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The Welcome

Ukrainian media came calling again.

When | was in Lublin they sent a correspondent dwenterview
me about my book Bang Ukraine. A month later, aeotthannel
wanted to get my thoughts for an exposé they wenegdon Ukraini-
an sex inequality. | was in Bucharest at the timelgy contracted
out a crew from a Romanian station to do the job.

The Romanians didn’'t seem particularly enthuseti wie assign-
ment. They wanted to quickly interview me in a caf& call it a
wrap, but | knew that if | made the clip excitingyould receive more
opportunities from it. | suggested that | approgome girls on the
street to get “action shots.” They agreed, andllalicouple where |
simply asked boring tourist questions. The appresacskent well and
afterwards during the interview both the reportad a&ameraman
were amused at my on-camera answers about Ukragmignhaving
fake eyebrows and fat American girls who can't stegting. A
producer back in the office must've been satisfieth the segment
because a couple hours later they called me awmdtisai they now
wanted to do something for Romanian TV.

That night | invited a Romanian friend of mine, Boanir, to meet
with a new crew composed of a nearly mute femaporter and a
cameraman who looked like Jason Priestly. Both wiere on the job
and barely out of college, stuck with me on thd &aturday night
beat. They gave me no indication that they wantgoroduce a great
segment, so not wanting to put my fate in theirdsan decided to
lead the way.

We went to a bar for a drink and | regaled thenhwgitories and
jokes that made me seem like a fun but humble inafd them that |
didn’t think | was an expert at picking up girl§.He media just needs
someone to fill time for their programs,” | said'm just a writer.”
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My hope was that they'd like me and reciprocateplogting 10%
more effort into the segment, but when we walked the first bar,
the reporter wasn't directing and the cameramamivéisning. The
piece was planned to be three minutes long, so yycafculation
we’d need to film for almost an hour, but so far k& nothing. We
went to a second bar and the crew continued todstmound,
twiddling their thumbs, offering no suggestions iostruction. My
reputation as an accomplished love tourist washanline if this
turned out to be a bad segment.

“Is the camera on?” | asked the cameraman. “I'mgdb talk to
those two girls right there.” | walked over and aygzhed. They froze
once they saw the camera pointing at them, buhfsake of footage
| prolonged it an extra minute. | told the cameran@shoot from a
distance because the girls are camera shy. EaBtaope doesn’t
have the type of celebrity culture where girls drawn into a man
who might be famous. Not yet, anyway.

The second approach went well. | told them we vwaraoting a
segment on the best nightlife in Bucharest. Thetjced the camera
and didn't flinch. Afterwards, | stood in the miédbf the club,
staring at girls longingly, as if | was a predalmoking for a meal. |
knew it would make a good two-second shot.

We went on the street and | told the cameramanetorepdy. |
approached a couple more girls and made some rfioreHirsty for
pussy” stares into the ether. The reporter had lzdsentee for a
while. “Aren’t you going to interview me?” | askéer. She asked me
a few questions in the middle of the street ancgvegexaggerated
answers with a deadpan expression. | knew the s#gmeuld be
better with controversial answers so | made herraskthings like,
“What would you say to the mother of a girl you hssek with?” and
“Have you ever been attacked by a man for stedliaggirl?” | also
made her ask what my least favorite country was cauld lay the
easy hit on Danish girls for having bodies shapkel 1Coca Cola
cans.”

The crew was laughing at my answers so | had o lstoking at
them to stay in character. Every man has his akitl mine seems to
be putting on a serious face while saying things, I'A way into a
girl’s heart is through pizza.”
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Midway through the interview, a chubby girl intgotad us by
asking, “What are you filming?” She was Americanonfinian
people would stare and make jokey comments for fliends as they
walked by, but the American girl and her male fdemere the only
ones who stopped, asked questions, and watched.

Once the interview period was over, we discusseethdr or not
to continue filming in another club. The reportaidsshe had enough
footage, but | didn't trust her and did a mentdkcakation of how
much film we had shot. Replaying the night in myadhel looked to
my left and saw a pretty girl drop a bill in a besk guitar case and
walk off with an exaggerated slowness. | made amgent to the crew
and Dragomir that she was pretty and | should riter der. The
cameraman said he could film it but | convinced effyso stay put.
Running after the girl would be a lot of work, btight.

One minute passed. She was walking so slow thawstsestill
within sight. | continued to hesitate. The camenarsaid, “I'll follow
you if you go.” Fine. | ran. It took a while to @aher. Out of breath,
| said, “Excuse me,” but she didn’t turn. | saichgain and added, “I
noticed you had a sad walk, and | wanted to knowy.Wiker
response was quite cold, just a single “Okay,” indtantly regretted
having huffed all the way over to receive it, buice | was here and
the camera was rolling, | decided to push thing$aasas possible.
Five minutes of footage would be more than enough.

| told her how everyone walks fast, especially inigcity, and the
girl I notice is the one who walks slow becauserslist be artistic or
pensive. During our chat she kept looking at theramhone clipped
to my shirt and | told her that | was doing a show Bucharest
nightlife. After a few minutes | said, “The crew vgiting for me
somewhere and as much as I'd like to keep talkitgyve to go back
to work. But why don’t we meet for coffee?”

“I don't usually give my number like this,” she tegal.

“Sometimes it's okay to take a risk and have sodweature. If we
meet and don't like each other after 15 minutes gan make an
excuse about how your cat is sick.” Then | gotrdited and started
talking about cats. She interrupted me to say, YOKake my
number.” The cameraman wasn’'t more than a hundeetl dway,
dramatically crouched against the wall as if he sla®oting an action
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movie. Once | saved her number in my phone, | wasadiately
sorry he filmed everything because | actually wdrtte bang her. If
she saw herself on TV when the segment aired tleviog day, she
would certainly freak out and flake.

I walked back with the cameraman and he made theag-sign
with his hand, meaning that he filmed the wholei&ute interaction.
My work was done. | said goodbye to the crew arudk @ walk with
Dragomir.

| was high on adrenaline so it took no effort fog to approach a
petite Italian girl on the street while | waited foragomir to get a hot
dog. She was studying for a masters but had limddwa for a year
as an exchange student. She enjoyed America sgsieasy for me to
establish rapport with her. After confirming théieswvas indeed born
in Italy (in order to get the Italian flag), | deeid to go for it. She
accepted when | asked her if she wanted to combh mi¢ and
Dragomir to another bar.

Dragomir looks like the Spanish actor Javier BardElis success
with women is high, but he’'s so good-looking thafartunately he’s
always pulling under his weight. He's older than bhyea mere two
weeks and has spent many years traveling througbpBu The first
thing you notice about Dragomir when he talks taid is how
seemingly drawn into him they are. You want to indiagely
conclude that it's because of his looks, and whildoesn’t hurt, |
know guys as good looking as him that don't get tiyae of re-
sponse. There has to be something else that ismhediately
guantifiable. We all look for the one or two bignifys that a player
does right, but oftentimes it's dozens of littlénts that girls notice
which other men can't.

A couple nights before, he had told me, “You're king too hard
for these girls. You are very high value here. Yeuan American
with some money, and you shouldn’'t have to dotadl work in the
conversation. Lean back and let them work for ydiné same night |
saw him put this into action with a Romanian dite dropped some
insider ramble about the town she was from, madenament about
the Black Sea, and then she started digging himinformation. He
was aloof but always smiling, an interesting coratiom | haven't
seen in many players. It was disarming, comfortablgsterious.
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“Never give direct answers,” he said, “becauseasify is attrac-
tion. Once her curiosity about you is satisfiece shll lose interest.”
Another time we went to a pub with no prospectsight, but after a
few minutes at the bar | returned to see a girlppiag her arms
around him, begging him to join him on the dancefl

| decided to try Dragomir game a bit more with ttedian girl. |
talked less and was a bit slower to escalate amchtd leaned back
so she could wonder if | liked her and if | wasmgpto make a move.
After an hour of this in the club, where all | dichs manage some
incidental touches, | said, “When a good song cooreswe should
go dance.” Until that happened, the topic driftedMomen’s bodies
and | announced to her that I'm an ass man.

“Well, I have a huge ass,” she said.

“I may soon try to take a look,” | replied.

A good song finally came on and we walked to thiecdafloor. |
began my robotic dance moves and she started mowimg sensual-
ly. Then she grabbed my hand and put it on her‘8s®, | told you it
was big,” she said.

“Not bad,” | replied, trying to maintain outward lsawhile my
penis became erect. We kissed not long after améde a generic
compliment about her thick lips. It was the firshé | had kissed an
Italian, and | caught myself before | was on thegeeof telling her
so. | didn’t want her to think | valued her in angy, or else the spell
would have been broken.

| hadn’t looked at the time in a while, but | wasmtally calculat-
ing how long | had spent with her versus how muatremntiime |
estimated she would need before sleeping withaamgé man that she
met on the street. | came up with four hours. Ughtd point we had
spent a little over two hours together (Dragomid lhang since left),
but my impatient penis was urging me to close ta.d'Let’s go for
a walk,” | said. Then | ran my venue change ganre: you tired? Do
you want to have a glass of good wine? | live rigbtvn the street.
It's cool if you only want to stay a short time.can play some
American music.

She accepted my invitation. My apartment was ke lfirther than
| would have liked, about a 15 minute walk, so lim&ined nonstop
chatter to distract her from coming up with a waghange her mind.
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Like many girls, she got very cold and withdrawncenn my
place, acting like she had never been to a mardgrapnt before. “I
don’t know what I'm doing here,” she wondered. inst would be to
try to calm her down, but instead | withdrew mysalft at all trying
to reassure her, because | knew it would have ppesite effect. |
stationed myself in front of my laptop and playedsm, making
random comments while her brain was processingptispect of
having sex. “Have this glass of wine and then ledy®u want, no
problem,” | said nonchalantly.

After twenty minutes of light chat, | pulled herathcloser. She
did not resist. We kissed and she gave a barelyep@ble moan of
pleasure before withdrawing and making logical eraation about
Romanian history. This cycle repeated twice moramdw what she
was doing—trying to prevent her emotional feminibein from
superseding her logical masculine brain. So mamysya university
must have tamed her natural side.

“I'm tired,” | said. “Let’s lay on the bed.” Aftea couple minutes |
did the move. It's the best move | have and | retreamwhen and
where | learned it 13 years before. | grabbed fmrdhand gently
placed it on my penis, as if setting a teacup ensaucer. She
squeezed and stroked it. The game was won.

We got naked, | put on a condom, and | fucked Imearcd off for
two hours until we both fell asleep. In the mornhmgy logical brain
slapped her upside the head and she left abrujthpout even saying
goodbye, forgetting her feather earrings.

| MESSAGED the Romanian girl from the street just a few hours
after the Italian girl left. | can’t say | was hgtrand | almost flaked
so | could rest, but | wanted to get back-to-bdegd. The date was
scheduled for one hour after the television segmexst supposed to
air on Romania’s biggest TV channel.

We started at a popular café. Early on she saidis“iBn’'t a date.”
At no point had | referred to it as a date.

| replied, “Sure, this is just a ‘meeting.”

“So tell me why you approached me on the street.”

“l approached you because your hair was nice.”

“No, really!” Maybe she wanted me to say that slees & beautiful
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flower.

“Because your walk was sad, like | told you. Romaanpeople
don’t walk like that.”

“So you only approached me because of my hair aalif,vand
nothing else?”

“Nothing else,” | smiled. | knew giving her a trmmpliment
would mean death.

Later she asked, “Have you ever been in love?”

“Yes one time, with a Brazilian girl.” | debated &ther to tell her
the whole 15-minute story, which was sure to evakkeast one tear,
but | abstained. | was too tired and lazy to delive“And you?” |
prodded.

“Yes I'm currently in love with a man.”

“That’s great,” | instantly replied. At least | sedtuled this waste of
a date on Sunday night. Maybe if | go home | cak @f one more
time to the image of the Italian’s girl booty.

