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Praise for How to Talk to Hot Women

“This book is the definitive work on how the modern ‘game’ is played. Read it and you will get love and sex in whatever quantity and combination you desire. Mehow’s brilliant, systematic solutions to your relationship problems lie within these pages.”

—JAMES MATADOR, star of VH1’s The Pickup Artist,

www.datingsciences.com

“This is the best book on pick-up I have ever read.”

—LOVEDROP, author of Revelation and coauthor of The Mystery Method,

www.venusianarts.com

“Over and over again I have seen Mehow pick up women who seem to be ‘out of his league’—he is one of the few teachers who walks the walk. If you follow the techniques in this book, you will become fantastic with women.”

—RICHARD LA RUINA, bestselling author of The Natural,

www.puatraining.com

“I’m actually against ‘dating systems’ per se. But this one is so powerful, it’s a must-read even for the most die-hard fan of ‘being yourself to find love.’ Mehow’s stuff works and this is a great, easy, hilarious read for the guy looking to learn how to meet quality women, anytime, anywhere.”

—DAVID WYGANT, Huffington Post romance columnist and the real-life “Hitch,”

www.davidwygant.com


“Mehow does it again. His first book was one of my personal favorites and it inspired me (and taught me how) to be an even better pickup artist. However, his second book is an utter masterpiece. In this book, Mehow goes over some new, groundbreaking material that will ensure that you get laid. As. Much. As. You. Want.”

—DEREK LAMONT, developer of The Online Game: Internet Attraction System,

www.onlinepickupsecrets.com

“I remember riding home in a car with Mehow and asking him what his core value was. He said it was finding a way to beat the system. Rather than just passively accepting life the way it is, Mehow looks for new ways to make life better, and he ACTUALLY gives people a proper shot. To me, his identity is that of an inventor who thinks outside the box and finds solutions to problems few people can figure out. I loved reading about his experiences and evolution in the game. Having reconnected with him this year in Los Angeles, I know that Mehow has become a guy who, from years of experience, has recognized his own strengths and knows how to make them work for him. I believe that reading such a clear exposition of his journey in the game will give YOU (the end user) a lot of powerful insight on how to do the same.”

—TYLER (a.k.a. Owen Cook), Real Social Dynamics,

www.rsdnation.com
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To all the men and women who haven’t met each other … yet







95 percent of what’s been written about pick-up doesn’t work.

This is the 5 percent that does.
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INTRODUCTION

Odds are you are sprawled across your couch reading this book alone. Odds are it’s been a really long time since you connected with a woman in any meaningful way. Odds are your future holds more of the same: you sitting alone at the end of the day.

Maybe you’ve chatted with a few women at work or maybe you even got brave enough to approach someone in a bar, but more than likely, you’ve never truly experienced a meaningful connection. You haven’t even come close to finding The One. Hell, you can’t even find The One For Tonight.


Maybe you think, “I just haven’t gotten lucky yet,” or maybe you’re hung up on a girl from your past and nothing feels quite as good. Maybe you’re one of the few who did get lucky, but it was a long time ago. You were convinced you’d found The One. You connected but things got ugly. You ended up divorced, and probably took a major hit to your ego and confidence. Like me. Now you keep measuring the women you meet against that old love. The one that’s gone and isn’t coming back.

Maybe you used to meet women all the time when you were younger, but there’s been a slowdown. Maybe you’re feeling old. Maybe you ARE old. You think you missed the boat. Fate isn’t connecting the dots for you like she used to. You fear you’ll spend the rest of your life alone.

Maybe you think you’re ugly. Maybe you think you’re poor. Maybe you think you’re losing your hair, losing your house, losing your car. Maybe you think you have to hit the gym for hours to build up your washboard abs. Maybe you think you have nothing to offer.

Maybe you make excuses and say all the women around you aren’t “your type,” or maybe you surround yourself with women who don’t even speak the same language so you won’t have to communicate. Maybe you blame the women.

That’s a lot of maybes.

And believing in “maybes” will keep you right where you are now. Alone.

The problem is you’ve been lied to. You’re waiting for serendipity.


