARTIN SCORSESE, THE COLOR OF MONEY





FOREWORD


What you’re holding in your hands is a detailed and highly instructional manifesto on how a dude from Northern California went from being a lonely, angst-ridden maniac to screwing the shit out of nearly two hundred women. Is Jeffy the coolest guy ever—one of the iciest, most badass motherfuckers that ever did it? Or is he an immature self-pitying idiot, who indulges in a half decade sex rampage at the expense of all other areas of his life? The truths of life are rarely as black-and-white as most people wish them to be.


Being that this book records a period before 2009, some of the external pickup techniques would be considered old-school compared to what’s out there today. The ideas in the pickup community are constantly evolving, and so it’s obvious that the methods popular six or seven years ago have been updated and improved (for example, he uses scripted routines, whereas these days Real Social Dynamics, or RSD, recommends starting conversations by saying “Hi . . .” with confidence and physical leading).


You’re about to read a story, a graphic account and manifesto, by one of the most lethally effective players to ever “pick up a chick” (yeah, I just said that). A dude who at times is so good at what he does it’s scary, and not in any figurative sense of the word. It’s going to teach you how to walk like a pimp and talk like a mack, rock the karaoke mic like a belligerent Japanese tourist, kick ass like Van Damme and take names like a two-dollar MySpace whore—and after it’s all said and done, maybe even to find what you’re looking for.


Interpret it, judge it, label it however you want. Just don’t deny that Jeffy spits wisdom and his own truth in these pages, because you’ll miss what’s being offered to you.


Owen “Tyler Durden” Cook
Real Social Dynamics
November 2010








XMAS EVE 2000 A.D.


Tonight, while shopping for vermouth, I was punched in the face by a homeless person selling Street Sheets on the southwest corner of Fourth and Mission in downtown San Francisco.


I walked out of the Jack in the Box already drunk, singing “Winter Wonderland” á la Elvis Presley, slurring the words only somewhat intentionally.


Standing at the corner waiting for the light to change, I belched, loudly and unapologetically. The bum, standing in my immediate vicinity, took umbrage. Towering next to me, he barked, “Ey mayeng . . . don’ be belchin’ in mah face like dat!”


“Shut the fuck up, bitch.” My unthinking and immediate response.


WHAM.


When he hit me, I was actually surprised. I laughed and mocked him as I went for my brass knuckles. “You think a homeless BITCH can hurt me?!”


Truth is, I was stunned. My arms loaded with paper bags, bottles clinking, he’d just sucker-punched me, a straight jab to the mouth. My pockets were stuffed with jalapeno poppers; I didn’t have that instant access to my weapon, and he saw me going for it.


“Pull dat shit out and see what happen,” he crowed, agitated as fuck now. Walking off quickly as a crowd began to form, he darted into the alley, joining the indistinct figures of other homeless milling about in the shadows.


I’m shaken up. I duck into a nearby restaurant and enter the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, I discover a large bruise already forming on my mouth. Trembling, vacillating between rage and tears, I reach up and gingerly touch the spot.


It isn’t a bruise. It’s just dirt from his grimy-ass hand. I wipe it off.


I place my palms facedown on the counter and hang my head with a sigh. Diana, my girlfriend of four years, is leaving me, moving to Los Angeles in ten days, ostensibly to pursue her “music career.”


Merry Fucking Christmas.





DEMO TAPE


Someone is sleeping next to me, and I struggle to determine who it is. It appears to be an unattractive woman with an extraordinarily bad haircut. I’m not sure, but I think it’s my sister’s friend. I vaguely remember having sex with her at some point. Her mouth is open, and she’s snoring loudly. I need to get the fuck out of here as quickly as possible.


I manage to stand and begin to look for my clothing. I find my tracksuit on the floor next to the bed. It is covered in chunky vomit, the source of the stench. Flashes of dinner at the sushi bar. I don’t want to wear these clothes, but it looks like I have no choice. I shake the chunks off and pull on the pants, slip into my shoes and tiptoe out of the apartment.


I find my car and drive back to my mother’s house. I enter the house as quietly as possible and strip off the putrid tracksuit. I’m in the garage throwing it into the washing machine when my sister walks in, in her pajamas. It takes her a second to realize what I am doing, and why, and then she starts laughing. “Hahahaha what the fuck, dude?! You nasty.”


“Yes, I banged your friend and puked on my tracksuit. In fact I may have puked on your friend while wearing the tracksuit and banging her. I’m not sure.” I close the lid and start the wash cycle.


“Duuuuuude. You were fucked up last night, bro.”


“No shit. What happened?”


“We went out to dinner and then we went to the bar. Some ex-girlfriend of yours came down from L.A. to see you. You met her out in the parking lot and sat in her car for like an hour and then she left, and you started crying and rolling around on the ground out front of the bar. They were gonna call the cops, dude. We went back to Gretchen’s house, and, uh . . . you stayed there.”


Ugh. It’s coming back to me now. I was already wasted by the time Diana got there. In her car, I basically begged her to come back, proclaiming my love for her, etc. She just sort of brushed it off. She didn’t even reject me . . . she just ignored me. The last thing I remember is sitting in the passenger seat and crying while she made me listen to her “demo tape.” Then she was gone. Again.


Bridget breaks the silence. “So what’s up with this trip? Why’d you come down here?”


I snap, “What, you don’t want me here?”


“Of course we want you here. But it would be nice if you came down more than once every eight years!” She looks sad. “I miss you, dude. Remember when we used to be tight? I just want my brother back.”


I can’t say anything in response. The truth is, I don’t even know if the person she’s talking about exists anymore.


What I do know is this: something has to change.


Before last night’s debacle, I had slept with only two women in my lifetime. In both instances, I had given myself 100 percent to the relationship, heart and soul, expecting the same in return. Both times, that intensity was reciprocated for a while, but it did not last. It couldn’t. Suddenly, it becomes clear that I’ve been trying to operate within a framework that’s inherently flawed. Right here, in this freezing garage at seven o’clock in the morning, I arrive at a decision:


I am going to become a “player.”


I chuckle to myself at how ridiculous it sounds. It’s a concept that up until this very moment I would not have regarded as anything but a fantasy. A fictional lifestyle from a Too $hort rap. But the more I think about it, the more I warm to the idea. Divorce all emotion from my sexual relationships. Go on a hedonistic fuck-spree and rail a shit-ton of hot bitches; a sort of “salvation through sin.” Abandon the ridiculous notion of true love and all of its attendant bullshit. I just don’t care anymore. No more feelings. This is war: Date. Fuck. Win.





GRENADE PIN


I’ve begun fucking one of the neighbors. Her name is Helen, and she has a square ass. In any case, she is serving as a suitable rebound girl. I don’t feel angry about what happened with Diana anymore, nor depressed. Just numb.


Helen is nice enough, and happens to live five doors down. We met after Jackass had dragged me along to check out their housewarming one night. Jackass is quite the ladies’ man himself: a tall, clean-cut American kid with good looks, ripped abs, and a penchant for extreme sports. He’s banging Helen’s roommate. It’s convenient for everyone involved.


We’re holding Jackass’s birthday party at the house tonight. The theme is “high school.” A week ago, I came across a mint-condition Givenchy tuxedo at the Salvation Army that fit me near perfectly, and tonight I am wearing it with a red cashmere scarf and a lapel pin that reads “SEX” in rhinestones.