“Yeah, sorry,” she replied. “But you're an attraetiman. You're
also very interesting and nice, but right now fie 'm not looking
for anything. If we met in a bar one night and danink then maybe
we could have an adventure, but if | sleep with ymee then [I'll
want to sleep with you again, but | can’t sleephwibu more than
once.” Her girl logic hurt my brain.

“I understand, but remember this isn't even a dste’re just
having a drink.”

“This is strange,” she interrupted. “My mother kedpxting and
calling me. | have to call her, hold on.” She walkmitside.

The jig was up. Her mother saw the segment andteltisg her
that she was on television. She was going to coack o the table
with a male relative to smash me. At that momentshed to be an
anonymous guy who doesn’t have internet persongduggthat must
always be hidden. This can't be a healthy wayve.|My heart was
beating but there was nothing | could do.

She came back and sat down. “I forgot to call mynmoday and
she was worried, but | talked to her and everytlisngkay.”

Anxiety had gotten the best of me. | was stillhe game.

We drank more, finishing three drinks each. Sheghed 115
pounds (I asked), so | knew those three drinks \makéng an effect.
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She started touching me. She paid me huge comgbmimri at the
same time she boxed me into the friend zone. Idéecto ignore all
her words and try to steer her into my apartméxetdi stray cat. If she
came, great, if not then no big loss. The checkecand she forceful-
ly insisted on paying for her drinks. | let her.

Do you want to have a glass of good wine. | livghtidown the
street. It's cool if you only want to stay a shtme. | want to play
you some American music.

“No | don’t want to go to your place. I'm going herfi

“Alright well | can walk you to make sure you gedrhe safe.” She
lived alone, so | could easily deliver my can-l-yseir-bathroom
line.

“I'll let you walk me halfway, and then when we aat a safe
point, | will let you go and then walk home alondriteresting
countermeasure, | thought. Other men must haveessfidly used
the bathroom line on her. Her logical brain was bhating the
interaction, so my best move was to make her hdrsyopped her
along a thin alley and grabbed and kissed her.r&isted slightly at
first but then got into it. | tried to press my lgorinto her body but
through our coats | don'’t think she felt it. Aftigre kiss | said, “Let’s
go for a walk this way so we can grab a drink.bheeniently left out
the fact that the drink was at my apartment 15 taimaway. It would
be a tall order to get her back, but why not try?

Soon into the walk, a man stopped us on the sideaadl said,
“Hey aren’t you Roosh, | just saw you on televisidhhad been two
hours since the segment aired.

“Thanks,” | said, while continuing to walk.

“Who's that?” the girl asked. “You were on telewais?”

“Yeah it's that travel thing | told you about yestay. It's not
important, | only appeared for ten seconds.”

A few minutes later, she stopped and said, “Look leaving.
You're taking me back to your place.” She startedking away from
me.

“Wait,” | said. “Let’s sit down here for a second/Ve sat on a
bench and | remained silent for some time untiélfin saying, “My
apartment is very comfortable. | wanted to take §@ua drink and
relax for half an hour before you leave, but if yeant me to walk
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you home that is fine too. Honestly, | wanted yosd¢e my apartment
so you can tell me if the design is too communistal. It's decorat-
ed a little weird. | think it's giving me bad drearh

“I would if I could, but not tonight.” Yes, tonightt must happen
tonight. | know you're easy and | know you've hatkenight stands
before. | must find your one-night stand button &inein press it—
smash it, even.

| waited five more minutes, stood up, and triedigdt’s getting
a little cold. Look, | can tell you don't want tamdome. Let’'s walk
this way for five minutes.” She hemmed and hawedenhtook a
couple steps in the direction | wanted to go. Wikas she thinking?
What would she decide?

“Okay just for a couple minutes.” She started wadkagain and
now we were in front of my place, up the elevat@nd into my
apartment. “But I'm not taking off my shoes!” shaidcs

She was even more cold and withdrawn than theaitali was
home but not home free. She talked little and padednk the glass of
wine | poured for her. What bothered me most was tter boots
were tracking dirt through the apartment. After miyeminutes | had
tried to get her to take them off, but she got gedoand then decided
to leave. Stupid me, | should have known betten tioaargue with a
girl.

| stood silent while | watched her put on her c&ite opened the
door, walked out, and pressed the button on theatde in the
hallway. Then | sprang out and said, “It's a sharoa are leaving
before finishing your wine. | thought you said ywauld finish it first
and then leave.” | spoke to her with a tone voideafiotion or
concern.

She said, “| hate to leave on bad terms.”

“You don't have to. Finish your wine and then go.”

She thought for thirty seconds and then decidecbtoe back in.
The bang was hanging by a thread. Back in the rmpatt | gave her
passionate kisses, the most passionate that | couster, but she still
insisted on leaving her boots on. Was | gettingetoor farther? |
didn’t know.

“I'm a little tired,” | said. “I want to lay down.l lay on my bed
and told her to join me. She did with her shoegymanover the side.
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| kissed her and then unzipped the boots and toeintoff. She did
not resist. Then | put her hand on my dick, anciwifive minutes
that dick was inside her.

She moved so vigorously and yelled so loudly thaeemed she
was hoping for sex with me all night. Yet she wadront of the bar
ready to say goodbye, she was halfway to my apattneady to walk
home, and she was waiting for my elevator readyletve the
building. | wanted to think | created the bang, then again maybe it
was her game to make it seem like she was diffitoltest me and
my persistence. I'll never know. Men will never kmo

On the second go-around it took me a long time um,ceven
without a condom, probably because | was deseeditirom the
night before. | didn’t think | would bust, but dogstyle got me there.

Lying next to her, | said, “So, tell me a secret.”

“I'm married and | have a kid.”

I laughed. “Liar.”

Then the night replayed before my eyes. “This isnttate.” “I'm
in love with a man.” “I'm not looking for a relatiship right now.”
She remained silent while | thought, as if she kmaw brain was
connecting the dots. Yes, she was a wife and mothealized that's
why her pussy was exceedingly smooth. Childbirthpsld it like
water erodes rock.

| fucked her once more. This time | wanted to finiger off nasty.
After nearly 40 minutes at rapid fuck speed, | @dlbut and went for
her mouth, but | didn't make it so my sperm got tiyosn her chin
and neck. She rubbed it on herself. | was happy.

THE NEXT afternoon she kept calling me. She must've hebodita
the segment. | didn’'t answer her calls but then str@ me a text
saying something was “urgent” and | needed toteailback. | did so,
fully braced.

“I'm freaking out right now,” she said.

“Oh?”

“Yeah. Do you have... HIV?” She pronounced the waorstéad of
the initials, and it took me a couple seconds tdeustand what she
was talking about. Relief flowed over me.

“HIV? No way. I'm pretty sure.”
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“Yes well it takes six months for it to show up artest. When did
you last get tested?”

“A year ago,” | lied.

“Can you get tested now?”

“Look, you're having a classic panic attack. Itikel getting a
headache and then thinking you have brain cancau'r® fine, I'm
fine. If you want to get a test in a few monthsnttio it, but don't
worry about it now. I'll text you in a couple days.

“You don't have to do that. | got what | wanted.i§ban’t contin-
ue.”

“That’s fine then. Have a good day.”

Some of her paranoia rubbed off on me, and fonth few days |
examined my dick a little more closely when uringtiNothing came
up, and | never saw the Italian or Romanian giglsira
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The City

Nine hours on a communist-era train.

| used to travel by land all the time in South Aioar I'd go to the
station, hop on a bus with my rucksack, and thedh gmin another
city. | maintained a spreadsheet documenting thps.trAfter six
months, | logged 15 days spent on buses, incluithireg trips over 20
hours. | considered it a feat of strength that kvedle to do so,
especially without an mp3 player. | would just sitotionless,
thinking and sleeping, thinking and sleeping. Natlike weight
training, the trips got easier. | became good ag ltips. And then |
went to Europe, which is much more compact, witleagh flights
from one country to the next. | now had an mp3 @tagady even for
short hauls.

| have spent much time wondering why trips are ®eaasting.
You're just sitting on a chair, motionless, not ek&ng or activating
your body in any strenuous way. Instead, it's trental load which
wears you down; you must use all your energy togaoinsane. You
have to keep it together and not get up and yell horrible it is to be
trapped for so many hours around people you dordink That's the
only explanation | have for why it feels like | rarmarathon when all
| actually did was try to not have a meltdown aledked out the
window at the rolling countryside.

Toma called me a half hour before my train wastsetrrive. |
found his apartment agency on the internet, andgbdhe deal was a
complimentary pickup at the train station. He meton the platform
and took one of my bags. | fought my grumpy pagt-inood and
gave long answers to his questions, hoping thetddbde apartment
was short. It was late at night but he took thengceoute that
included the central square and theater. The streete dirty and the
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buildings were ugly, in the Stalinist style I'vedmene accustomed to
while living in Ukraine. He must think I'm a toutisvho wants to see
the sights, soak in the culture, open a big map famd my way
through the historic landmarks of what makes tloisntry what it is,
but no, there’'s something else | care about. Iearched the world
with energy that | didn’t know | had just to findi$ special place,
only to be disappointed again and again. As adeflfnse mecha-
nism, for whatever city | pick, | assume that itist the place I'm
looking for and that I'll have to pack my bags amehtinue searching.

He escorted me inside the apartment. | neededt tal@ie and
wonder why exactly I'm in yet another city wherddve to start all
over again. | have to find a supermarket and a. ¢dfave to get used
to the city layout. | have to find a mall whererthare women to talk
to. And not only will I have to find clubs, but Isa have to know on
which nights they are good. The party can rage ediWgsday and be
dead on Saturday, or vice versa. | have to findte 8ar as close as
possible to my new home. It has to be more upmatiaat a cafe,
maybe with a bakery case, but not an expensivauesit. Then |
have to find a gym with a squat rack. If | find dikse things, | will
be ready to enjoy the city and the women, assurnthiagit contains
women in the preferable ratio and quality thatgide

The initial drive through the city suggested it veashithole, even
greater than the previous shitholes | had beem ¢idn't think I'd
stay for more than the week | had already bookatthBrest was
definitely better. It had an old town with actiomeey night of the
week. The nightlife area was compact, with no needesearch or
explore. The logistics were easy to lock up, butlid have some
problems | didn’t care for. It was a big city withe big city mentali-
ty. Everyone had high expectations for their dreaem or woman.
They were obsessed with their new smartphone gaalygtall the
attention and validation that comes through it.rEheere more guys
than girls. The default program that men of anylsmation have is
to head to the capital for money, and this countag no exception,
but | couldn’t deny that it was good to me, and tiemories of the
Italian student and Romanian MILF were still freshmy mind. Two
fresh lays a week would make any man happy, but #uain | felt
Bucharest was missing an ingredient that madesb | left in search

14



THE CITY

of something better.

In the past | would roll the dice and book one rhadnta city sight
unseen, selecting it based on guesswork and recodatiens from
other men. I've been burned doing this in CopenhaBéga, Kaunas,
and to a lesser extent, Kharkov (Ukraine), whenvKkiould have
been much better. My new strategy was to spendavaak in a city,
approach girls day and night, try to get a bang, then do the same
in another city. After a few weeks in a few citie#hin the same
country, | would then pick the best one.

IT SOUNDED good in theory, but in practice it fails because get
worn out. In the capital | was able to party havdget those two
bangs. Then my energy dropped off in the secondlditied and |
didn’t even get a kiss, just a couple of numbei®wih this third city,
way in the east of the country, with two more plkeahras part of my
grand strategy, | woke up the day after the traie mwith not the
slightest desire to talk to a female. | just wanteddo my internet
loop of checking email, Twitter, blog, email, Twitf blog.