Serendipity is the basis for every romantic comedy that has ever rolled across the big screen. It’s that “magical” moment at the grocery store when you both reach for the same box of gluten-free pasta spirals and laugh as your hands touch. That laughter turns into a hilarious conversation covering all of your mutual favorite topics. As the conversation trails off to a meaningful silence, you stare deep into each other’s eyes and “just know” this is special. You exchange numbers.

One thing leads to another. You invite her to your local dive bar. You connect by secretly making fun of the other patrons. You tell her about the quirky little art gallery down the street and she already knows about it. It’s her favorite place. You walk there. You both deeply bond over one particular portrait. You talk about the house you’ll build together and where you’ll hang the portrait. You mention your adorable cat, Fluffy. She wants to meet him. She comes home with you. She leaves the next morning.

You keep seeing each other. You travel to a tiny town an hour away just for a slice of incredible apple pie. The sex gets better and better. You can get crazy at an amusement park or just relax while watching your favorite show together. She makes you dinners. You meet her friends. Your dates blur together into one giant romantic feeling of “I love this girl.” Finally, you tell her and she replies, “I love you more.”

Serendipity.

You think that successful romantic connections happen magically. You think that the inner core of your masculine power will just “kick in” at the right times. You think conversations will be seamless and that when you meet The One, you’ll fit together like a hand in a glove. You think it will be effortless and easy. You think it is magic. You think it is serendipity. You think it’s an accident.

You are wrong.

It isn’t an accident.

It’s work. You have to make serendipity happen.

That meet-up magical moment: you have to create it. The physical escalation toward sex, you create. The deep romantic connection, you create. You create the love.

The million-dollar question is … how?

This book answers that question.

Let’s face it. Every heterosexual single man on the planet wants to meet a hot woman, but 99.99 percent of them don’t have a clue how to accomplish that goal. I used to be clueless too, but after studying with some of the most successful pickup artists in the world, honing my skills through thousands of hours of conversation, and breaking those skills down into clear, comprehensible steps, I developed a methodology that gives any man the ability to meet and date not just one but many hot women until he finds The One for real, not just the hottest girl who will talk to him.

That’s the whole point of this book. You need the ability to create numerous “serendipitous” moments. You have to spend time with enough hot women to make an informed choice about the woman with whom you want to develop a long-term relationship, maybe even marry. I believe that the high divorce rate in our society is at least in part driven by the fact that many a man “settles” for the first attractive woman who reciprocates his interest without having enough experience to know if she’s even right for him.

Every man has his own idea of a “Perfect 10,” and dating one 10 is enough to stop most men stop in their tracks. They think they “got lucky” and they shouldn’t push their luck.

Bullshit.

I promise you right now that if you follow my methodology, you’ll date ten Perfect 10s and you’ll find a woman who not only rocks your world sexually, but is compatible with you in all the other important aspects of your life.

That’s right. Ten Perfect 10s. For you. My promise.

How can I make that kind of promise? Because I’m living proof this system works.

Bottom line, I am not a handsome man. I’m a skinny, balding, pasty-faced guy. A friend with a warped sense of humor once described me as a “six-foot-tall fetus.” Ouch.

Before I discovered the seduction community, I was a computer geek who played way too much World of Warcraft and was desperately afraid of talking to women—hot or otherwise. World of Warcraft wasn’t the problem. My lack of any other interests in life was. I lost my wife in an expensive divorce after she cheated on me with a better-looking guy. I had a good job, hacking computers for the government and making good money, but other than that I was miserable to the point of seriously contemplating suicide. Believe me, I know how crushing that loneliness can get.

Then, through a single fortuitous connection, I entered the seduction community and my whole life changed. It’s been eight years and life is still good. Just this week, I’m seeing a nineteen-year-old college student, a twenty-two-year-old model, and a twenty-four-year-old actress—and I’m three months away from turning forty. And they’re not dating me because I’m known as a pickup artist. Trust me, the last thing a woman wants to hear is that you learned your “natural” charm.

No, they’re dating me because I perfected the techniques and secrets I learned through the seduction community. Most people have a skewed idea of the community. They dismiss it as a bunch of mean-hearted players just trying to get laid. But the seduction community is so much more than that. It’s a community of men—and some women—who are trying to analyze and break down the social and psychological barriers that keep men and women from connecting in a consistent, natural way.