I clip on my bow tie and walk downstairs to get the party started. Not many people yet. I step through the back door into the yard, only to be confronted by ten girls. Giggling ensues. I am informed by one of the ladies that I have a “girl’s ass.” Later, Jackass throws me down the stairs in a drunken fit; I counter as he jumps down after me, grabbing him by the collar and dragging him down the remaining flight, shattering a framed Star Wars poster. Gathering myself up, I commandeer the entertainment center and force the women to watch pornography. Again.


Staggering around the place, bellowing, I notice a tall blonde eighteen-year-old dressed like Britney Spears in the living room. She’s gyrating up on the coffee table, wearing a short plaid skirt and squealing with joy. Six feet of glory with big tits. Who invited this . . . creature? I feel something profound come alive inside of me.


Without thinking, I instantly leap upon the table and start dancing with her, throwing my scarf over her neck and sneering. “Do you read Teen People?” I ask. “I’ve got a real cool article about Britney upstairs.”


Her name is Chippy. Upstairs in my bedroom, I dig out the magazine and throw it at her. As soon as she begins reading the article, I literally rip my pants off and jump on her. We make out. She sucks viciously at my nipple rings, partially tearing the left one out. I am too fucked up to care. Over the next couple days, it will swell up to roughly the size of a grape, taking on a nasty purple color. Right now, however, I continue to make out with her and just let it bleed.


As hot as all this is, we don’t have sex. As it turns out, she’s a good Catholic girl and a virgin. I have a good time, regardless. Finally, she goes to leave with her friends, and I corner her in the hallway.


“I want to take you to lunch,” I drool. “I want to eat your lunch . . .” I’m giving her the most intense eye contact I can muster. This tall beauty before me is the most lovely creature on the planet. Helen, whom I haven’t noticed standing a mere two feet to the left, glares. I fall down.


Lying there dazed, I black out, only to wake up the next day on the floor in Berkeley, without a clue as to how I got there.





LAKESIDE BLUES


Tonight, I’m out enjoying some fine cuisine with Chippy. I’ve been seeing her for a few months now. After an extended courtship consisting of several expensive dinner dates and culminating in a romantic trip to Lake Tahoe, we finally had sex.


I guess she’s my de facto girlfriend now. I know I’ve made a critical error. I’ve set this up to be another long-term relationship, but I know that’s the last thing I want right now. It’s just a knee-jerk reaction to the situation. I need to keep my eye on the ball here.


Do I love her? Sure. Whatever.


Am I going to be monogamous? FUCK NO.


After dinner, we meet Jackass at the karaoke bar. Karaoke has become a hobby of sorts. I enjoy it because it allows me to drink heavily and scream at strangers. All the fun of being in a band, without the “practicing” or “carrying stuff.” I also enjoy it because it allows me, for three minutes at a time, to pretend like I have emotions. I’ve consumed a lot of wine at dinner and on the way, I resolve to start in on the scotch and beer.


Chippy is denied entry to the bar, on account of the fact that she is underage. She goes home. I become enraged and obnoxious, guzzling scotch. I brutally butcher “The Greatest Love of All” by Whitney Houston, then rip through Christina Aguilera’s “Genie in a Bottle” like a buzz saw, falling off the stage. Later, I crawl back up and steal the mic from Jackass. As the crowd tries to wave me off, I announce, “I’LL FIGHT ANY OF YOU OUTSIDE!”


I go for a smoke out front and crudely proposition a conventioneer. She asks me what school I went to.


“SFSU,” I reply.


“What did you study?”


“Cunnilingus. Hey . . . where are you going? No, seriously, hey come back . . .”


I pace back and forth outside, yelling, “WHO WANTS TO FIGHT!!” as people leave. Nobody does.


A bar worker says, “Come inside young man.” The place closes and one of the workers gives us a ride home.


Rather than sleep it off, I smash bottles out front then decide to break into the neighbor’s house at 3 A.M. in order to inform her that I have a girlfriend. Not Helen’s house, of course, as by this point, she is no longer speaking to me. I’m talking about the lovely Shannon Lake: a lumbering, asthmatic psychopath and prescription pill addict, roughly six foot four, a behemoth weighing in at three hundred fifty pounds. Each of her tits is larger than my head. She has pretty eyes. A typical night might find me crawling through an unlocked window into her living room, eating her food, drinking her liquor, and then entering her room while she is asleep, in order to hump her.


Yes. I have fucked her. Several times, in fact, and I may continue to do so. I’m usually coked up and the smell is vile. I want to experience the nastiest sex possible. One evening not long ago, I decided I would wear a rubber glove whilst making sweet love to her, but a search of her kitchen only turned up a pot holder, which was covered in glittery silver sequins. I returned to her room and started fucking with the sequined pot holder on my left hand, then flipped her over and went doggy. Right before nutting, I pulled out, grabbed a set of “rolls” on her upper back, and FUCKED THE FAT ROLL until I came. She didn’t appear to notice.


So tonight, same deal. I go in through the back door, find some vodka in the freezer and drink it, then head up the stairs. She is asleep. I want to fuck anyway.


Door swings open, Jeffy standing there in silhouette.


“WAKE UP! I HAVE SOMETHING TO TELL YOU. I HAVE A GIRLFRIEND, BITCH!! What do you think of that, BITCH?!!”


“Uhh . . .” She looks up, squinting against the light. “I knew it . . .”


“TIME TA FUCK!!” As my clothes fly off I try to mount, drool on her tits, then roll over, off the bed, wasted, out.





THUG LIFE


A few months later, I walk in the door and see my roommate Noah sitting cross-legged in front of the television, engrossed in a video game. Without looking up, he casually announces, “Oh hey dude. Thugs came by to kick your ass. They said they’d be back.” He continues mashing the buttons on his controller as I stand there blinking.


I know immediately who it had to have been. I cut it off with my gargantuan neighbor Shannon Lake a long time ago, but apparently she didn’t get the memo. I’ve been ignoring her calls and hiding when she comes by the house. For the past few weeks, she’s been threatening to have her brother fuck me up, “as soon as he gets out of jail.” I’ve met him before; he’s bigger than Shannon herself, and ghetto as fuck. Looks like he’s been released. Fantastic. This is the last thing I need right now. I drop my briefcase and collapse onto the couch. I fall asleep within minutes.


I’m not sure how much time has passed when my phone rings, waking me up. I fish it out of my pocket and look at it. It’s John, this dude I know that works as a bartender. I answer it. “Hey, man, what’s up? What’s going on?”


“Not much. Going out for some drinks with the little woman. You want to come along? Meet us at Annabelle’s; we’re headed out right now.”


Fuck it, I don’t have anything better to do, and given the fact that there is a posse of thugs looking for me, getting away tonight sounds like a good idea. “All right, dude, I’ll meet you there. Gimme twenty minutes.”


I roll into the bar and there’s John, sitting at a table with his girlfriend Janie. Looks like they’ve had a few already. I’m going to have to catch up. I get the bartender’s attention. “Hey, can I get a scotch and a beer?”


He looks at me, takes a breath and says, “What kind?”


“The shittiest kind you have. I deserve the worst.”