It's said that the most important thing in lifetisie, but really it's
energy. How many people can conjure continual gnevgr the long
run without dropping off? How many people can sfiagused and
determined enough to keep pushing? All humans hiave. They
may not use it correctly, but it's given to themmefgy is the real
prize, to be able to complete your ambitions, st ones, and then
complete those too. Where does the needed enenge doom?
Desire? Feelings of inferiority?

It's easy to be awed by history’s great rulers anwpire builders.
Killing millions of people, as evil as it is, isilsimpressive. This one
bag of bones killed millions of other bags of bartdew did he have
the energy to do it? How did he continue well gastinitial goals to
go above and beyond what any other man had dongtalih were
born today, would he be too distracted by Facebmolpersecute
millions of his own people? The energy must conmmfrthoughts,
how you speak to yourself. It's definitely not comgifrom muscle or
the stomach. It's coming from the brain, which inthl can control,
so therefore | will force myself to stop this imet loop and go out.
Even though | will return to Bucharest, since Wstter, | must try,
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just to say | tried. | won't know the truth othessi

I went to the mall first. The talent was decent ardid one ap-
proach that didn't bear fruit. | walked around thall some more and
found a huge supermarket that was like a Walmartwith more
attractive people.

In the US, my favorite day venue is the coffee skopatural place
to meet learned women. Abroad, it's often replaadth the super-
market. It's too easy to ask a girl what a cerfaiod is or if there is
another large supermarket nearby because “thisdwmesn’'t have
what | need.” | did this on a young girl, about $8th dark hair and
green eyes in the pet food aisle. She was a gaurtl teptalk to me in
spite of the smell, but her English was poor.

If you're in a city where some people speak str&mglish and
some don't, it's a waste of time to deal with thege don't. If a girl
speaks fluent English, it's probably because skeslithe language
and studied more than her schooling required. laliswse her
English as a cue in the first fifteen seconds fdrwether | should
continue or not, but in this case | had to testwlaers and collect
data on whether this city was better than the ethar | went for her
number after ten minutes. She gave it to me, butnwihtexted her a
couple days later, | received no reply.

That night, a Thursday, it was a challenge to siffutny computer
to venture out at night for the first time. | ditileave until after
midnight, a sloppy move that goes against my owiricad

I did my research and had a skeletal outline oftvtha city was
like. The big clubs are in two zones, one in theteeand one in the
student area, but the latter is two miles awayinkilmy logistics for a
one-night stand. | decided to research the cemstridy checking out
a bar. Inside, the groups were large and centerednd tables,
meaning it would be difficult for me to approachigit back out |
went to stop a man and ask him for directions tattzar bar nearby.
He spoke English and said, “Before | tell you whires, | have to
give you some hospitality.” He lowered his backpdcam his
shoulder and pulled out a two-liter bottle. Insidas cheap beer.
“Drink,” he said. I'd rather not, but | didn’'t wambd disrespect him. |
lightly pressed my lips around the bottle’s mouthd atook the
smallest sip possible. “No, drink with confidencég said. | laughed
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and made an excuse, “| really don't like beer.kelivodka.” He
accepted my answer, and after a short chat he gubimte in the
direction of the bar. It still wasn't easy to firahd | had to ask
another man. This one went out of his way to wakk directly to it.
The only thing he didn’t do was hold my hand.

The bar was smoky, loud, and full of hipsters, tha Brooklyn
style of hipsters but the lazy ones who use thedtire more as an
excuse to wear dirty Converse shoes instead ofeprfyptwear. |
ordered a drink and did what | usually do in a nemue—scan the
layout, up and down, searching for good areas wheoenen
congregate around. No bar layout is equal, for lanco here or a
table there creates an imbalance, a choke poidt,aarthis area of
inequality, where there are more women than metand, wait, and
hunt. My research must proceed with vigor. | hav@rove that this
city sucks so | can go back to the capital andxrtdare for a couple
months. With such a negative outcome in mind, wimol &idding at
what the actual result will be? If | want a citylie a certain way, I'm
sure it will show that side, and in my first bapapach there, it did.

I had been experimenting with a new opener: “Yoo'dimok like
you speak English.” I did this in Ukraine and itnked well because
most girls don't in fact speak English, but in Raviea where most
people do, it comes across as an insult. It's digimg up to them and
saying, “You don't look educated so maybe you'remand stupid.”
The first girl | used it on accused me of usingree.l | wanted to
reply, “But it worked on your mom,” yet | refrained

Like most hipster bars, this one had a horrendoale-to-female
ratio. | can’t believe | preferred these venuethmpast, but | did use
to bang lower quality. | used to also be more atesgsvith the one-
night stand, and girls who are closer to averagenasre down for
that. They like using their sexuality as a weapdnatiraction,
something that more beautiful girls don’'t have tm @he level of
difficulty in going up the beauty ladder is bothsé¢mating and
disheartening, that all the game | learned to bang just barely
applies to her 9 counterpart, and that at my adevde to keep
grinding it out to satisfy standards that are gshigher at a faster
speed than my game ability.

| did one more approach and got nothing. | wenanother club
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and approached a girl by the coat check. She waeptige and |
thought | might get somewhere, but then | got ctmtded by her fat
friend.

| was a happier man when | didn't fully understambat value
was. When it came to coffee, for instance, | usetd able to drink
any kind of mud in a cup and enjoy it. | used tmkithe powdered
single-serving coffee they sell in the checkouteatd the supermar-
ket. But now my cappuccino has to be perfect. Tdestr has to be
bold, the milk has to be hot, and the foam musk pig&a fluffy snow
when | twirl a spoon into it. Today | can judgeappuccino not just
by the taste, but how long it takes for the sugalate on the foam to
sink into the cup.

If 1 took my level of game today and matched ithwity standards
from ten years ago, | would get laid perhaps ewégit of the week,
but standards can’t possibly remain stable. Quaafitects quality,
experience changes quality, and you seek bettgsaget older. This
is why when a guy tells me, “If only | knew whakrnow now when |
was back in college,” | remain silent, because af/dis wish came
true, he would still repeat the same phrase a feavsyafter his time
travel. There is always additional knowledge a man know even
when he possesses the highest levels of knowledge.

THE SECOND country | visited in the world was Venezuela.uda
now at how completely unprepared | was to get ldidid every
single thing wrong, including using a guidebookptok which cities
to hit and only staying four nights in each plaagéhaut even lining
up girls on the internet beforehand. When | retdrheme, a thought
entered my head: “Wouldn't it be cool if there wdravel guides
dedicated to just getting laid?” | was broke at tinee, barely even
able to afford the trip to Venezuela, but the tHdugever escaped
me.

| wanted to be the first man to attempt such a, faat even if
there wasn’t a market for this type of guide, | teahto do it just
because. How many guides should | write until Il fibbe project is
complete? Another thought said ten. The numberwes round
enough and high enough that | knew it would put anea plane
above other men. The goal would allow me to accateutxperienc-
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es that few others had.

It took a few years, but | did the ten. Along theywthe media of
each individual country came calling and did agetichnd TV pieces
on me. The Romanian TV segment led to me beinggrézed almost
daily for the next month. Guys were fearless wippraaching me at
any time, even while | was sitting in a café buriedmy work.
They'd want to talk to me simply because of the daifi you asked
them to name one of my books they wouldn't be &blell you, but
they could quickly tell you the name of the newsgram they saw
my big head on.

I don’t care for fame for the sake of fame. I'mfeetly fine being
anonymous in some city whose name | don’t even kihow to
pronounce. | can go to the club and lurk in theneorll night until |
see a girl | like, but if fame can get me laid pietty women will
come up to me and want to have sex with me merebtalse they
know of me, then give me fame. Tell me what | htvelo to get it
and I'll do it.

On my second night out | went to the city’s snobbigdub. | was
surrounded by some of the most beautiful womenhian world.
During my second approach, before | could everfiielivering my
line, the girl said, “I know you from TV! You're Rsh.” Yes, | am
he. Fake bashfulness, confident grin.

Ten minutes in she asked to take a picture with Anel then her
friend did the same. They both complimented me likk@as the most
amazing man in the world. | could do no wrong witem and the
only question was whether to choose the girl linally approached,
Sabina, who was shorter with bangs and big eyetheotaller one,
Violeta, not as pretty but with a more sultry peiy. | let the girls
pick, and it was obvious that Sabina liked me méeen after the
taller one complimented me by saying | was “perfettdid not
change my decision. Sabina would be the one | wtalldto, dance
with, touch, and eventually kiss for two hours, batthe end |
couldn’t extract her and only got a number. That®t of work for
just one number, but this is a groupie close. I walid. If any girl
will come through, it will be this one.

A big problem in Romania is that girls give extrdyrigigh weight
to the opinions of their friends. This social judgm is like an ax
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waiting to hack at me when | try to talk to a giith her friends
nearby. You can mathematically calculate the odbidabure by

correlating it to the number of friends that aregching the approach.
They don't do a typical “We have to go” cockblockhkey cockblock
with their eyes instead. Just one stern look frbm friend and my
target will completely freeze up, giving short aessvwhile slowly

turning away from me. This called for strategy.

My plan was to go to a club, identify the top thefour girls |
wanted to talk to, and then visually keep tabshamt throughout the
night until an opportunity presented itself in fioem of her slightly
detaching from her friends. Maybe she gets distthdty another
group, maybe she goes to the bathroom alone, obenslye’s at the
bar and her friends forget about her while theyttryset up a drink
order. Then I'll have one minute to make an impmssif that
impression is good, | will be able to fight the gudent of her friends
for at least another four minutes until she exits ¢conversation. How
she performs this exit tells me whether she likesomnot. If she just
stops talking to me completely, it's over, butliessays, “It was nice
talking to you but | have to go back to my friendew,” she’s
essentially saying “Take my number!” It's hard tlibve this at first,
because in so many countries girls utter that kvieen they're
definitely not interested, but due to the factdrattexist in Romania
and nowhere else, it's a clear sign of interelgained to follow with,
“Well | enjoy talking to you too. How about we grabdrink some-
time?” Then the actress in her comes alive wheeefsigns surprise
like she never considered having a drink with meglying, “Oh,
umm, okay yeah sure why not.” Then | get her nun@et go to a
different part of the club to talk to other girls.

The following night | went to a college pub neag gtudent center.
| ordered an Absolut on the rocks, but | saw theeoaer pour the
local vodka brand and hand it to me. | said, “Nasked for Absolut.”
Instead of fixing his error, he tried to snatch theney from my hand
anyway and give me the incorrect drink. | wouldgt him, and
insisted on paying for what | wanted. He yelledra in Romanian,
flailed his arms, and then refused to serve mel ®ent without a
drink for some time, debating whether to stay i plab or go back to
the snobby club where | knew all the beautifulgyislere. | thought of

20



THE CITY

the capital, where girls were much more impresdechy foreign
status. | thought of Sabina and what time on Suradgynoon | was
going to message her to set up a date. | thoughowfmuch work |
really had to do in order to get a number from anRoian girl—how
much attraction had to be present for her not jasgive me her
number but to actually show up on a date.

| spotted a pretty girl but she was sitting dowra aable. | wanted
to experiment. | stood close to her and made aamdtr her to stand
up. She shook her head. | then mouthed, “I wasaipsomething to
you.” | repeated my levitation motion. She stood lugpit game and
after two minutes | told her | was on my way out ibwvould be nice
to go out with her. She scrunched her face andrgaidl went for the
number too soon.

| entered the snobby club late, around 2:30am. Wais actually
the best time because early on, before people himvadrinks in
them, their snobbiness was at a maximum and groupe still
tightly formed. It also allowed me to benefit fraoifme intoxicating
result of guys trying to impress women by buyingrnthsugary shots.
I regulated my drinking so | would be the most gaipan at the end
of the night when | planned a full-scale attackast call with my “Is
there another bar that is still open?” gambit.