 Maybe it’s my computer background, but I wanted to find a way to make meeting women a scientific process. I made it my goal to analyze the barriers to uncover exactly how connecting worked on levels that no one had reached before. The structure and most of the material in this book came through “infield” work, meaning demonstrations and training in bars, clubs, malls, shops, parties, and every other kind of social situation. It’s one thing to talk about seduction in a seminar; it’s very different to show how it’s done in a live situation. We never know if something really works until we see some guy without a shred of charisma pull it off.

We call guys with no innate natural ability “synthetics.” Guys with loads of looks and fearless improvisational ability typically have what is called “natural game.” The natural Game of natural players is too amorphous and too personalized to distill into useful applications. That said, my system stands in for natural Game for the synthetics. It’s a methodology that empowers men without natural Game to break through to a new level of freedom, confidence, and success.

My methodology is so unique that I invented a long list of terms that stand for essential concepts that no other pickup artist has ever defined or revealed before: PureKino™, 10 Second Attraction™, Group Attraction™, DNA Code, Value Velocity, and Solo Winging. These may sound like secret codes, and that’s exactly what they are: codes to unlock every man’s potential for social success.

As a result of my journey, I created one of the most comprehensive bodies of work ever compiled on the subject of meeting women, dating, and relationships. I went too deep, too far, and too wide. There were many technical terms and theories, and most guys said, “Give me a simple system I can use anytime to make her want me sexually. Teach me how to get her number and then what to do with it. Put it all in one book.”

This is that book.



TAKE IT TO THE NEXT LEVEL!

Although the language of this book focuses on men, the techniques work just as well for women. If you’re a woman reading this book, you can use these same secrets to have the sex and relationships you desire. No one can say the playing field isn’t level.



In these pages, we’re going to explore the nine Elements you’ll need to master the art of sexy conversation. You’ll learn to incorporate:


	Attraction Elements (Attraction): Attraction Elements pump up her emotional state. Repeated Attraction Elements in combination with the other eight Elements turn her heightened emotional state into actual romantic attraction. When you employ Attraction Elements correctly, she will frequently react by subtly (or not so subtly) telling you she likes you. In dating terms, we call these verbalizations “indicators of interest” (IOIs). They simply mean that she is into you, and once you recognize that, you can escalate the interaction by throwing in more advanced Elements.

	Touch Elements (Touch): To connect sexually with a woman, you must touch her early in your interactions, and for most guys, touching a beautiful woman is intimidating. In Chapter 4, we’ll talk about stress-free ways to feel confident reaching out to engage women using Touch Elements.

	Sexual Elements (Sexual): Sexual Elements accomplish exactly what their name indicates. They get a woman thinking about you in a sexual way. If you want to stay out of the friend zone and get into her bed, you will need to master Sexual Elements. Women are far more sensitive to erotic suggestion than men. Just a few sexual innuendos, assuming everything else is going well, can get her thinking in a whole new way.

	Comfort Elements (Comfort): Every woman wants to feel safe around you, and most guys spend a lot of time trying to prove that they can be trusted. Here’s the switch: you want her to do the same for you. You want to know that she is the right woman for you, not just that you are the right guy for her. You find out by using more interesting ways to “get to know each other” rather than those boring, conventional, “Come here often?” questions that elicit snores.

	Lifestyle Elements (Lifestyle): Every woman wants to know who you are, what you do for a living, and what you do for fun. She wants to know how you spend your time and your money. And those Elements have to be true for you, not just lines you memorized to impress her. You’ve got to live it to be it.

	Edge Elements (Edge): For reasons that aren’t entirely clear, guys that are highly successful with women not only exude sexuality but also seem to have some edgy, almost evil qualities. Sexy men are always a little dangerous. Using Edge Elements will make you dangerous. I don’t want you to really be an asshole, but you will occasionally act like one.

	Qualification Elements (Qualification): Every woman has to know that you want her for her. Not just for her looks. And not just to get laid. You have to let her know that you appreciate her for who she truly is. You have to Qualify her existence by recognizing her strengths. She always has to know that you are into her for the whole package, not just for sex. But again, you want to convey that you’re not in the settling business. You’re looking for the right woman, not just any woman. More on this in Chapter 9.