He raises an eyebrow, then says, “All right,” as he reaches under the bar and comes up with something labeled “MacGlennan.” “How do you want it?”


“Neat.” He pours a large glass of it, then he cracks a Bud Lite and shoves them both at me.


I hand him the money and immediately down the glass. It takes two swallows and tastes like paint thinner. I convulse for a second, then exhale sharply, slam the glass down and bring the beer to my lips. A warmth pools in my stomach and begins to spread, that wonderful pang of the first shot of the day being absorbed into the stomach lining. Here we go. I sit down with John and his girl.


Several hours pass and it’s getting late. “Hey man, let’s get out of here,” suggests John.


“All right, where do you want to go?”


Janie pipes up. “John, we could all go back to our place and drink there . . .” She starts rubbing him on the arm.


John considers this for a second, then agrees. “Yeah, that sounds cool.” He turns to me. “We’ve got some very rare tequila back at the house, man. You gotta try this stuff.” Sounds good to me.


We walk over to their place. It’s a dingy loft on the worst part of Market Street, sketchy as hell. We go up. I look at their book collection and we sit there, talking and doing shots of the tequila. I’ve just slammed my third when Janie starts pulling her skirt up. I ogle her shamelessly, drunk off my ass. She’s not bad-looking. “Look at this,” she says, “I was bitten by a brown recluse.”


“HOLY SHIT!” I jump back as she reveals a large abscess on her leg. It looks like a fucking gunshot wound. I reach for the tequila and take another drink. “Don’t ever show me that again.”


She says, “Yeah, how do you think I feel?” There is an awkward moment where we’re sort of just looking at each other and then she puts her hand on my arm for no apparent reason. While maintaining eye contact with me, she says, “John, let’s break out that E we’ve been saving.”


“Sure. Why not,” says John as he gets up and takes a small box out of the cupboard. He opens it up and pulls out a handful of small pills. “Pure MDMA, man. This is some seriously good shit right here.” He puts one in my hand. It is blue and has three diamonds on it. I swallow it without thinking.


Cut to an hour and a half later. I’m perched up in the loft looking down at the following scene: John is facing the window on his knees with his clothes off. Janie stands behind him with a cat o’ nine tails, and she’s flogging him. “YES MISTRESS!” he yells, with every blow. “YESSSS!” I’m vaguely amused by this. My eyes start wiggling. He was right, this is some good shit. I don’t know what the fuck is going on and I’m not certain that I care. Hahahaha. Janie opens a trunk on the floor and brings out what appears to be some sort of cat toy, a thin plastic stick, and begins whipping his back with it. It whistles through the air; with every strike, it leaves a red line . . . it’s actually cutting him. He remains on his knees, shaking and babbling as the assault continues.


Finally, she relents and stops the beating. She rubs him on the head and says, “Good boy . . . now go to your corner.” He shuffles into the corner on his knees and remains there. She turns to me, tapping the cat toy in her hand. “Your turn,” she coos.


I’m coherent enough to know that I do not want to end up like that guy. “AW HELLS NO,” I say. “I’ll tell you what, you can spank my ass a little, whatever, but keep that shit the fuck away from me.”


“Okay, whatever you’re comfortable with.” I get the idea that she’s done this before. She climbs up into the loft. I sort of get over her lap and she slaps at my ass for a little bit, then she asks, “So . . . do you want to fuck me?”


“Sure, I guess.”


I take my clothes off and start fucking her in the missionary position, straight up. I’m pumping away, trying not to think about the spider bite on her leg, when all of a sudden John yells out from the corner, “Yeah Janie, show Jeff what a slut you are!” I can’t believe I’m hearing this, but I continue to rail. Then he actually addresses me. “That’s right, Jeff . . . FUCK MY GIRLFRIEND! FUCK HER!”


Okay, don’t mind if I do, John!


I finish up and roll away, sweating profusely. I take a couple of minutes to recover. When I open my eyes and sit up, John is standing at the end of the bed, stroking his dick and grinning. Okay, now I’m officially disturbed. He says, “Hey, do you want me to suck your dick?”


“No.” That’s all I say as I get up and get my shit together. I start putting my shoes on. “Look man, it’s been awesome, but I gotta go. I gotta do... something.” I walk to the door.


Janie says, “You sure, sweetie? It’s late, you don’t have to go.”


“Nah, it’s fine, I gotta take care of this . . . thing. Thanks for everything guys.” I exit and close the door behind me, walking quickly down the dingy corridor and jabbing at the elevator button. Thankfully, the doors open immediately and I get in and descend to the ground floor.


What the hell just happened? I got laid, okay. But all things considered, I’d almost rather have stayed home and gotten my ass kicked by thugs.





FUCKING & PUNCHING


Late spring: a Sunday around three o’clock in the morning. I’m just finishing up an intense shift at work. I’ve been covering for the night manager, who’s on vacation. I unlock the door to my office, throw a stack of papers onto the desk and plop down in my chair. A young girl barges into the office unannounced. It’s Olivia, one of my employees. An underage prescription pill addict, a dirty little bitch with a smart mouth. Somewhat hot, though. She’s always pouting, complaining about some bullshit. She just loves talking shit to the boss, always poking at me, fucking with me. I honestly don’t know whether I want to fuck her or fire her.


She’s chewing on gum, in direct violation of company policy, and she smacks on it loudly. The shift closing. “Here, BOSS,” she says. “Check my work so I can go home and listen to my dad yell at me some more for being a slut.” This chick is unbelievable.


“Where’s your name tag?”


“I forgot it.” Chewing the gum.


I clench my jaw, weighing my options. It doesn’t matter. It’s almost three in the morning, and we’re the only ones here. If I catch her without it tomorrow, however, I’m writing her up. “All right, whatever. Let’s do this.” I put my pen down and begin checking her work. She sits on the arm of my chair, peering over my shoulder.


“Why do you wear those boots? They look like moon boots. What are you, an astronaut? You’re lame.”


I continue reviewing her work. “Yes, I’m lame. That’s great.”


She leans over and says, “Do you like my tits? Do you think they’re big enough?”


I stop counting and glance to the right. Her rack fills my entire field of vision as her gum smacking reverberates through the tiny office. I look up at the monitor as it cycles through the security cameras. Nobody on drive. The garage is a ghost town. I turn back to her. She’s staring at me with this smirk that makes me want to slap her. “Fuck it,” I say. I kiss her on the mouth, hard. She kisses back. It’s on. I fuck her on the floor, no condom, she gets rug burns on her knees.


Postcoitus, we’re sitting there in the afterglow, and out of nowhere she says, “Well guess what, I have something to tell you . . . I have herpes! Congratulations, dick!”


I sit there, mouth agape.


She yells, “I know you want to fuck me up! Go on! Punch me in the face!” She sticks her jaw out, presenting it for me to hit.


Again, just... unbelievable. “Uh, I’m not going to do that.” It’s all I can say. I get up, straighten my tie, put on my coat, and escort her out of the office and leave for the day.


I’m beginning to think that this “player” lifestyle might be bullshit after all. I mean, this isn’t exactly what I had in mind. I’ve been getting “lucky” (if you can call it that) in seemingly random intervals, and in each case the women have basically chosen me; I’ve had no say in the matter.