Patiently | waited and tried to understand the ngatiances that
were taking place before me. The guys seemed aigeepushing
hard to move girls to the dance floor to squeer# thodies and get
in close to their faces, but they weren’t succegdirsaw kamikaze
approaches where a man, high on energy drinks,dagain on a big
group of four or five. | watched their attemptstwdutward indiffer-
ence while trying to predict the result based odybtanguage and
appearance. | was occasionally surprised by uratedstmen who
kept conversations going for great lengths.

A tall man walked up to me. He was dressed in #ecpck style
with a leather vest, bedazzled necklace, and covilomgs. He was
tall and good looking, though his eyebrows wererlgveanicured
like that of a magician’s. He told me he was a nsalpper.

“I saw you on the television when | was watchingwith my
mom,” he said. “I knew right away that you werelréeknew you
were using all your experiences and travel in ideconstruct your
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opinions. It's not like that here. It's not likepkn and Finland and
other countries I've been to for my stripping jdlney are more open-
minded. When a girl here finds out what | do, sbesglosed off to it,
to the art of it, the dance. But | was in Polatike lyou were, and the
girls were open. They appreciated a well-travelezh mith experi-
ence. Here they don't care. They only care aboutapoThey are
shallow, and | can't wait to leave.” If | had a ldolfor every local
guy who said that all his women cared about wasaypohwouldn’t
have to write books anymore.

| prayed for last call but it refused to come. pagached a cute girl
who said she recognized me from television. Shgded that she
used to be a model, but I didn’'t acknowledge itefTkhe dropped the
fact that her boyfriend was in the club, talkingatwother girl.

“So you're just talking to me to make him jealousdsked. She
craned her neck to stare at him, as if to get hisntion and say,
“Look, I'm talking to the guy who was on televisiomhose name I'm
not even sure of. | think it's Ross.”

I could imagine the thoughts going through her hedtth each
additional minute her boyfriend talked to the githe self-doubt, the
jealousy, and the anger, yet | wanted to have mbipanaking that
man feel the same, so | put on a stupid grin anadt sident. She got
the hint and faded a couple feet away where anatiaer offered to
buy her and her friend shots. They refused but deght them
anyway and pathetically tried to convince them timid Unable to
endure this display, | went to the other side eflar.

The lights came on at 5:30 and the music stoppkdteTwere still
two dozen people in the club. | took a deep braathsidled next to a
tall blonde girl while her friend was talking togaly. The situation
was favorable. “Do you know if there is another theat’s still open?”
| asked.

“I don't know,” she replied.

“Because I'm not so tired and | wouldn’t mind goisgmewhere
else.”

“It's pretty late, everywhere is closed.” She wagrgy me noth-
ing. | looked off to the side, scanning my braim #oquestion that
would keep the conversation going but not showrésteon a girl
who apparently didn’t seem so interested. My parsmuraged her,
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because she asked me where | was from.

“I'm from the U.S.” | said.

“No way. Really?”

“Yup. It's very far away from here.”

“Why are you here?”

After a dramatic pause | replied, “I ask myself mvday.” She
laughed. “No, I'm here for business.”

“What do you do?”

“Writing. | go to a country, stay there for 3-6 ntbs, and put out
articles, books, and so on. What do you do?”

“I'm a medical student.”

“Cool.”

It was obvious there would be no extraction. Thepbe beside her
was watching me too closely, and | did sense aegtdérjudgment
from the friend that suggested wonder on why sheevan talking to
me. After five minutes of a basic chat, | got Ligimumber and went
home, slightly dejected but not particularly upsetould try to get
both Sabina and Livia out in the next couple dagmefully banging
them before | returned to Bucharest. The next @di@n | confirmed
the plans with Sabina to meet at 8pm.

| DECIDED to show up an hour early to at least get someimgad
done. | picked a spot where | could easily seeyewver coming in,
which meant constant distraction from the beauiwiihg past me. In
Washington DC, such beauty would be most welconuamse of its
infrequency, once every half-hour or so, but héneas once every
minute, a supply that was seemingly unlimited.

| looked forward to Sabina’s arrival. This may hdeen a warn-
ing sign that something bad was about to happew.tiéwme you look
forward to seeing someone, that someone seemelti.fém not a
spiritual man, but such eagerness must somehovenatate into
actions that a girl can perceive. Maybe it's an wedd phone
exchange where you pressured her or a gratuitoilsysface in a
text message. Women can notice things that mert,dd@ how a
dog can see colors that humans are unable to. tfioughts must be
clean and lacking in emotion if you want the deskiresult, and
faking it until you make it will only work on girlesho are also faking
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it until they make it. For the real deal, the prittee sum of your value
has to exceed the sum of hers.

| can't say Sabina was a prize. She was 24 buteldak couple
years older. She was cute, a girl | would date @ but in a land of
unlimited beauty, she did not stand out. Her bodg ¥irm and toned,
maybe three pounds overweight, and her chin waslfairth too
long. | feel silly to be describing her in such asHion, but being
around excess beauty makes a man picky beyondmrefas® begun
noticing parts of human anatomy | didn't know esitbefore. | had
only recently discovered eyebrows while living ikrdine. | became
skilled at judging their thickness, color, shaped dow rounded the
edges should be, something | could possibly codifyan Excel
spreadsheet. That has stayed with me in spite asfing Ukraine.
Every girl | meet now has to go through my eyebrgauntlet
whereas years ago all that mattered was that stualigcshe had
eyebrows.

Twenty minutes past our meeting time and there masign of
Sabina, not even a message stating she woulddod latew my fate
was sealed. | got stood up by an average-lookingge. Has that
ever happened before in the course of groupiergidtoguess I'm the
groupie if I'm the one getting stood up. She is plassessor of value
while | sit alone in the coffee shop trying to mred that I'm not
perturbed, that my plan all along was to have a dath a book.

She did apologize through multiple text messagdsnaérds,
insisting that | not be mad, but | didn't reply. WM@an | not be mad?
Sure, I'm confident and fulfilled and all that kshit, but a girl just
didn’t show up on a date when she said she woutthnit care if
she’s my father, my sister, or my best friend, distespect of this
sort should be met with at least a verbal admongstinToo bad that
the only punishment | could give was silence, whilciesn't come
close to making her feel what | was feeling.

Maybe | should have gone after her friend instéaddsight is 20-
20, but Violeta did give me perhaps the best caomgtit I've ever
received when she said | was a “perfect” man. T$tenran around
the club and flirted with other guys, and | vaguegmembered
something about a boyfriend. If a woman sincerdijelves you are
perfect, and then walks away to attention whorat, $imply serves as
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a reminder of how hard it is to get laid. Is it pitsbe to be better than
perfect? The only other explanation is that shis @lery man perfect
as some sort of seductive technique, but thereotlrer ways of
flirting without being so transparent.

| left the café and walked home. | was disappoirtest | had
missed out on groupie sex, something | hadn’'t égpeed in Europe.
It wasn’t so much that | needed sex as it was gegganting a
European groupie notch. | pursued her because mywemted the
notch, and so | only have it to blame for gettiaggcted by someone |
didn’'t especially care for.

| didn’t have the energy to get on another comniuman within
only three days. | emailed my landlord and told himanted to stay
for one more week. Getting stood up assured meuldh't stay, but
then Livia, the tall blonde, came through.

| told her to meet me at the coffee shop the next 8Are you
there yet?” she texted me. She was coming. Nowé ba be frank—
her face is a little buttery. Her nose is too gy eyes are too small,
and her eyebrows are too thin, but as a platinund® she is seen as
“hot” in a country of brunettes, even though | aigely know she’s
just alright. Her beauty lay in how she carriedsedt When she
strutted into the café, heads turned. Knee high lias, a tight skirt
that revealed her body, and thick hair swishingkletd forth like a
bad shampoo commercial. She gave me a hug andrshehing |
noticed were her long, manicured nails. She wettt witeal color for
her eye makeup that matched her teal blouse. It feminine girl
in the world meets a man who craves that, who tsate world for
that, is he not the happiest man?

I imagined how trimmed and clean her pussy wouldvoéd of
smell or deformity. | wanted it, so | ran the pragr that works on
getting it. | told her my story, | told her my exjmnces, | told her
how | became the man she should want to have sd#x ®he had
very little to say, a strength instead of a weaknés it let me lead
and control the conversation. | weaved a portrditmyself that
impressed her, and | do recall her saying words ‘l&mazing” and
“wow” and “so cool” as | recounted tales from thamy countries |
stepped foot into, the books | wrote, the peopteet, and the wisdom
I've learned, all the while hoping her pussy watige wet.
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| got close to her lips and she bridged the gagsikg me gently. |
already noted that Romanian guys go crazy when kissygirls, as if
they've never kissed before, but a man must pulkbast. He must
make it clear that it's not a big deal. Soon shesmg tongue and
touching my face with her hand, trying to turn nme o

“What time do you have to wake up tomorrow?” | akke

“6am.”

“Damn, that’s early. Sometimes | go to bed one tumfore that.”

“Yes | have a class.”

“But are you tired right now?”

“Not really.”

“Do you like wine?” She was drinking a capiroskadanwas
drinking scotch.

“Yes | like wine.”

“I bought a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc the othertnigVould you
like to come over for one drink? | live right dowme street. | know
you have to get up early so | understand if you tnhesve in one
hour.”

“Okay, but only one hour.” The trap was set. Thiy @uestion is
who’s laying the trap. As a man | want to belielattl do everything
to take the interaction where | want it, but atéris said and done,
who'’s to say it wasn't the girl’s plan all along?

Even after two glasses of wine in my apartment géne me a
surprising amount of resistance, though nothingdrftt experienced
before. The game becomes a series of if-then staism If she
doesn’t want to take off her shirt on the couchedier a tour of your
room. If she doesn’t want to take off her shirttlie room, sneakily
unsnap her bra with one hand to make her laugthdfdoesn’t mind
me touching her vagina over her clothes, pull feerdhdown on erect
cock. If she doesn’t want to put her hand insidetg#o directly feel
the cock, take a ten-minute break. If you get tasie, do this move
or that move which gets you one inch closer to $haet pussy.

I wasn't making too much headway, but | wanted t@w one
thing—was she wet? If she was then | knew | hadchance, but
otherwise it would be best to call it a night. Tiedf out | would have
to put my hand down her pants and then deftly alifinger under-
neath her panties to find the hole. When | did ngantb succeed,
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after a long hour, she was wetter than her resistanggested. | then
had a strange instinct to take the little bit atguon my finger and
rub it on my cock to feed him a sample taste of passy, but |

refrained.

Finally, she succumbed to me urging her to “justket off her
shirt, as if implying that once | got it off, | wian’t be interested in
taking off any other article of clothing. It wassgafrom there and
soon she was naked. | strapped on a condom andueked like
animals.

They say the pleasure of the orgasm comes fronp¢héc mus-
cles, but the last thing | think about when | ejatelis my pelvis.
How amazing and scary that this explosion of pleasmslaves me,
but I'm enjoying the slavery as | rest for 15 miemitbefore fucking
her again, this time without a condom, and | rdsising my eyes roll
into the back of my head. | force myself to stagused, to keep my
eyes open, to concentrate and give her a goodmhttiat makes her
moan, though my second nut was elusive. | knew uldrgt make it
since she was drying up. We stopped.

She wanted to take a quick shower but came baskytdhe water
was too cold. “You must let it run for five minutés said, as we
stood naked in the living room. Since we had same to kill, | put
her on the kitchen counter and spread her legswdfg at it again
while the water got hot. The kitchen track lighés/g me a great view
of my dick going in and out while her thin labia aeait all seem so
clean and pure. My hands held up her thighs whaleanms rested on
my shoulders and like an ape | pounded this gitil she could take
no more. It felt fine but I still couldn’t cum arsthe went to wash her
body.

It's hard to admit that a lot of girls don’t wamt fuck me a second
time. | can’t seem to correlate why, and as muchveant to think it's
due to my bedroom performance, that doesn’t seefretthe case.
Girls I've never been able to make orgasm are ggdlikely to stick
around as girls | gave multiple orgasms to. | feglitivia would stick
since she did give me affection and sweet embracdsed, but |
knew that the connection was built not on mutuhation but rather
overpowering value | gave her and then leveragtadn impulsive
decision to have sex on a Monday evening just ahfews before she
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was due in school.