	Move Elements (Move): To escalate the interaction, you have to throw in some moves. When I say moves, I mean literal, physical moves from one location to another. Whether you’re going around the bar or across the city, Move Elements are simple tools with big results.

	Sorry! You’re going to have to wait for the ninth Element! It’s a surprise.



This is “Game” as it has never been presented before, and I assure you, it’s going to be a fun, wild ride, with the promise that after you finish reading this book, the next time you’re sprawled across your couch, you’ll have a beautiful woman there beside you.



THE ELEMENT CATEGORIES


■ Attraction Elements (Attraction)

♥ Sexual Elements (Sexual)

♥ Edge Elements (Edge)

♥ Touch Elements (Touch)

Sexual, Edge, and Touch Elements all generate attraction, so they fall under the category of Attraction Elements. They are subtypes of Attraction even though Attraction is also considered an element in itself.


■ Comfort Elements (Comfort)

♥ Qualification Elements (Qualification)

♥ Lifestyle Elements (Lifestyle)

♥ Move Elements (Move)

Qualification, Lifestyle, and Move Elements all generate comfort, so they fall under the category of Comfort Elements. Keeping these two categories in mind will be helpful as you learn about each Element in detail.





ADMIT YOU HAVE A PROBLEM

____________

I know that it’s hard to recognize that you have a problem. It was painful for me to think about the past and it was embarrassing to admit I’d made mistakes, but there’s a reason most guys have to hit bottom before they start to get the relationships in their lives handled. That reason is that we’re all addicted to one particular long-standing mental state.

If you take a step back and look at the relationships of all your friends, you can pretty quickly see I’m speaking the truth. Your guy friends are constantly hunting for their next hook-up, but almost none of them regularly date the women of their dreams.


To really get your dating life sorted out, you should be dating at least ten women to whom you are intensely attracted and whom you really admire for things besides her looks. These women are all 10s, but here’s something to keep in mind: once you start dating multiple women, you’ll realize that there is a large variance between what you thought was your 10 and what is truly your 10. You’ll raise your standards to way beyond the physical.

Every guy has a type of woman to whom he is most attracted, but most guys make the mistake of not looking beyond that type, or of having excessively long, unfulfilling relationships with the wrong woman, or even of marrying the very first 10 they meet. Their experiences are limited and so are their choices.

You see this happening with your friends. Your bro will be dating a girl that’s just okay, but he thinks she’s a total hottie. He’ll say something like, “We have so much in common and we magically met at that dude’s party. It’s fate.” Then he marries her, and when you ask him how the marriage is going, he’ll say, “It’s tough, but you know you have to work at every relationship.”

Your friend is unhappy. You can see that he’s obviously putting in way too much work for absolutely no reward, when the truth is relationships should be totally positive experiences. Yes, there is some work involved, but a relationship should add way more to your life than it takes away. PERIOD.

But your friend, he won’t see it.


He’ll stay in that relationship for years.

Why?

The answer is rationalization.

As men, being successful with women is so psychologically important to us that we lie to ourselves and to everyone around us in order to rationalize our failures away. We turn a blind eye to the obvious. The facts point to our lack of experience and limited success, and yet we turn the facts over and over in our minds until we feel successful. We can’t admit to ourselves that we have a problem. We have to claim that we are “good with women” even if every indication around us is screaming that we are very, very bad with women. Being “good with women” is a fabrication that reaches near religious zealotry. It’s a fantasy that has to be dispelled. It’s a state of denial.

Thinking you are “good with women” is as much a chemical addiction as alcoholism. It is ego and pride and the constant search for the next rush. And just like any addict, you have to hit bottom to recover. You have to admit you have a problem before you can do something about it. For alcoholics, it’s usually losing a job, possessions, and a family. For “good with women-aholics,” it’s usually a nasty divorce, a cheating girlfriend, a hateful glare from the woman at the bar.

Don’t beat yourself up. It’s not your fault that you’re a “good with women-aholic,” but it is your responsibility to take control of it now and get out. If you don’t, believe me, the aircraft you’re currently flying is heading straight for a crash landing.


Here is what’s going to happen. If you believe you’re good with women when you’re not, you will marry the first sort-of-hot girl who gives you the time of day. You might even make the mistake of having kids with her, and then you’re stuck for at least eighteen years of unfulfilling sex and arguments.