Is this what it’s all about? Banging skanks and whores? Vomiting on obese maniacs? Fucking psychotic dominatrixes while their cuckold boyfriends bleed and shake in the corner? Too $hort would most certainly not approve. This is bullshit. What do I have to do to bang girls that I actually WANT?


I haven’t the slightest idea.


And what about Chippy, my loving girlfriend? I’ve been going out with her for almost a year now, and it’s a nice enough relationship, but something’s missing. The underlying problem here has still not been addressed. She’s a hot nineteen-year-old, sure, but I had to court her for over four months before we had sex. That’s not exactly the awesome “game” that I’d envisioned when I made my declaration that morning in my mother’s garage. If Chippy were to leave me, I don’t think that I’d be able to get a girl of her caliber again. I feel as though I just got lucky. I’m staying with her out of fear.


I don’t want to just keep jumping from the safety of one relationship to the next, waiting for things to come my way through work or my social circle. Unfortunately, though, it looks as though I don’t have a choice. I just don’t know how to go about this, or where to even begin for that matter. As much as I want to believe otherwise, I guess this is just how things are.





BLAUHAUS


I was sitting up in my room racking my brain trying to figure out where I was going wrong in my quest to become a boss player, when suddenly I remembered something that I’d read years ago about a man who claimed he could get any woman into bed using tactics adapted from hypnosis. At the time, I’d dismissed it as a joke, especially considering the hefty price tag he had attached to his “home study course,” but at this point, I’m willing to try anything. It might be worth another look, I thought.


I went downstairs to the living room. It’s set up as a common area, and one of the roommates has put a computer in there for everyone to use. I haven’t had regular internet access in years, so to me it’s a bit of a luxury. I sat down in front of the machine and entered the words “pickup lines” into the search field. It returned a link to the hypnosis guy’s site, along with a host of others like it. As I browsed through them, I found one that was of particular interest: an actual FORUM where guys were discussing “pickup methods” in extreme detail. The site was overflowing with all kinds of information, and best of all, it was free. I felt like I had stumbled onto a secret chamber filled with golden treasure. This is it. This is what I’ve been looking for.


In the weeks since my discovery, I’ve been lurking in the forum daily, taking in as much as I can and studying the “Player Guide,” a sort of FAQ filled with elaborately scripted pickup lines, strategies and arcane jargon and acronyms like kino (physical touch), AFC (average frustrated chump), LJBF (let’s just be friends) and patterning (subliminal suggestion). This stuff is genius. I knew that there had to be a methodical way of going about this, and now I’ve found it. The information is revelatory, and I am beginning to see exactly where I’ve been going wrong. It’s clear that success is going to require a complete shift in my beliefs and ways of thinking. There are so many things that I’ve been wrong about, but I’m starting to see the light. For example:


Our culture promotes misconceptions about sex and relationships because it isn’t in society’s best interest for every guy to be good with women. The media promotes guys buying drinks and having money, looks and power, while being a “nice guy gentleman.” In fact, these things have no correlation to attraction. They can work, obviously, but they immediately slot you into the “regular guy” category, which women habitually ignore and blow off. I want consistency, not statistical roulette.


Women aren’t attracted to a doormat or a supplicating fool, even if he’s rich or good-looking. Looks, height, and money do not matter as much as confidence, charisma and strength of personality.


Most importantly, to get women, you first have to MEET them. In order to improve my skill set, I am going to have to practice on a lot of girls. That means getting out of the house, which is what I am going to do tonight. I will approach random women and attempt to pick them up. I will likely be rejected. I am nervous as hell.


I head out to a bar with an AFC buddy and one of my female roommates for “social proof” (you can’t be a loser if you have male and, especially, female friends with you). We get drinks and I start looking around. I see a cutie with her UG (Ugly Girlfriend) and get the EC (Eye Contact) going, then approach and say, “Hi. Let me ask you a question. I’m really fucking bored here. Why don’t you entertain me?”


The cute one replies, “We’re not performers.” I sit down and begin chatting them up. After a while, she asks me, “Do you have a name?” I tell her my full name, first and last. I start asking them questions, but then I falter. I can’t think of anything to say, and I can’t keep smiling. Some dude, a friend of theirs apparently, comes by to say hello, and I’m sort of blocked out. I eject, but I see her checking me out periodically.


I compose myself and approach another girl. “Hi. Will you buy me a drink?”


She’s taken aback and simply says, “No!” She walks off and whispers to her friend. They continue to give me weird looks until I leave the bar about ten minutes later.


I walk up the street to Casanova. I’m kicking myself for not having been more persistent with the first set of girls, even though it looked like I wasn’t getting a great response. The fact that she looked longingly after me should have told me this. The dode guy was a nonentity. Oh well. I enter the second bar.


I instantly spot two chicks that I like. One of them is a freakishly tall beauty standing with a group of four chodes in polo shirts, guarding her. I get good EC, so I ask my buddies to help me infiltrate the group. My AFC friend says something stupid to one of the guys and is blown out, but my social proof girl manages to get me in. I engage my target, get her into semi-isolation and go to work.


She’s visiting from Canada. I ask her about Vancouver and see an opportunity to use a tactic from the forum, “weasel words.” I’m a weasel, sounds perfect. This is where you say one thing but secretly plant another thought entirely into her subconscious.


I tell her, “Some people here in the States talk badly about Canada, but I think that kind of stuff is BLOW ME. NOW. WITH ME, I just appreciate everything the world has to offer. Like, I wake up in the morning, and look at the sky and think to myself, wow . . . the sky is so beautiful . . . THIS GUY IS SO BEAUTIFUL.” I point to myself while I say this, then touch her on the arm to anchor the “kino” when she laughs. I lean in toward her and then I recite a hypnotic “pattern” about her eyes. She is totally attracted. It’s working! I decide to go for the close, and ask her if she would like to meet for coffee later in the week.


She replies, “Yeah, totally, but I’m only here until Tuesday and don’t think I’m going to have time. It’s too bad.”


I do a “takeaway” and go out to have a smoke and collect my thoughts. I decide to go back in and go for the kiss or the “number close” (i.e., get her phone number to set up a date later on). When I go back, however, I don’t do anything. I see her at the end of the bar; she’s back with the polo shirt guys. I puss out and decide to leave.


Overall, I am pleased with the results of my first night out. I should have been more persistent and aggressive, but I know that I will only improve with time. There’s no going back now.





OAKTOWN MACK


I look up at the computer screen. The post I was reading is an announcement for a meeting in the East Bay of something called the “Lair.” Apparently, this is a group of local guys from the forum that get together once a month and discuss the latest pickup tactics. A bunch of badass players together in the same room, talking shop? It sounds awesome. It also happens to be taking place on my day off. That settles it . . . I’m going. I jot down the information and send an email to the organizer to let him know I’m coming.


The day of the Lair meeting arrives and I drive over to Oakland. I am wearing a full, two-piece black leather suit, giant rocker boots and various bondage cuffs. My hair is sprayed into a tall pompadour, and I’m wearing oversized gold Versace sunglasses. It’s at least 85 degrees in Oakland. I briefly regret wearing the leather, but dismiss this thought almost as soon as it arises. I park the car, double-check the address, get out and walk up the driveway, gravel crunching under my feet.