Livia left at 6am. | continued to sleep until 3. We¢hsoaking in the
sex afterglow, | thought of maybe staying longemtithe extra week
because of how relatively easily | gained a nightmamense sexual
pleasure. If | could do it once | could do it againlucky approach in
the club that leads to sex makes me think of stayihile a bad night
in the club pushes me to the train station. Liksea-saw my opinion
changes depending on the result I'm getting, ardothly danger is
making a decision immediately after a great higlta alisappointing
low. Your most recent success or failure is freshyour mind and
leads to a decision that may affect your futureweys you don’t
expect.

| found myself in a real estate office inquiring ttte agent if it
would be possible, just to fulfill my curiosity, tent an apartment in
the center for two months. Yes, it is possible, andn we’re in the
car, looking at apartments. One apartment was bnaed but
expensive and sparsely furnished while the othes vaommunist
throwback. | visited a second real estate offidee Temale agent was
quite pretty and showed me pictures of an apartihentthe landlord
could allow me to view within the hour. | agreedam only due to
curiosity, but | can look back now and know that ttecision to stay
was already made, thanks entirely to banging Losiathe kitchen
counter. Images of my dick violating her pussy waii fresh on my
mind, distorting my decision-making process.

The apartment owner was a tall brown man from Lebaa coun-
try that is closely allied with my father’s, Ira@nce he found out |
was half-Iranian, he peppered me with questions sirmved great
interest in my background. His Middle Eastern-dated apartment
was pleasant enough, located close to a primebdatdt took me not
more than a minute to ask him what type of deatdwdd give me for
two months, assuming he had the internet connetti@eded for my
“internet marketing” business.

“The rent you are giving me is very fair, but,” doked to the
beautiful agent, “I have to account for her feetieSnitially quoted
me a 100% fee of the first month’s rent, but | vemhta bigger
discount. | told her, “I looked at another apartingnd the rent was
600 euros, but the agent was willing to bring e flown to 200
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euros. This rent is 480, can you match that fee?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation. Damn it, | pablly could have
got her down to 100. That money will go into heabiy upkeep
which is worth every penny because even the laddoticed it and
twitched his eyebrows at me as she walked us badket office to
sign the contract. | could have been signing awgykitney for all |
knew since it was in Romanian.

But wait, did | just agree to a two-month leaseeasn the blonde
pussy | fucked? | did, because if | didn't fuck hiwat night |
wouldn’t have agreed to staying in a place whedidh't get laid
while there was another city a train ride away \ehetid, twice.

My new landlord invited me to his house to have dretse coffee.
| couldn’t say no. His large house was right in th@st central part of
the city. He came to Romania to attend university after graduat-
ing he married a local girl, started his own impaxport business,
and had two kids. His story was very similar to fayher's, who
came to America to attend university. Afterwards $eitled in
Washington DC, married a foreign girl, started dwan business, and
had two kids.

I met his son, 15 years old, and he asked me ahgutinternet
marketing” business. | hate it when people dive iobe of my lies,
because now | have to remember the lie for as bmd know the
person. “l sell books and e-products on the intervghenever
someone buys a book through one of my pages, d getnmission.”
Thankfully he didn’t inquire further.

First came the Lebanese coffee. Then came the &émckhen the
pastries. Then the fruit. The coffee was servea $mall espresso cup
and was supposed to be taken without milk. | alwgrjrsk with milk
so | reluctantly stirred in a small spoon of sugad brought it to my
lips. | was surprised to taste hazelnut and cacabearthly flavors
that | have never experienced before in coffeeskied for seconds
and talked with my landlord about Middle Easterritms until he
randomly urged me to use “prophylactic” on thegyirimeet, out of
earshot of the son who was in the kitchen makingskif a sandwich.
Without hesitation |1 nodded my head as if | woulever consider
putting my dick in some girl's vagina without protien.

“This coffee was great but | have to make a Skyalé at 6:30.”
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Another lie. That's two now on this man who diddéserve it. He let
me go and | went to the mall to read and work,rldiigting the
supermarket. | slowly meandered through with my,daoking for a
girl who was not with a dude or friends. | walkeal and down each
aisle until finally | spotted one. She was obvigusl a rush, but it
was the only available opportunity so | timed it € to both look at
the canned tuna section at the same time. “Isatinysgood?” | asked.
She was taken aback by my question and out can&tonl material.
| just moved here... everything is new to me... younglaage is
difficult... do you like speaking English? She low&aktaking English,
and she was beginning to smile, and later did thelevfake yeah
sure, why not thing when | asked her out.

| needed insurance against possibly making the gvd@tision to
rent an apartment here instead of in Bucharesk.had to approach a
lot of girls and get enough numbers where my wibbd transform
something possibly not good into something good.

| went out to the most popular venue on Thursdghtnithe hipster
bar | had been to before. | spotted three girls lthked. | can predict
if a girl will immediately reject me or not based ber body language
right before | say the first word of my line, whérstick my head
through her comfort zone and lean into one of lags @ an attempt
to cut through the noise. If the girl doesn’t ldawards my mouth,
the rejection will be swift. I'm at the point whelelon’t even bother
delivering the opener if | enter her space anddsiesn't respond by
at least slightly coming towards me.

| kept my eye on the three girls. One was a pétiteg wearing a
white blouse and bowtie. She was with eight othienfis. This type
of approach is almost impossible with her crew adyuut it became
much more manageable when she went to the bathedone. |
followed her and waited outside for her to finien minutes later
she came out and | tapped her on the shoulders&maed interested
and | mentally counted down the time until herride arrived, and
sure enough a gang of three came like heat-seekisgjles to grab
her away. But she stopped them to deny the cockblocouldn’t
hear what she said but | imagine it was, “No, flw@sl, he’s from the
USA.” The three friends circled around us, waitifiy another
opportunity to strike. | wrapped up my game andhlgatnumber.

30



THE CITY

Two girls remained. | stalked one, a tall blondeovdoked Slavic.
Her angry face was standoffish but she was atmacind | have
never landed an attractive girl that | didn't gteaf She was standing
near two girlfriends who were both talking to guygst then she
walked off alone to order a drink. Before she calddso, | tapped her
on the shoulder and said she didn’t look like slas 'vom Romania.
Her smirk didn't change and she responded with feards. |
suspected it wouldn’t last long, but she remairddagid let me talk.
After five minutes | saw a smile develop.

We're talking—or more like I'm talking—and she dodsask me
where I'm from. If a foreign girl doesn’t ask aftarminute, | know
she’s not interested, but | can't seem to releagsethfrom this girl
because of her beauty. Like a clown | continuecthversation until
the ten-minute mark, when | give up for good. Ichtfle next silence,
just staring at her eyes, expecting a curt, “Thagkedbye,” but she
gives me a nervous smile, looks away, and then, 48Skswhere are
you from?”

| consciously told my brain not to overvalue hest to place her
on a pedestal, and it might have been working mrahe began
putting more work into the conversation than | was,if she was
anxious | may walk away. | made a move to the Inar asked if she
wanted something and she said she'd take the shing t was
having, vodka on the rocks, a tough drink for thoseaccustomed to
it. 1 warned her but she said she wanted to trysdt,we're both
drinking vodka on the rocks and she’s pretendirag ifts not so bad.
This pleased me because | knew she was establiskppgrt with me
by liking what | like. We finished our drinks aneétfriends finally
decided to leave. She looked me in the eyes amt] ‘4afell it was
nice meeting you but | have to go.” | took thataasue to get her
number.

As | was about to leave a man came up to me ani@cdniiknew
what he was going to say before he said it: “I yawon TV.”Yes...

I was on TV... what's your name... that's cool... yeahdgihs here
are pretty... | like your countnHe told me that the girls here want a
man who is rich and handsome and | thought ofralldther guys in
all the other countries I've been to who are cooeththat all a girl
wants is money, and how such an explanation isimgptimore than a

31



POOSY PARADISE

failure to understand the women, a scapegoat feir failures, an
excuse for their lazines&irls like rich guys, and I'm not rich, so
that's why I'm not getting laidThe girls-want-money excuse is a
great indicator that | shouldn't listen to a guwtkihen my ears
perked up when he started talking about how hdagtall weekend
from one-night stands.

He said, “You should go after that girl, you caigkiher easy.” |
looked into the crowd and | saw a girl who was andybe a 5, and it
all made sense. He wasn't lying, he was just fugkiirls that |
wouldn’t, and there is no point talking game wiimtbecause he just
won't understand where I'm coming from, but I'llhony head so we
can have some male bonding.

The next day in the mall | approached a girl whohéd out to
have braces. | was immediately turned off, but thlea told me she
was 17, turning me right back on. She was excegliprchatty,
telling me how she loves other cultures and wamtsavel the world
and so on. “l can’t wait until I'm older and | cgo out and do stuff.
Right now my parents don't even let me out andahly time | can
be on my own is after school when | come to thel matd walk
around. At night | can’'t do anything.” An outsidéserver would
have thought the conversation was going well, fa was talkative
and putting in all the effort, but | knew it wasiigg poorly because
she wasn’t asking me questions about myself. | avasssel for her
English practice, so | wasn't surprised when, afteking her plans
for the weekend, she said, “I don’t know but I'mci&d because |
can go out with the boy I like!” How embarrassiag33-year-old man
trying to hit on a girl who was looking forward ¢gming out with her
teenage crush. | got her number anyway, just ie ¢tag on a cold
streak.

I WAS becoming increasingly fatigued. As the days wemt I
leave the apartment later and later, sometimesmtdtdark, but once
| stepped outside and saw the incredible streabealfity the city has
to offer, I'd feel suddenly energized, as if theras powdered viagra
in the air. | would breathe it in the mall and e tsupermarket to find
myself walking towards a girl whereas an hour befowas certain |
was due for a “break”—a break from what, | don'oitn because
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most of what | do is try to get laid and then waitsout trying to get
laid, but just a break where | don’t have to focuswomen all the
time, where women aren’t my entire life.

| texted Livia during the week for a dinner datenat apartment.
She replied asking what type of food | was goingadok, as if she
wanted an advanced copy of the menu to decidenifig worth it for
her or not. | replied saying I'm not sure and stind write back. As
much as | loved her pussy, there was other puseg toad. | didn’t
reflect on possible reasons there would be no rawadbecause it
would be pure speculation on my part with no wayonfirm the
truth.

On Friday night | hopped in a cab to a student pblad yet to
visit. It was dead so | went to a another clubezhlDffice. | was told
it was the second snobbiest club in town, but ligokithout even a
second look from the doorman. In spite of it beipget, there were
three girls for every guy. | spotted two girls kdd most—one was a
tall brunette and the other was a short blonde witthy hair. They
were both dancing so | picked a spot at the barreviteey would
likely hit if they got thirsty. It worked for therbnette because |
turned around at one point and she was right besae

When someone looks at me in the club, I'm sure thak I'm an
oddball who just stands alone, not dancing, notisgyinot doing
anything, but there is a lot of activity in my bwraas | evaluate the
entire venue and the women | want, computing oadspdaying out
scenarios to help me decide which girl | should tlafice on the
shoulder, slightly lean in to her ear, and slowgll y line that is so
facile that it doesn’'t seem like “game” at all. Beach of these
unimpressive components have been optimized anedtésr many
years so that a guy better looking than me camgjetted while | can
survive. | get the benefit of the doubt becausenhe in so under the
radar with non-threatening body language that & igircurious
enough to let me proceed.

| approached the brunette in this manner but in'dtigo smoothly.
She didn't look me directly in the eyes. Did shimltithat giving me
eye contact would show too much interest? My wowdzen’t
registering in her brain, and her responses wewe mote off. |
withdrew.
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I moved towards the blonde girl, one inch at a tirs if in a
cartoon, | shifted a short way towards her whenwhasn't looking
and then when she turned my way | stopped. | fivad iny approach-
es go much better when it seems like | talked tonherely because
she entered my area, not from me going to her,tlustis just a
preference and | can’t say I'd fare that much wdrgeloing the bold
walk across the floor and making a grand entrance.