The only way to avoid this catastrophe is by gaining experience with numerous different women. You have to meet and date and get to know women on a consistent basis so that you can identify the women you truly admire.

Real love is found by going out with a lot of women and getting a ton of experience. After a few years of really finding out who you are and what you want, then and only then can you finally have that long relationship with The One.

This is how “serendipity” really works. Anything else you think you know about “fate” is bullshit.

You have an opportunity to change your life right now. You don’t have to crash and burn like I did. But to take advantage of that opportunity you have to look in the mirror and say, “Hi, my name is <insert your name>, and I have a problem with women.”

And really believe it.

Get more exclusive content from Mehow at http://www.mehow.tv/htt2hw.






{PART ONE}


FUNDAMENTALS







CHAPTER ONE

_________


ROCK BOTTOM

Ispotted her from across the room and felt my heart jump into my throat. She was tall, blonde, and quintessentially L.A. She was the kind of woman who makes your eyes pop out and your tongue flop like a cartoon wolf whistling at prey. I’d seen her once before at a birthday party and spent the next month kicking myself for not talking to her. Now, here she was, her form burning into my retinas at my party, a party I’d organized for a social group called the Polish Club. A terrible hunger twisted inside me, compelling me to do something utterly terrifying—approach this beautiful woman.


I steeled myself, but my eyes went fuzzy. Anxiety choked me, and I nearly drowned in my own sweat. I tried to walk nonchalantly toward her, but my legs were concrete blocks of fear. Instead, I stumbled forward, lurching like Frankenstein’s monster taking his first steps. My mind went blank except for the fearful voice in my head that was repeating, What do I say? What do I do? Why is this so difficult?

I finally made it to her circle of friends and froze once I got there. I was facing her back, unable to utter a single word. Her friends telegraphed my presence with wrinkled noses and arched eyebrows. “There’s some creepy guy behind you,” their eyes seemed to say.

She turned to face me, and for the briefest flash our eyes locked and I had her attention. It was perfect. I felt like my dreams were about to come true. Mesmerized, I mumbled something, trying to break the ice. She gave me a look of pure contempt and turned back to her friends as if I did not exist.

Something inside me shattered.

Fifty thousand dollars.

FIFTY FUCKING BIG ONES, that was the cost of my divorce. Here I was in San Diego, finally free of a terrible marriage, but deeply alone. I had a new car, a new job, a house on the beach, and there were hotties everywhere, but, man, I was lonely. Profoundly lonely.


I was a computer hacker working for the government. On paper, I was a dream guy. I had a four-hour workday that pulled down $150K per year, I had six-pack abs, I drove a used Bentley, and I lived in a chill California-modern pad right on the beach. Fit guys with money and nice cars are supposed to get laid, so that’s what I banked on. I figured my stuff would buy me love. That was my American dream.

I wanted the best. All around me guys were settling for passionless relationships. My intuition told me they didn’t think they could do any better and they were desperately clinging to what little they had despite the emptiness gnawing at their souls. I swore that would never be me; I had to have a woman who inflamed me in the deepest sense: physically, spiritually, mentally, and sexually. And when I met her, I’d marry her as soon as possible so she wouldn’t flutter away. Marriage was the chain I would use to lock down my happiness, to make sure I had it forever.

Years went by and I was still alone. I hadn’t been on a date since my divorce. At night, my mind swirled with toxic questions: Is it because I’m going bald? Am I too skinny? Am I just unlucky? and on the really bad nights, What’s wrong with me? I couldn’t enjoy the life I’d created for myself. I was consumed with my feelings of inadequacy.

I had convinced myself, long ago, that American women hated me. I was born in Poland and came to America when I was ten years old. Even though I don’t have an accent, and everyone who meets me assumes I’m American, I was convinced I had to stick to “my own kind.” So, years before my move to San Diego, my friend Zander and I established the Polish Club, a weekly happy hour for Polish immigrants. The hot Polish nannies would show up, and I’d fearlessly chat with them, fluent in my native tongue, high on the fact that women were actually talking to me.

It was during one of those happy hours that I met my wife, a ballroom dancer and artist. She wasn’t Polish—she was Lithuanian—but that was close enough. She was also intelligent and sexy, AND she seemed to like me. So I married her as soon as I could.