A short, yuppie-looking black man opens the door when I knock. He regards me with a look of concern. For a second, I think I have the wrong place. “Uh . . . is this the Lair meeting?”


He brightens up and says, “Oh, yeah! How’s it going? I’m William!”


I shake his hand. “I’m J-L-A-I-X.” I say each letter separately, the name I chose when I registered on the forum.


He nods. “Ah, I think I’ve read your posts. You’ve got Eminem in your signature, right?”


“That’s me!”


“Yeah,” he says, “I’ve seen you on there. How do you pronounce that handle?”


“I don’t know . . . it’s my initials. Jeffrey Lewis Allen the Ninth.”


William looks like he isn’t sure how to take this, but he laughs anyway and invites me in. “Well come on in brother, we’re just about to get started! You want a soda?”


As I walk in and look around, it becomes immediately apparent that I am the coolest person in the room. Which isn’t saying much. An assortment of scrawny fellows wearing turquoise and silver pendants, obese men with neck beards and senior citizens in flashy shirts mill about, waiting for the meeting to get under way. I take a seat next to a fat guy and introduce myself. He says nothing.


William calls everyone to attention. For the next hour, he leads the group as we discuss neurolinguistic programming, various ways to trick a woman into kissing you and different “openers.” Almost as soon as he begins, an unpleasant scent reaches my nostrils. It’s coming from the fat guy next to me. At first, I just assume that he farted and wait for it to dissipate, but it continues to grow in intensity until I am forced to pull my T-shirt over my nose in order to breathe. It smells as though he literally shit his pants. I scoot as far away from him as I can and attempt to focus on the presentation.


Finally, William announces a special treat. One of the Lair members recently attended a pickup seminar down in Los Angeles, and he has agreed to share what he learned with the group. There is a tepid round of applause as he walks to the front of the room. He’s balding and is wearing a loud shirt tucked into corduroy slacks, high on his waist. He looks extremely nervous. “Uh . . .” he starts, “ahh . . . I’m going to show you guys how to do a new pattern called the Four Dimensional Mind.” I notice his slight lisp. “Here goes,” he says. He thrusts his arm out in front of him and begins reciting the pattern to an imaginary woman. “I want you to think about your perfect attraction. How do you feel when YOU ARE TOTALLY ATTRACTED. NOW, imagine it on a movie screen. What does it look like?” As he goes through it, he’s shaking and sweating profusely. “Now make it bigger. Now move it here,” he says, pointing at an area in front of his chest. “Look at the color and notice how it feels when you are really attracted. Now, move it . . . RIGHT HERE.” He takes his finger and places it on his lips, then drags it down his chin and rests it on his sternum. He says nothing for several seconds.


I look around to see if anyone else is finding this as utterly bizarre as I am. But no, most of them are sitting at attention, scribbling furious notes. Shit-pants finally acknowledges me, turning and whispering, “This is awesome stuff, huh?” with a grin on his face.


I give him a tight-lipped smile and nod. These are my new friends, the “badass players” whom I was so excited to meet. These are the guys who are going to help me become a deadly efficient pickup artist. So be it. I take a sip of my soda, wishing I’d brought a flask.





MAGIC TRICK


Jackass invited me to a party tonight, an annual event hosted by some of his brother’s friends. Each year, they select a theme and go full bore with it, transforming their house elaborately. I’m looking forward to this, as it should be an excellent opportunity for me to practice my pickup skills.


When we arrive at the house, I walk through the door and am immediately impressed; the entire place has been decked out in a Mardi Gras theme. They really pulled out all the stops here; it’s amazing. The music is great and everybody’s having a good time. I get myself a drink, throw some beads around my neck and walk around, greeting the various people I know. There are a lot of girls here, but not many that capture my imagination, and the ones that do all seem to be paired off with their boyfriends. I go out into the backyard and it is every bit as extravagantly decorated as the house itself is. I continue to jump from group to group, mingling.


I walk back inside, and that’s when I see her. The girl that I want. She’s sitting on a table with a cup in her hand, amiably chatting with the other people in the room. I’m not paying attention to them, however, as I’m transfixed by the girl. She’s short and fit, with long, curly red hair and a cute face. I sort of settle in with the group and listen to their conversation. They’re talking about travel when the girl mentions that she just got back from Italy.


Suddenly, a tactic from the pickup forum leaps into my head, unbidden. Framing a sexual comment in the context of a quotation to absolve yourself of responsibility for having said it. Without thinking, I blurt out, “Oh Italy, huh? That’s awesome. I heard that the guys there are really forward, though.”


All eyes in the room are on me now. The girl takes note of me for the first time and says, “Um. Forward? What do you mean?”


My heart is pounding in my chest. I can’t believe I’m going to say this shit. Just say it. Go.


I look her directly in the eyes and say, “Well, I heard that they’ll come right up to you and say shit like IMAGINE US HAVING SEX RIGHT NOW, AND ME EATING YOUR PUSSY ALL NIGHT LONG, AND FLICKING THE BEAN WITH MY TONGUE, AND FUCKING AND HAVING ORGASM AFTER ORGASM ALL NIGHT LONG. AND TRY NOT TO THINK ABOUT THAT, ALL NIGHT LONG.”


The room is silent. The girl actually blushes. She’s stunned. The other people in the room look at each other as if to say, “What the fuck is up with this guy?”


I continue. “Do they really say that stuff? I mean, that sounds crazy, I don’t think that would actually work.”


There is a pause that seems to last for several minutes.


Finally, she says, “Well, I don’t speak Italian . . . so I don’t know what they were saying!” Everyone laughs and the tension breaks.


I go up to her and introduce myself. “I’m Jeff.”


“I’m Roxy,” she says, offering her hand. I take it and bring it to my mouth, then turn it over at the last second and kiss my own hand. Another trick from the forum. She laughs. It’s on. I can feel it.


We talk for about thirty minutes, standing close to each other, and then we go upstairs together to get another drink. There’s a little nook in the kitchen with a curtain hung in front of it. I push aside the curtain and discover a small mattress inside. The hosts have apparently provided a makeout niche . . . how thoughtful of them. I pull her in there and we start making out. It gets intense quickly. People are walking in and out of the kitchen, oblivious to the fact that I’m fingering this girl behind the flimsy curtain.


After a while, I cut it off and we emerge from the nook looking a little disheveled. Some guy wearing a cowboy hat sees us and gives a thumbs-up. “All right, man!” I ignore him and walk her back outside. This is so obviously on it’s not even funny, but I’m not sure how to get her back to my place so we can have sex. I’m sort of pussyfooting around and don’t know what to do.


She does, however. “We should hang out! What are you doing Monday?”


“Nothing.”


“Cool! Give me your number and let’s go out then!” We exchange numbers. I hang out with her and some of our mutual friends for the rest of the night, and kiss her again before I go home. She makes some comment about how she’s going to have to “go home and masturbate.”


Funny, I was thinking the same thing.


Monday rolls around. I have decided to meet her at a bar called the El Rio. I’ve been there once before with the new roommates. It’s nothing special but it’s near my house and I figure that should make the “extraction” easier. I call her up as I’m leaving work and tell her to meet me there at seven.