Just when | was close enough to approach the bljeh@esat down
on a couch, surrounding herself with three otheoppe It was
hopeless now, though | did catch her petite frigivihg me the eye
in between getting sandwiched by guys on the déloce. | know
that no girl makes eye contact with a guy accidbntut maybe she
was egging me on so | can approach and make otleosé guys
jealous. | gave up on the blonde and ordered anetigka, my third
of the night. | finished it then headed for the tcolaeck. The petite
girl was there, waiting for her coat.

“Do you know a good bar around here?” | asked.

“Where are you from?!”

“USA.”

“Take my number!”

“Um, okay.” That's exactly how the conversation wdown.

The petite girl texted me not ten minutes later ameplied, yet
when | texted her again three days later therensa®sponse. In the
next club | had another “Take my number” case dmel even said
“Call me tomorrow,” but I didn’t call her the nedaly because it was
Saturday and | wanted to go out. When | did texténeouple days
later, no response.

| was intrigued. It seemed that the less prograsade on a girl
during the initial pickup (lack of intimate touclginkissing), the faster
| had to contact her to keep the momentum goingaixee with such
little intimacy holding us together, her brain wodubump me off
thanks to all the other suitors coming at her. ffinee-day wait might
no longer be the correct move. A girl who loves youFriday night,
who wants your penis inside her, won't even carmedvionday
because of all the new guys she met during the ysoewaited.

For every qirl | talk to, | must be mentally prepdro take her out
the very next day. Even if | don’t actually wanttake her out the
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next day, this is the level of commitment | musaqd in a girl to
make things work within the speedy manner thaioiw nequired for
young girls in Eastern Europe. | haven't gamed medica in a long
time but maybe this is the best game there, toe. thihee-day rule
was established before the advent of smartphooneml sretworking,
blogs, and all the other bullshit that keeps wonera state of
perpetual distraction where it only takes 72 haor$orget about a
man that they strongly considered having sex with.

| walked to the snobby club. The bartenders weadisg to know
me. It didn’t hurt that | was tipping generouslydasrdering from the
same two guys. | even found a favorite spot, aetige of the bar in
front of a huge flower pot, meaning | didn't have move when
people wanted to order a drink.

| felt a squeeze in my kidney. It was Violeta. ‘dge you are not
mad at Sabina,” she said.

“I'm not mad,” | smiled. “I was just using her tegto you, any-
way.” She laughed and grabbed my arm.

“You did say | was perfect, after all,” | said.

“Yes, you are smart, handsome, and very talented.”

“Oh, stop.” Please keep going.

| told her that just because Sabina and | didn’tkwnawut, it didn’t
mean we couldn’t be friends. She agreed, then pdszkto flirt with
other guys.

Sabina fought her embarrassment to come say hedl@pologize.
There were no hard feelings. She put out an olreadh that maybe
we could try again.

| said, “You're a nice girl but how about if we s@tother date and
you don’t show up again? I'll feel like a worthleg®ece of crap for
letting one girl get me twice. | can be friendshmtou and we can
hang out in groups or whatever, but there was ¢dhat opportunity
and now it has passed.”

“l understand, but | really like you,” Sabina saialk is cheap.
There are so many girls that wouldn’t stand me ajt svould be an
insecurity problem on my part if | actually got afh that type of
behavior.

| ended up having no success in the club. | wentéhwith a sore
groin, in need of release, but there’s no way | jeak off on a Friday
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when Saturday is the big night. The pressure nmeisisked as fuel.

The next day at the mall | approached a girl hgdncupcake,
asking her if it's tasty or not and whether shevkribat cupcakes
were insanely popular in America. Felicia was alsemi, sweet and
kind, but unrefined and probably boring in bedot ger number and
then went to meet a reporter from the local newspafo wanted to
interview me.

In Poland | was obsessed with young universitysdike Felicia,
captivated by their youthful energy and spirit, ithdeveloping
femininity and sexuality, but now | felt the urge find something
more refined. | didn't want to spend a month or entar train a girl so
another guy down the line receives the benefitahted the result of
another man'’s training instead.
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The reporter brought a cute friend along and fohaur | told her
how amazing the city is and how beautiful the woraesm and how
I'd make love to all of them if | could. “Even thegly girls here are
kind of pretty,” | said. An “ugly” girl from this ity would do quite
well in Washington DC, with many more advances friom men
who would treat her like a princess.

| brought the reporter’s friend into the conversatiasking her if
it's hard to meet men. She said yes. | looked atupeand down, her
slender body, her big green eyes, her red lips,faltidad that this
was the case for her, and then felt good becaltise ifard for her to
meet a man, it will be easy for me. Or at leashduld be.

The reason | was saying yes to the interviews cgnmrwas that |
wanted to see if having Eastern European fame wmalkie it easier
for me to get laid. | know it does in America, besa my Washington
DC fame led to banging over ten girls, but that tesminor leagues.
This fame would be different—it would be based attigg main-
stream news exposure instead of being a populat ldogger who
picked off other blogger girls at happy hours. kuady prefer
approaching a girl who doesn’t know anything abmetso that | can
spin my story in any way | wish, but if | have apportunity to
achieve fame, | might as well try it to see whalt iappen.

I had over five numbers to contact but | was retadgollect more.
| knew that this was a faulty move because | shaireldy be going
out with those prospects, but it was Saturday,bbst night of the
week.

For additional numbers | saved in my phone | waidd an extra
descriptive template to remember which girl is whic‘First Name’
+ ‘Venue We Met’ + ‘Hair Color’ + ‘Height.”” The mblem with this
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strategy is that on Android phones, when a girspather number, a
contact that matches the first couple of digitspap and from that
she can get a clear picture of what the girl's n&anwhere | met her,
her hair color, and her height. It's enough infotioa to maybe
realize it's a friend of hers.

My first stop of the night was a student pub thatswlead the
night before. Now it was packed and | settled indalrink. | scoped
the bar for the top two or three girls but | wasn$pired because it
was more of a village crowd. My boner didn't acterand | decided
to leave after finishing a drink.

On my way out a guy came up to me. He asked ifdubdctake a
picture with me and of course | agreed. His gielid and her
girlfriends also wanted a picture so | posed fanedime, trying to
give a smile but not one that was too big, defipiteot greater than
the other people in the photo. After they got thetp they were
satisfied and didn’t care to chat much longer.

The talent was out at the Office. | positioned nifysext to the bar
by a group of five girls. A little man wanted tousgze into the bar
and | let him, but he made a snide remark in Roaraniith an angry
face, as if he wanted me to move further. “You heweugh space,” |
said. “I'm not moving anymore.”

He exploded in rage. “Get the fuck out of heret Jemve!” | stood
firm. He moved to put his hand on my chest but fled¢ed it. “|
sweatr, | will punch you!” he yelled. | did not clggnmy expression,
adding to his anger. “I will bite your nose off'h& girls next to me
saw this and took a step back. The only logicallanation for his
behavior is that he hates foreigners or is drunbhgbly a bit of both.

| was faced with a dilemma. He was smaller tharamg: someone
| suspected | could easily beat, but even if | vloa fight, | may get
86'd from a club that | liked. At the same time &nted to be a man
and not take shit from someone who | knew wasak land no bite.

I made eye contact with the bouncer and pointdunat The angry
man explained what a dick | was to the bouncerleutvas unhinged
and erratic while | was calm like a monk, sipping kirink. The
bouncer sided with me and told the man to chill bl left to another
part of the club while | reclaimed my bar space.

| didn't let him touch me, but I still felt weak.dssentially tattled
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on him instead of serving a physical punishment hleadeserved, one
that would have ruined his night, but also ruinedierat the same
time. My suit would have been damaged and | woudd be wel-
comed back to the club. Perhaps the answer wabawving to do a
cost-benefit analysis in deciding how to act, tather only going to
places where there is no cost for doing the rigimg, and only
wearing clothes that | wouldn't mind getting damagdf | am
attached to any bar or club because | enjoy my timeee, and am
wearing expensive clothes that restrict my movepnthen it's just a
matter of time until | let someone get the uppenchaver me to
prevent any loss that would come from fighting.

Once things cooled down | reverted back to my sésion, but
there were few approach opportunities, so | leftfie snobby club. It
was packed and the bar staff gave me high fivgst imy drink and
stood next to the flower pot. It didn’t take longr fthe first girl to
notice me. She glanced over so many times thatldod help but
open with “Do you know me?” She said she didn’tla®ticed a
gigantic tattoo on her back. She was in party msaeshe ejected
after only three minutes without an “It was nicitag to you” exit,
meaning no number. Another pair came by and | ¢alikeone girl
who did give the proper exit, resulting in a numbEhnen | turned
around and there was Sabina and Violeta. The ledtere over and |
put my arm around her while the tattooed girl staatus as if to ask,
“Wait, how does this foreigner know her like that?foleta was
getting touchy feely so to test her interest | saidhen are we going
to make love?”

“Not tonight, but next week we can do something.”

She left and the bartender gave me a shot of Jagkrefused to
take a tip. | stood alone for a while and thenlfynanother pair came
next to me. | talked to the nearest girl who haddiin Boston for a
while and even had the accent. | thought the agpresuld go well
but she cooled off quickly. The benefit of goinglinect is that if it
doesn’t work with one friend, you can still go fire other since
technically you weren't hitting on the first. | aped the friend with,
“Your friend speaks very good English. How about¥bShe gave
me a big smile and then lowered her eyes and | kinaivthis was
going to be big
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“Do you like my friend,” she asked.

“No,” | replied. “She lived in my country for tomhg. | think the
culture has corrupted her. Plus | like short galsout your height.”

“So you like me then?”

“Not really. Your hair is blonde and | like blackain Too bad
because you seem nice.” | smiled and she smilekl ftawas on. She
inched closer so that her boobs were touching me.

“Why are you here?” she asked.

“l ask myself every day.”

“No, really.”

“I'm retired. I'm just living here for fun.”

“Be serious!”

“l am serious!”

“Why are you in this club?” | asked. “Are you heoefind a guy?”

“No, I'm not.”

“Why not? Lots of people are here to find someone.”

“Yes, but a club is not a good place to find a bieyfd.”

“I know, that's what everyone says, but it's Saayrchight, the
drinks are flowing, and there are many beautifudgbe here. Things
will happen.” After she interrogated me on my backod, which |
gave vague answers to, she said, “So are you goiagk me out or
not?”

“I haven’t decided yet.” Correct answer. She opehed mouth
wide and now tried even harder to gain my favoe &uched me on
my hip, a move that | usually have to do first. ‘f@oyou’re okay,” |
said. “I think it's possible we can have a drink.”

“When?” she asked.

“Tomorrow night.”

“Okay do you want to exchange numbers then?”

“Yes we can.” But | didn't reach for my phone. | ntad to keep
her in a state of anxiety for just a while longeatiluher friend came
back from wherever she was. Anxiety is attractiod & was deter-
mined to keep her in that state, but without hgrtier ego or making
her feel unattractive.

It was obvious that she liked me but she was mineifiough to
not go full retard and be desperate. She exhilitedcontrol when
she got close to my face, causing me to move ian teuddenly
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withdrew and shook her head. She “rejected” mehis fashion
several times in order to feel like she was dirgcthe seduction.

The bartender bought me another round of shotkidimgy one for
her. | gave a nice tip and then finally the taléfd came back and |
got Magdalena’s number before leaving.

| texted her in the afternoon, along with four atly@ls. It only
makes sense to reward the ones who respond theegtiidlagdalena
replied within half an hour along with Sonia, tladl blonde from the
hipster club who took forever to ask where | wasrir | set a date
with Magdalena for 8pm and then one for the follogvinight with
Sonia.