Looking back, I often wonder why she said yes to my proposal. Maybe it was just for the visa, or perhaps deep down she really did love me, but I never encouraged whatever good there was between us, and I extinguished all the passion there ever could have been. A man who knows nothing of women has little chance at marital bliss, even if he gets lucky. Gradually she withdrew from me, spending more and more time with her male dance partners, probably fucking a few of them. Two years into our marriage, I walked in on her and another man, and it was over.

After our split, I moved to California and put together a life that any sane man would kill for, and I waited for love to find me. I was jaded, but not without hope. I looked at my situation pragmatically.

I realized that in the last decade, I had hooked up roughly every two years. I considered this my personal truth, and as bleak as it sounds now, the thought that I only had to wait two more years for love sustained me through the darkest days. I was convinced that two years after my divorce, a perfect blonde bombshell would show up at Polish Club (which I’d restarted in California), and she would be mine. I would walk up to her, we’d gaze into each other’s eyes, and nature would take its course. In the meantime, I would bide my time, alone.

When that beautiful blonde turned her back on me—the host at my own party—a terrible realization seared my heart. It had been two years. Here she was. And I’d blown it.

It was raining that night in California. I walked the streets, away from the bar, grateful that the rain hid the tears streaming down my face. My life felt empty, meaningless. There was nothing but pain. I felt doomed to wander the earth alone, and no matter how successful I became, it was all for shit without the love of a good woman. I was going to have to wait another two years to even try again.

After aimlessly walking till dawn, I ended up at a table at the all-night diner across the street from my apartment, barely able to order a plate of eggs and bacon in between fits of sobbing and shaking. The waiter, Shade, had never seen me like this. Aside from the two of us and the cook in the back, the diner was empty. Shade sat down at my table, asking, “Are you OK, dude?”


Shade was a classic California dude, with long hair, tribal tattoos, and a surfer tan. I was a regular at the diner, and Shade and I would often have absurd conversations well into the morning, but this particular night I needed a therapist, not a waiter. I told him about the beautiful blonde and her icy glare.

Shade sighed. “Don’t take it personally, bro; if you’re not getting rejected, you’re not taking enough risks to get what you want.”

“You don’t understand, man.” I was shaking again. “She was THE one. I could feel it. Every two years, I meet the perfect girl. It takes me two fucking years to hook up. Last time it happened, I got married. It’s been two years since my divorce, and I just met HER and got shot down. Now I’m fucked for another two years. I can’t have a four-year dry spell! Oh God, what if I get shot down in two years again? What if I’m doomed to choose between loneliness and some crappy relationship with a girl I don’t even like? What if …” I stopped talking and tried to catch my breath.

Shade jumped in. “Mehow, there’s no such thing as the perfect woman, but there ARE plenty of great girls out there who are right for you. Look around, man. We’re living in CALIFORNIA … San Diego, yo, filled to the brim with prime. I see a trillion hotties every time I walk down the street … and what’s up with the whole two-year thing? That makes absolutely no sense.”

“But that’s the way it’s been for the last ten years.”


“So? Just because that’s how it went down before doesn’t mean you can’t meet another girl tomorrow. The past doesn’t dictate the future. Whether you know it or not, you create your own destiny. Look at me, man: I’m piss poor, but I get laid. And you know you’ve seen ugly guys walking hand in hand with a girl you’d love to fuck.”

“They got lucky.”

“Nah, man. Guys think that girls are attracted to the same things that guys are, but it works differently for women … it’s not all about looks. They need something else from a man.”

I was desperate for his wisdom. “Like what?”

“In one word: GAME. Personality, call it what you will.

It’s all about how you communicate with her and how you make her feel. Women don’t hate you. You just don’t know how to talk to them. That’s something you can learn. Some men have it naturally, some guys have no idea what they’re doing but still manage to get lucky now and then, but there’s a third way …”

“A third way?” My eggs and bacon were sitting under the heat lamps, untouched.

“The path to mastery. Really knowing what makes this man-and-woman thing tick. Having it figured out to such a level that you are in control of your own romantic destiny. I’m talking about freedom, bro … the power to get the women you want in your life through skill, not luck. You gotta let go of your illusions and see the world with new eyes.”
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