I get to the bar and find out that Monday is Dollar Drink Night at the El Rio. Good to know. I order a vodka tonic, give the girl behind the bar two dollars and settle in. I bring the drink to my lips and take my first sip, then immediately choke. Calling it “strong” would be an understatement. I decide I like this place very much.


Roxy walks in and we hug. She looks good. We start drinking and part of me gets the feeling that this is just a formality. Nonetheless, I am concerned with how I’m coming off. I’m monitoring my tone, trying to maintain “higher value” and avoid “supplication.” These are key concepts I’ve learned from the forum. I don’t want to appear needy, but at the same time, I want to move things forward, and I’m struggling a bit as I try to walk that line. We have a few drinks as the place starts to slowly fill up with a strange mix of thugs, lesbians and college students, apparently all brought together by the lure of cheap, strong booze.


Eventually Roxy gets up. “I’m bored,” she says. “I think I’m gonna go home.”


I say, “Wow. That sounds really interesting and I think I should check it out.” As we walk out together, I notice a long line has formed out front, filled with hot young girls. I make a mental note to come back here next Monday.


Cut to her crib. She shows me her room and we lay on the bed. I’m extremely nervous and I’m not sure how to escalate the situation. We talk for a while and I can sense she’s getting impatient. Finally, I decide that I’ve got to do something and just kiss her. We make out for a while and then I decide to go against my better instincts and start to take her clothes off. There is no resistance. I take mine off, put on a condom and pound her until we both orgasm, simultaneously. I lie there with her for a while, then get up and leave. She kisses me at the door and says, “You have a magic cock.”


I actually did it. My first successful pickup! I can hardly believe it, but I pulled it off. It feels like I’ve been granted supernatural powers. I picked a girl that I wanted, a stranger, approached her and through sheer skill persuaded her to have sex with me. I was beginning to believe that it wasn’t really possible, but here I am, driving home giggling and elated. I actually pump my fist in the air and shout, “YES!” Thanks, internet!


For the first time in years, I’m actually excited about something. I’m overwhelmed with a sense of expanding possibilities, like Dorothy stepping out of her house after she’s landed in Oz to be greeted by an army of colorful munchkins singing her praises. Whatever challenges await me in this new realm, I’m ready to face them head-on. It’s time to hit the yellow brick road, bitches. Let’s do this.





JOURNEY


I’m dyeing my hair black when I get a “911” page from work. I ring them up. “What the fuck is it now? Did somebody get their dick stuck in a tailpipe again?”


Turns out that one of my employees scored me a pair of tickets to this private Journey/Cheap Trick concert down at the convention center. There’s free food and booze. Not to mention the fact that I am possibly the biggest Journey fan in the whole wide world. I throw on a black Hawaiian shirt, my boots and my Giant Iced-Out Pinky Ring.


I pick up Che and we discuss strategy on the way there. He tells me that the attendees are likely going to be square as fuck, since it’s a convention for database administrators. Sure enough, they are all geeks. The women are a little older, but it’s cool. We begin to get smashed on liquor. For a while I can’t get started, making only halfhearted attempts at conversation with people. I keep needling Che to approach, but I’m not doing shit myself. I realize this and decide to step up. I see two chicks standing there drinking and stroll right up and grab one of them by the arm. “Hey! What’s UP?! How’ve you been?”


She’s perplexed. “Hi! Uhh . . . Do I know you?”


“Yeah, from summer camp! Kate, right?” She laughs. “So, do you ladies wanna party backstage with Journey?”


This makes both of them perk up a bit. “Do you have passes?”


I lie. “We’re in a band, we usually open for Journey but not tonight, cause it’s a special event. Have you heard of Pure Death?”


They’re both smiling now, they can’t tell if I’m serious or not, but either way they are finding it amusing. I blather on and poke at them. Meanwhile, Che is becoming increasingly manic off to the side, randomly throwing food about, shrieking. One of the women notices this. “What’s wrong with your friend?”


“Oh . . . he’s just the singer . . . you know what I mean.”


They leave.


A bit later, we’re standing there watching the show when this chick walks by and kind of spills beer on my foot. I whirl on her and with a smirk, begin shouting, “What the fuck?! Holy shit, what the fuck are you doing?!!!”


She stops short. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry!”


I reply, “Shit, I’ll tell you what, it’s okay, but now you have to kiss me.” Without hesitation, she kisses me square on the mouth. I wrap my arm around her waist and pull her in. She gazes at me and says, “Mmmmm . . . you look really great tonight. You look like a really pretty lesbian.”


Now it’s my turn to be perplexed. “Like, uh . . . k. d. lang?”


She goes, “Yeah, but way better,” and abruptly walks off, leaving me standing there scratching my head.


The show ends. We’re outside gaming this sour-looking married hottie. It’s an extremely odd situation, because we get right up on her, straight rubbing her crotch, and she is not into it, yet at the same time, she doesn’t freak out and tell us to get the fuck away, as one might expect. She just keeps saying things like, “I am not happy with this. I do not like you guys,” while appearing bored and making no effort to actually stop us from doing it. Disturbed, we actually walk away.


Finally, we decide to call it a night and I drive Che home. I barge in and crawl into bed with his roommate Dummy, a fairly hot eighteen-year-old girl with a speech impediment. We “cuddle” and I slobber things in her ear. Then I go across the hall, fling open the other roommate’s door, announce that it is “time to eat pussy” and start ramming my head between her legs as she giggles and says, “Heee heee noo! No Jeff! Hee heeee!” This continues for approximately five minutes, then I go home.


This was a breakthrough night for me. My approaches were fearless. It was total over-the-top ridiculousness. I’ve been inspired recently by the posts of a guy on the forum who goes by “TylerDurden.” Basically, his philosophy is centered around the idea that “attitude determines what you can get away with.” This is, in my opinion, dead on. I was blown away by one of his recent field reports wherein he approached every girl in a club. Even if they were there with their boyfriends. Every time he felt hesitation, he would repeat the following to himself: “It doesn’t matter, and I don’t care.”


This “I don’t care” mentality is, I think, crucial to becoming successful with women. The main reason being that, in order to get good, you need to do literally thousands of cold walk-ups on strangers, and yes, you are going to crash and burn hundreds of times. It is the fear of this that keeps you stuck on that first plateau in the transformative process.


I feel as though I’ve stepped up to the next level in my recovery tonight. It was an experience where something just clicked in my head, it was like, fuck this, I don’t care, I’d rather go down in flames than stand on the wall looking like an asshole (albeit a very decked-out asshole). I did the most approaches that I’ve ever done in one night. I didn’t have too much success, but it didn’t matter, I felt great about it. My fear of approach was GONE. I still fucked up a lot, I’ll admit it, but I am learning and improving with each outing.


“I don’t care” is my new mantra. Additionally, I am going to start throwing myself into “difficult” social situations just for the challenge. As someone on the forum once said, “The first few thousand approaches don’t count.”





RAGE FUCK




“When using this product: do not use more than directed; excitability may occur, especially in children; avoid alcoholic drinks; be careful operating a motor vehicle or operating machinery; Alcohol, sedatives, and tranquilizers may increase drowsiness.”