I had to flake on the girl | met in the supermariemake way for
Magdalena. We had a tentative date at 10pm, butostkethree days
to reply to the first text so | found it prudentliamp her for a solid
8pm date on a more enthusiastic girl | had just ftistalways a risky
move to cancel a date with one girl for anothet,this was a clear-
cut case.

After getting around ten numbers since bangingd,i%lagdalena
survived the cut to be the first date to come duthe large batch.
Luckily for me, she was the cutest, with Argentsigle bangs, a
plump ass, and a naturally pretty face. At the siime | had to keep
my expectations on the floor. The last thing a rehould do is go
into a date with any hope that something good nagphan.

| walked up to the café a couple minutes late drevgas sitting
outside. We went in and | pretended to sit wayhendpposite side of
the table, where it would be impossible for usaach. | revealed my
joke and she seemed pleased that | wanted tabitmext to her. My
instinct was to wrap my arm around her but | hdidttback and
began reviewing the night.

“You were a little aggressive last night in gettitmgknow me. |
liked that,” | said.

“Yes because if | wasn’t, you probably wouldn’t baasked me
out.”

“How do you know?”

“You were moving too slow.”

“In Washington DC, a man has to move fast when leetma
pretty girl because most other girls are ugly. §ees approached by
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many men so she can afford to be lazy. But hesrgteeems to be
more beautiful women than good men, so the girtsrpmore effort.

| feel like | can take it easy. Honestly I've nevegen so many
beautiful women as here, and I've been to a Igpla€es in Eastern
Europe. It's like there’s a hole in the ground wheeautiful women
flow out of, like a fountain, and | don't know ham going to deal

with this. It's good in a way, but it's also badchese if one girl gives
me problems, why would | work hard to solve it?”

“Yes, but | speak very good English. Don’'t you thiso?” She
was qualifying herself, to show that she was beten the other
women who pour out of the Earth.

“Your English is not so good. Half the time | caevten under-
stand you.” She playfully hit my shoulder.

“The French and British men | work with think | speeEnglish
just fine,” she said. “I love the French accent &o sexy.” Nice
countermove.

“I agree the French accent is beautiful. Why argail out with a
Frenchman then?”

“We do tele-meetings so | haven't met them.”

“That’'s a shame.”

“But I like the American accent too.”

“It's so flat. | compare our accent to other langes and it's as if
we speak in a monotone.”

“No, it's nice, | like it.” She touched my arm. &ltlosed her
green eyes and exhaled. She did that throughoutluair as if the
espresso she was drinking actually had the effe#fcédcohol. Maybe
she was ready for sex, but | believed some more fewe was in
order. | already felt immensely comfortable wittr,less if we skipped
that phase when you interview someone in orderirtd €ommon
ground.

She repeated one of her club moves where she s$tevdkead no
when | got close to her face. “You can’t say nd'riif not trying to
kiss you,” | said.

“But you are trying to kiss me!”

“No, I'm just smelling your hair. If | wanted to$s you, | would.”

“You think so?”

“I know so0.” | looked at her and got close agairer Hps started
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curling into a smile and | went for it. | held tkiss for only a couple
seconds.

“Told you,” | said, grabbing my drink. It was hafokr me not to
assume sex was going to happen, but it's an exjpmciahad to fight.
| didn’t want to get angry later simply because dlin’'t want to put
out.

“I'm not having sex with you tonight,” she said, iiseading my
thoughts.

“That’s fine,” | replied. She made a comment abloodv guys try
to talk her into having sex so | make it a poinatoid that.

“How about we go for a walk?” | asked, not longeaftShe agreed
and | began guiding her in the direction of my pad.

Halfway there she said, “I'm not going to your apaant because
I know what will happen.” | thought about how | defely had to get
her in there now.

When we made it to my building | said, “I live righere, actual-
ly,” as if | accidentally stumbled upon it. “Are ydired?”

“No, not really.”

“So why don’t you come in for just one drink.”

“No I'm sorry. Let's go walk somewhere else.” Sharged walk-
ing away but | grabbed her hand.

“Look | know what you said about something happgniut it
won't. We'll have a drink and talk a bit.”

“l can’t.”

“Is there a reason why?”

“I don’t know.”

“l also want to play some good American music fouyThere’s a
song | think you'll like. Again, it won't be long."Then without
waiting for an answer | gently pulled her to theodoShe resisted
slightly then finally relented. We went into theilding, up the
elevator, into my apartment, then on my couchrves her a glass of
wine and put on a song | told her about. The leesuld do was keep
my story straight.

After some heavy kissing, | positioned her on tdpne and
played with her boobs. | lifted her dress up ant ig@ff without
much resistance. All that was left was her bratipanand stockings.
| picked her up and said it was time for the t@ugd went straight to
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the bedroom where what she suspected would hapigehagpen.
There was almost no resistance. | boned her foutabi@ minutes
until I came.

“So fast?” she said, apparently not satisfied.

“You're lucky you got that long,” | replied.

“But | want more.”

“Can | get a ten minute break? I'm flesh and blogmj know.” In
the past I'd be insecure about my ejaculation spéetl no man
should feel ashamed for getting his nut. She calvays leave if she
truly wasn't satisfied.

| took off the condom, came back to bed, and tta@dtick it in
raw, but she objected and | was half-pleased atgbsafe. | got
another condom. We tried many more positions thie but halfway
through she complained that the bed was “movingnoeh.” | put
her flat on her stomach on the floor rug and wertotvn, but then
when | announced my upcoming second orgasm, skie ‘8o, no,
not yet.”

It had been over ten minutes and the condom waaglher out
so | ignored her demand and kept going. After a eove thrusts, |
came.

She wasn't the first girl to tell me “No” when | walose to the
end. Usually it would turn me off and hurt my pleies but this time |
refused to let my mind entertain her command onvdy to another
solid orgasm. | rolled off of her and started laingh as orgasms tend
to make me giggly, and went to the bathroom torclegself off.
When | came back she was still lying on the ruglisgy shaking her
large ass, and if | could’'ve gotten hard right tHewould have
mounted her once more.

When | was in Argentina, | met a Brazilian girl whioher profile:
professional woman, mid 20’s, not so eager to gatiad, places her
orgasm way above the man’s. The Brazilian wouldtdrprchestrate
the bedroom activity like a conductor and | wondeifeshe needed a
vibrator more than a man. It didn't last long besmbher “don’t cum”
efforts were quite strong and did cost me a coopjasms. Someone
has to sacrifice an orgasm or two and as longraspRying for the
drinks, the dinners, and the rent for a comfortagartment located
conveniently in the center of the city, it's notiggpto be me.
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“You came twice!” Magdalena said, indignant.

“Yes, and they were both great.”

“l didn’t come.”

“That sucks.”

“l want more.”

“Nah, | think I'm done. Maybe in half an hour or,dmt | doubt
I'll come a third time.”

“Good!”

“No because it won't feel good for me.”

“But how about me?”

| shrugged.

A man who's skilled at giving a girl a vaginal osga essentially
enslaves himself, because the entire bedroom progrél be
centered around her trying to get her nut as quiakl possible. If a
girl gets into a relationship with me when | didmjive her any
orgasms, | know she’s a keeper and can provide itepetentially
unlimited orgasms with little effort.

Magdalena lay on top of me and folded herself amtmmpact ball
with her head on my chest. | stroked her head,sptat my latest
conquest. Livia was a good lay, but Magdalena rexdqmality. She
makes faces, she laughs, she jokes (or at leas},teand | could see
myself spending time with her over a drink or twadthout the
possibility of having sex, the best test thereigdétermine if you like
a girl.

The next day, however, | woke up determined forenbmvent to
the mall to complete my one-approach-a-day rouéind ended up
doing three, including one on a political advisor the city mayor.
She was chatty but eventually revealed she hadyfidmd. Rejec-
tion. | texted two girls from Saturday night butther of them wrote
back. Rejection. Then | went on a date with Sottia, tall blonde |
met at the hipster bar.

Right away | knew | had made a mistake in askingooe because
| felt not a drop of feminine essence coming fraan. iFor the first 20
minutes | was lame on purpose with the hope thatoemahe would
end the date short. She stayed and | started tardignd, finding out
that her mother abandoned her when she was youhghanfather
who raised her never showed any love. She had faidray for seven
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years and has gone out on only a few dates. She'tveagialized to
date or to be feminine.

The end of the date, nearly three hours later,vean the verge
of tears when | gently requested for the “soft &bmd come out of
her hard shell. | tried to kiss but she said | was/ing too fast. We
parted without talking about possible plans foeeond date.

| felt a great high after banging Magdalena. Mostnmal men
would enjoy the afterglow of a new conquest foleasst a few days,
but by immediately going after new girls—and notitipg any-
where—I destroyed that high. The new disappointsi¢obk away
my afterglow. Something compelled me to keep ga&wgn though |
wasn’'t horny, and | started to hate myself fofdt,being a girl junkie
when doing so was no longer providing me with ag} benefit.

When Magdalena messaged me the following afterniotmid her
that | had to move apartments the next day and homished
someone could help me fold my clothes. She resmbhgesaying
that she may know a girl and | asked what she lddike. The girl
looked like her, of course, and so | told her tayea message to the
helper to meet me at a certain café. Magdalena ethayp with her
big smile and we sat down for tea while | updateddn the insignif-
icant chores | had been up to.

| pay close attention to the amount of affectiogith shows me
after sex. Ideally, you want it to explode quitbit but with Magda-
lena it remained the same. | tried to fish for thifection by saying,
“Did you think about anyone the past couple of @4yShe gave a
brief smile and said “No,” without any elaboratidriried again when
| said, “It's crazy that we met only three days adgut still not much
in the way of a response. Maybe | was asking toohfar things to
get emotional, but what's the point otherwise? h'tlaeed only sex,
and while I'm not searching for love, | want thel ¢o verbally and
physically show she’s crazy about me.

We went to the bakery to buy two pieces of cakefgefoing to
my apartment. We landed on my couch and had semetivately
afterwards she hit me with her “I want more serelil got irritated. |
didn’t want to have sex with her again only to heammentary on
what she thought of it immediately afterwards. hteal to punish her
so | fucked her again, as hard as | could, bueénsed not to have
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much of an effect, for she never told me to be easglow down.
Halfway through | ditched the condom and then catheover her
stomach.

After a few minutes | wanted to tease her a bit asked, “How
many orgasms did you have?”

“None!”

“Well | had two, again. That's four orgasms you'gien me so
far. Thanks.”

“You suck.”

| went into the kitchen to start cooking a meale Stsked for a
fork to attack one of the pieces of cake. She @#etq few bites and
then announced she was leaving.

“You can leave whenever you want,” | said. She &bkt me for
a few seconds and then announced she would acstajlyfor a little
longer. As | cut pieces of chicken breast she ydma@vn my boxers.

“I don't want to be your girlfriend,” she said.

“And | don’t want to be your boyfriend. You're taelfish.”

“No, you're selfish.

“I know | am. But you can’'t have two selfish peoptea relation-
ship.”

“I'll just use you for sex,” she said.

“Please do. Use me until you find your magical peirwho does
everything that you want.”

“I willt”

“Look, I'm 33. | have my habits, my program. GiHave tried to
teach me new things, but | haven't learned them.”

| felt that this was probably the last time she tgdnto see me. |
don’t blame her, because I'm sure there are manmywie will go to
great lengths to make her orgasm, even going dowreg, something
I wasn’t willing to do.