I look from the bottle of cold medication that I’m holding in my right hand down to the coffee table, where my forty-ounce of Mickey’s is sitting, half finished. I consider this for a moment, then unscrew the bottle and take a healthy slug of the meds. I’ve been sick all week. All I want right now is for the pain to stop, so “drowsiness” actually sounds pretty good. I start in on the forty again. I’ve been posted up all day in the living room watching television and I haven’t showered since Tuesday. I’m aware that I’m beginning to smell, but this is inconsequential. Survivor is on.


Halfway through the program, I decide that I want to fuck Beth, a dancer I once left an embarrassing voicemail for, which she never returned. I call her. She answers. We had always had a certain rapport, but back then I had been too chode to capitalize on it. I haven’t seen or spoken to her in over six months, but it doesn’t matter; I tell her I need to come over.


She asks, “Why?”


“I just do.”


She pauses for a second, then says, “Well, I moved.”


Immediately, I respond, “What’s the address?”


“Six-eighteen Castro Street.” I hang up, put my shoes on and walk out the door. I drive straight to her house.


I drag myself up the stairs and ring the bell. She opens the door and I enter the house. I am drunk and sick, coughing. I look and smell like shit. It doesn’t matter. I fluff talk her for two minutes, then ask to see her bedroom. She shows me the room. I get in her bed and remove my pants. No warning, no prelude; I simply get in her bed and I take off my pants. I tell her to do the same.


“Why?” she asks.


“So I can eat your pussy.”


Her mouth opens. “What?!”


“Shut up, do it.”


“But don’t you have a girlfriend?”


“Irrelevant. Time to fuck . . .”


She seems uncertain. She stammers, “But .. . but . . . what?!”


I go, “Cut the shit and take your fucking pants off . . .”


This goes on for roughly five minutes. She brings up some objection, and I dismiss it by saying, “irrelevant,” “time to fuck,” “cut the shit,” or some permutation of the three. In my mind, this is going down right the fuck now; it is a foregone conclusion and I’m conveying this with every particle of my being. I just keep blasting away, and what do you know? She sort of shrugs and lies down. The pants come off. I eat her out for like twenty minutes until she comes, then just go in for the kill. It’s a good ride, a hot useless fuck. I sink all of my aggression into it.


Bottom line: new addition to the rotating harem. I now have my Primary and three good solid babes I can fuck on any given night. Taking care of business. A life I once thought impossible is slowly becoming reality.





A VERY JLAIX HALLOWEEN


Halloween is fucking huge in San Francisco. It’s the unofficial city holiday; every year three hundred thousand freaks go out in costume to the Castro District and party their asses off. This year is no different.


I’m going out dressed as a preacher. I have a little baby doll tied to my belt on a fishing line, so that it looks like it’s following me around, humping my leg. We hit up a pre-party at the home of Buzzard, this crazy-ass Satanic dude I know from work. He throws the best Halloween parties.


I’m in the kitchen telling some story to a mixed group. All of a sudden, one of the chicks looks at me and says, “You’re an ASSHOLE.” Deadly serious. Everyone stops and looks at me expectantly. Oh man, what’s he gonna say?


I kind of chuckle and say, “Yeah, cool . . . so what is it about assholes that turns you on so much?”


She twitches and gives a startled, sour face. Then she walks over and gets all up in my grill, starts smiling and puts her arm around me, and gets a dazed, faraway look in her eyes. Like she expects me to kiss her. She is a 6, so I just play it off. I’m pleased, though, as that “asshole” comment would have DESTROYED me six months ago. Basic congruence test passing here.


Walking around, I notice this chick who is obviously some kind of stripper . . . you can just tell by the body, not to mention her getup, which consists of practically nothing. I just make strong sexual eye contact at first. It works . . . she comes up and starts talking to me; the eye contact is being reciprocated. I swear, I think the priest shit is turning her on. A little later, I see her sitting with another hot-ass chick, and they’re all alone, so I sit down and start fluff conversation. I use the “guys are crude” bit where I say “imagine me eating your pussy all night,” etc. There’s a strange aura around these girls; it’s like people are afraid to talk to these hot chicks. Awesome. Anyway, Buzzard rallies everybody and we hit the streets.


I’m standing on the corner of Eighteenth and Castro, it’s fuckin’ mobbed, I’m ripping pages out of the Bible and yelling, flinging the pages out into the street. Some dude comes up and starts touching me, jabbering something like, “You’re cool . . .”


I respond, “Yo, do not fucking touch me,” and brush him off. Laughing, he does it again, and I punch his face. His expression is priceless as he reels away, then he starts to come at me. Buzzard, who is six foot three, bald, covered in Satanic tattoos and tonight is dressed as some kind of demonic warlord complete with leathery bat wings and a battle axe, gives the guy a hearty shove and he disappears, enveloped by the crowd.


“The unholy shall be punished!” I shout.


Shortly after this, I find myself walking alongside the stripper. Out of the blue, she starts tonguing me down! Hell yeah! I’m totally getting into it, grabbing her ass and everything; it goes on for a little while, full makeout deluxe.


After that, Buzzard comes up to me and says, “You wanna fuck that bitch?” Turns out he is sort of “with” her. I’m apologetic, but he guffaws, “I don’t give a fuck.” He turns to her and gestures, saying, “Hey, you hear that? This guy wants to fuck you!” Ridiculous.


We go to Lucky 13. We’re standing there in the bar and the stripper asks me to buy her a drink. I say, “I don’t buy bitches drinks. Why don’t you get one of these striped-shirt chodes to buy us both drinks?”


She laughs, then does exactly that. Within five minutes, she returns with two glasses of whiskey, courtesy of some douchebag at the other end of the bar. That settles it; I’m never buying drinks again. After this, her friends arrive, and they’re obviously strippers as well, fucking hot. She says, “This is my friend. Isn’t she hot?”


I look her over and kind of shrug and say, “Sure. Yeah.” Very nonchalant. She introduces me and I say, “Hi, I’m Jeff . . . wait, don’t you know who the fuck I am?”


She “thinks” for a second then asks, “You have the ecstasy?” Silly stripper. The first girl starts talking about how cool her new man, Buzzard, is. “Girl you gotta see this guy he’s soooo punk rock. Hey Jeff, go in the bar and get him.”


I’m like, “You’re fucking trippin’. You go get him.” She laughs.


The bar closes, and we head back up the hill to Buzzard’s. I’m wasted now, wandering in the street. Earlier, I was going up to any chick dressed like a Catholic schoolgirl (there have been plenty), and saying, “You’re a bad girl, huh? You need a spanking?” At this point, however, all subtlety is gone. I just charge up, start slapping their asses and yelling, “You’s a bad bitch!”


I do this to one woman and she becomes very distraught. Some guy that she’s with gets really angry as well, he comes up and bellows, “What the fuck are you doing?!”


I immediately sock him in the face.


This makes him extremely upset. Fortunately, Buzzard and his hellions throw him into the street, amused by my dementia. “Now now, Jeff,” says Buzzard, waving his finger at me, “no more of that.”


Back at Buzzard’s pad, we’re doing more shots, and I’m still trying to get with the stripper. Buzzard turns to me and says, “Were you kissing this bitch earlier?” Uh oh.


Hesitantly, I’m like, “Yeah?”


He says, “Damn, she’s gotta suck my dick with that mouth later . . . HAHAHAHA!!!” He throws his arm around her and pulls her in. Glorious . . . a master at work.


I do a few ice-cold Jäger shots with them and then take off. I learned two things about strippers tonight:


1. Everything they say is bullshit.


2. They love fucking DRUGS. All night these bitches were on and on about drugs. I thought it was funny how when the chick introduced me to her friends, they just assumed I was a dealer.


I want to explore this stripper thing further. I wonder: is there something in the body of knowledge about a “textbook stripper pickup”? Very interesting.





BRAINWASH


I watch the clothes in the dryer go round and round as I wait for the bartender to bring my beer. I’ve come to a place called the Brain/Wash, a combination of bar and laundromat, in order to see my roommate’s band. The bar girl is hot, I start talking to her, smiling and animated.


She seems into it. I ask her to tell me a joke, and she does. I don’t laugh because it’s so bad. My turn. “Breaking news: Energizer Bunny arrested, charged with battery.” She actually walks away from me without saying a word. Shit, I’ve had some groans from that one but never a straight-up walkaway.


My other roommate, “Me Too” Greg, is reading a paper at a table. He indicates some article to me. For some reason I don’t like what it says, so I spit beer all over the page. Greg says, “Asshole! This isn’t my paper! It belongs to that woman over there!” He points out an older MILF.


I go over and say, “Hey I spit on your paper, I’m so sorry.” She’s kind of interested and kind of annoyed. I start to work on her, sit down right next to her on the couch and start my routine. I’m getting drunk here and I don’t know exactly what I’m saying, but I go for the “extraction” too soon. I say, “Why don’t you come back to my place and check out my cat collection?”


“I don’t think so.”


I keep persisting, “C’mon, it’s cool!” Over and over and over. Very light touching going on. She’s still not down, so I go for the number. “Gimme your number then.” Again I meet resistance, I say, “Why not, what do you have to lose?” I’m actually getting pissed that this thirty-five-year-old is refusing to give me her number. I say, “You don’t seem like the kind of person who would let opportunities pass her by.”


She’s like, “I’m in a bad spot right now; transition, you know?”


Fuck that shit. I retort, “Listen, if you’re not with it, just tell me to get the fuck out of here . . . say it! Say, ‘Leave now, jerk!’ And I’ll go!” She laughs. Finally I try once more, I say, “Listen, I’m just so sick of this transitory world, we meet people once and never see them again. I don’t want you to be another one of those people that drifts away into the night . . .” I start to tear up a little as I look down.


She says, “Oh my God, you look so sad!”


I’m like, “Please, let’s not let this moment go,” or some such shit. Anyway, it still doesn’t work, so I eject.


I become totally wasted and end up at some stranger’s house wearing a Catholic schoolgirl’s uniform and my stained green trench coat, clutching a cheap bottle of chardonnay, standing in the living room yelling at a group of hippies. None of the chicks are hot. Does one ever see hot hippies?


It looks like my problems are still the same. I see a pattern here. Need to work in more routines. I don’t escalate physically, and I don’t do enough to get them to sexual state before I attempt to close. I think I’m afraid something bad will happen if I touch them, like they’ll slap me or something. But hell, half the things I say to them verbally could get me slapped, so what the fuck am I afraid of?





DOLLAR DRINKS


One thing is becoming clear: in order to learn this skill set, I need to go out a lot. Only through massive repetition of social interaction will I be able to cultivate a noticeably improved level of social intelligence. Morality, ideals, fears—these must all be set aside. First get the knowledge, then develop it through practice and repetition. This is the only way to project an abundance mentality.


I’ve been reading a lot, but only going out sporadically, at best. On the forum, TylerDurden equates this to those ab crunch machines you see on television: if you buy it and it just sits in the closet, you’re still going to be fat. You have to actually put in the work.


To that end, I have decided to go out as many nights as possible. Today is Monday, Dollar Drink Night at the El Rio. I’ve been hitting it up for the past several weeks, and it’s really the perfect venue: cheap drinks, close to the house, packed to the gills with cute girls.


We roll into the place a little early: Brian my wing, Angel my “social proof” girl, and me, jlaix. I’m wearing a fucking raggedy-ass tuxedo, open at the shirt with the bow tie hanging loose, covered in blood and wine stains. The usual assortment of jewelry: roughly fifteen pounds of sickening, obviously fake “bling.” I’ve decided it is high time to get a little “in yer face” with these hipsters at the fuckin’ Rio. It appears as though I am coming from some glamorous, debauched formal event, and I tell anyone who inquires that tonight was my “GED prom.” One chick asks where the prom was held. I say, “It’s here, this is it. All these people are getting their GED.”


I head out to the back patio, light up my Cohiba and start puffin’ it up with the giant iced-out pinky ring, ashes falling in my cummerbund. Some girl, a 5, comes up and starts touching me, “You’re so beautiful!”


I’m like, “AWAY.”


I see this other girl who frequents the place as she walks through the door with her warpig friend. I’ve talked to her before and she’s a real ballbuster. I saunter on up and say, “What’s up?”


She looks at me and says, “Oh my God it’s you!”


I reply, “You betcha.”


She turns to her friend and says, “Look, he’s getting worse every week!”


It’s true, my appearance has been getting more extreme by the week. I’m wearing Oliver Peoples nonprescription wire frames, and my hair is like Elvis in the final days. We fluff for a minute, then I remember what happened the other night at Brain/Wash and that I need to run my routines and escalate. So I start touching her.


Next thing I know, she’s touching me back! Woo-hoo! She shows me a tattoo on her belly and I finger it slowly, rubbing, then poking and rubbing her hips and waist. I can sense her getting horny; she playfully slaps my hands away as I feel at her pants . . . mind you while this is happening, we are just having a run-of-the-mill conversation about stupid shit. She starts touching my face and saying how cute my nose is and how she wants to nibble it off.


I’m like, “Yeah.”


I start running shit. She makes some random point and I say, “Yeah, it’s so hard. Believe me, it’s soooo HARD. You just need to let that thought PENTRATE DEEP INSIDE YOU. And we can argue about this all night, but the fact remains: I AM GOING TO MAKE YOU COME OVER AND OVER AGAIN to the same conclusion, which is that I am RIGHT. NOW, WITH ME, I’m always saying things like . . .”


I grab her ass and face. I lean in and Eskimo-kiss her, rubbing my nose back and forth across hers, then isolate her to a dark corner and tongue her down, move to a bench and it’s on. I’m essentially sexing her up in the bar, with clothes on. She’s like, “I’ve always thought you were so cute when I’ve seen you here.”


Then my pathetic friends have the gall to come up and cockblock me, demanding I give them a ride back to their house. “We gotta go.”


I say to her, “Goodbye my sweet, I will see you next Monday.”


She quietly replies, “Bye,” all wistfully.


FUCK. I could’ve fucked her, I’m sure. I could feel her getting hot in her pants but my lame-ass “buddies” cockblocked me and pulled me away. I didn’t even bother to get her number because she’s there every week. It’ll happen, but next time I’ll leave the chodes at home.


On the bright side, I intended to escalate and conscientiously run more material after the other night’s debacle, and I did it tonight with great results. This was a breakthrough night for me in some respects, I learned a lot. The main lesson: ESCALATION IS KING. Start slow, and crank it up. You can feel it making them horny as you touch them. They want it. They need it. It won’t make them slap you.
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