She left and then three minutes later she textedsaying she
forgot her earrings, asking if | would take carelem. | found them
and they didn’t seem expensive so | wondered & Wéas a ploy to
see me again. Either way | put the ball in her toyrtelling her to
text me in a couple days. The city was startingédke me realize that
my value wasn't so bad and | didn't need to chaséhard. Why
should | text a girl after sex and have to worrpw@bwhat to write
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and then count the minutes until | get a respora&d I'll let the
girls go through that anxiety instead, and if tldgn’'t want to go
through it then we don’t have to see each otheinaga

I MET with my Lebanese landlord and the real estate tagesign
the contract for the apartment. On the way outhef tffice, my
landlord asked me if | thought the agent was préttes,” | said.
Then right away he turned to her and said, “Hekihiyou're perfect
and wonderful.” | was embarrassed that she thougtis feeding
him lines, as if | was too scared to tell her mizsel

After settling into the apartment, | received apsize text from
Felicia, the cupcake girl with the curly hair. Séveded her last text
with, “I'm busy that day, sorry” and | didn’'t writback because she
didn’t give me a counteroffer. But she came backnatasking if |
was free the next day at 8pm. | said | was. Foolege girl to offer
this level of chase was encouraging. | figured lgtezl me but when
we met at the bar she only ordered juice. | triedats of shaming to
make her drink alcohol (“Juice? How old are youia®g, but
nothing worked and that’s all she drank. | did cether breath had a
sulfur odor, a sign of halitosis, but it was easygnore because we
never got that close.

She mentioned that she had to take the night ba®@nh. | had
limited time to make things happen on a sober ive had kissed
before, | could move things forward and then insistpaying for her
cab ride home, but this move would be too muchefivadn’t even
touched yet.

When on a first date with a girl | haven’t kissédsually ramp up
to kissing after the second hour, but | didn’t hawee so | had to
bring out an old move as an excuse to touch her-fatkes palm read.
| glanced at her ring and then asked to see hatshafiipped it over
and began feeding her information that she alreéaldyme. She was
in on the joke but still wanted me to proceed, am@n it was done |
held her hand for an extra five seconds beform{git go.

| walked her to the bus stop and tried my arm-im-amove, but
she declined. | stood close to her but there wamsatth reciprocation.
The bus was coming so I'd only have twenty secanddo some-
thing. | said, “Give me a kiss” and pointed my dh&mvards her. She
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kissed it and then | turned to the other cheekgclishe also kissed.
Then | faced her directly and went in. She pulledkbas | expected
and said, “I have to go!”

There seem to be natural limits in banging a logiofs where
constraining factors appear and prevent you frohmeatg rock star
status, forcing you to adopt an equilibrium statelot of sex often
sucks out all of your horniness and motivation &mdp more. Or it
exhausts you, forcing you to rest. Or it puts adegt in your wallet,
forcing you to focus on work. Or you get a minorC5@nd need to
heal up. Or, more commonly, your standards go wphtere girls who
were beautiful before are only average now. Thgaisbanged were
great, but why bang another 6 if you can try fa& #® Then you bang
a couple 7s and now you want an 8, but there aremamy 8s out
there that can fill your pipeline as easily. If ygame improves then
your quality also improves. You become spoileductdnt to slip
back down into average quality that satisfied youessily before.
Most girls, however, are average. Your rockstardades just after it
begins. A cruel fate indeed.

I've met men who can bang a stream of 6s and alwaysxcited
about it. These men can dive headfirst into a dafdi experience
with another 6 even though they just banged oneowple days
before, with no desire to aim higher. Even withstheguys, it's still
tough to sustain a high level of horniness. Whan mman bang a girl
three times on Monday night then go approach woowemuesday
afternoon and then set up a date on Wednesday?nighfact, why
would he want to do this? Was he not satisfied with sex on
Monday night? Does he really need to keep bangifeg2his is what
it takes to plow through quantity. You have to tfet” a bang you
just did and pretend that you haven't had sex irevier to keep
chasing, keep racking up notches.

Banging one or two girls a week is almost a futtdijob if you
account for the number of approaches you must dbdates you
must go on. All this assumes you are a robot whaanes unaffected
by women flaking on you, testing you, and challeggyou. It also
assumes that every girl you bang is someone irigignt who you
had no emotional attachment to, since it's not easghase girls
when you have another who you truly like and areirge sex from.
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This leads to the question of how many girls do fiaume to bang to
find one that is worth keeping? In America, becaatehe lower

guality of women, it's more than ten, but in Eurdpe much more
likely you'll only need to sleep with two or thregrls until you find

one who you wouldn’t mind having as your long-tegirifriend. To

fuck one hundred European girls in a year would mggnoring

dozens of potential opportunities for emotional diog, something
that | must accept humans are designed to do. &haat limit of

banging “a lot” of girls is reached well before yoego becomes
wholly satisfied at your efforts.

| could no longer justify putting so much work irgetting bangs
that were similar to ones | had already experiencethy times
before, since it's not like this new pussy is betite@n old pussy, but |
still wanted a stream of beautiful and easy gidssatisfy all my
sexual desires. | wanted this Romanian city to pegoosy paradise.

| first heard the term “pussy paradise” from a Ghaa man |
spent time with in Poznan, Poland. He had donensite travel like
me and so we compared how the women were like fiferdit
countries. Even though | was already doing wellPimznan, could
there be another place where the girls are prdbugreven easier,
where all | had to do was walk out the door to paskd choose
whatever my penis desired, as if | was in a supddata

At the same time | was meditating on the idea aflspparadise, a
Danish talk show did a segment on my book aboutnizek. The
show was in Danish but the announcer said “pussadie” in
English with an incorrect pronunciation that haghgid the title of
this book (type in “poosy paradise” in Youtube teah it for your-
self).

Why not search for poosy paradise? Why not trawvelworld to
find the one place where women are both beautifdleasy? Internet
philosophers say that I'm being lazy, | have no gahshould stay in
Washington DC to prove to the world that | can gehstop hot
chicks there, and that poosy paradise doesn'tyreaikt. But | don't
want to use game and labor to get a girl for thraesaeason | don’t
want to kill my own cow and pig to eat a bacon ceberger. | want
the easiest possible satisfaction from the leastuatnof work. | want
beautiful women to love me right out of the boxgwing nothing but
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affection and a hunger to ride my dick wheneveesitk. Is that so
unreasonable?

I imagine if a place like this really existed, meould quickly
find out and decamp there. The equilibrium thatpkeenen from
banging too high a quantity also keeps a city fio@ng too great
when it comes to women. Russia supposedly has tirsefor every
guy, but the weather is horrible, the cities areglg and the girls
don’t speak English. Brazil has the sexiest wonrethe world, but
obesity is a growing problem and the guys are tocgmpetitors.
Poland has sweet women who are feminine, but flaees can be
ghastly. There is always something that preventtee from being
poosy paradise, at least one factor that can’ebwdied.

So I've had to change my strategy. Instead of gan@ place
where poosy paradise was already made for any mearirgg its
gates, a feat that | agree is probably impossitiidiave tocreate my
own poosy paradise from a city that is highly cotiipa with my
nature while containing women who are pretty andakpEnglish.
Once that has been found, a task that is withirre¢laén of possibil-
ity, I must simply develop an empirical game basedthe local
women, something I'm capable of doing, and fame. fame, I've
determined, that is the missing ingredient for goparadise. I'm
already widely known among men, but | don't havendawith
women. It was time for that to change.
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My landlord called me early in the morning. | wagpecting him
to say the cable company was ready to install nkerriet, but he hit
me with something else instead: “I just read alyoutin the news. So
you're a world Don Juan?” | was called that by thy’s biggest
newspaper, and the story was immediately pickedbwypother
newspapers and television stations in Romania.

“Yes, | wished | could tell you but I didn’t know you would be
offended or not. This is why when you mentioned leauty of the
real estate lady, | thought, ‘If he only knew.”

“I have you on speakerphone, my wife is here.” ddwertently
avenged his cockblock.

| continued, “The media of many countries are iesézd in what |
say for some reason. So | go to a country, writeuily, and then they
ask for interviews. In this country, they're asking for interviews
before I even write anything about it.”

“You think the girls of this city are beautiful?ishwife asked.

“Yes, very beautiful. This is why | want to stayréelt’s the type
of place that maybe | can meet a girl and get mdsnvho knows.”
Get married, ha!

My landlord came back on the line and said he waultify me
when the cable guy was coming. At least | wasnithdp&icked out. If
| were in the USA, employed in a corporation, I'd fired. I'd get
hate mail. I'd be destroyed on the blogs. In Romafain mail was the
rule. Sabina came to my defense on a hater comoméine and said |
was an “amazing man.” No American woman would cdmany
defense if | were blasted in American media. Theghime in and
say, “Yes | know him, he’s always controversial aftensive like
that.” | can say that with assurance because ihappened before.
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The only issue is that Romania is not as fame-cleskas Ameri-
ca, a country where everyone is groomed by the tihey're a
teenager to think fame is the most important thinthe world. Yes,
Romanian girls were friending me and liking my Hamek fan page,
but they weren't exactly pounding down my door.

When | took a walk outside, | got longer staresithaual. A feel-
ing of doubt came over me, especially in the fatmare interviews
that were scheduled. Would it actually be easiegéo laid now
compared to being anonymous and in complete coafroty story?
Do foreign girls really want to get with a guy whas made a career
of writing about sex? There would be only one wayind out. | had
to proceed. | had to take advantage of this oppiytuo find out if
fame really was the missing ingredient to poosyagize. If | passed
on this chance, and in a couple years it's obvilbtes peaked as a
writer, I'd never forgive myself for not having éd. |1 had to go
through with this just to see what would happergviing full well
the hangover from all this attention wouldn't begdant. One day
I'm the star, being recognized in the club and tlwrte the media is
done with me, I'm back to being a nobody, just Aeotanonymous
guy trying to get his dick wet.

The draw of this fame is simply being a somebodt fireople
know, of being more important than millions of athmeople. It's a
validation of my life. | must be insecure for wangiit in spite of the
cost of gradually transforming into a zoo animalatehed by
strangers while | go about my day. If the situati@eame unbearable,
| could always pull the nuclear option of goingatmew country, but |
was determined to make fame work.

| had sex with four girls in my first month of Romia, including
one ltalian, at a level of quality that was higttean average, and now
| was in a city, whose name I'm still reluctantdioare with you, that
is stocked with feminine and beautiful women. Theeiviews must
proceed, and poosy paradise will be mine.

HAREM collapse is a player problem | can’'t seem to avehs is
when all the prospects | have dry up simultanegusyif they found
out about each other and conspired to blacklist Ne.girl writes
back and no girl wants to bang.
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Upon my surge in the media, the collapse was ingddiena
didn’t text me, not even to get her earrings. Liwas missing in
action. Sonia didn’t text me after our mediocreeddthe girl | met in
the supermarket, who | flaked on, didn't text melbafter | asked
how her week was going. My groupies, Sabina andeYap were
shopping in the mall and saw me but pretended didy't. Another
girl didn’t text back after putting me in a holdipgttern when | asked
to meet. | had just one prospect remaining, Felaigirl who didn’t
even like to drink.

It's possible that a couple of these prospectsdccbalresurrected. |
could contact Magdalena and Sonia, but it's betteraccept the
collapse, put the phone in silent mode, and startva Simply caring
about the collapse gives the girls too much powamd, the best thing
any man can do in such a situation is to soldieama not wallow in
self-pity.

Going into the weekend | geared up for another pusan’t say |
was especially horny, but how could | label thiy gioosy paradise if
I’'m not getting laid and going on dates? Is it eymssible to go a
weekend without sex in poogaradis€ | would get laid not because
my penis wanted to, not because | wanted to hireain notch count,
and not because | wanted to feel intimacy with anano—I wanted to
get laid to say | found the pussy El Dorado andeeepced it.

| had another media interview that took place athiggest mall.
The reporter was attractive and young while theezaman was the
alternative rocker type, stone-faced with a hunmmy tlark to be
trusted in front of the camera. When the interviegan, | switched
into my media persona, gesticulating with my haadd becoming
more animated since | know it plays better for vid€hey asked me
the usual questiongiow did you get started with this? What do you
think of the girls? What are your favorite counsffeWhat is one
thing you like most about our girls?

My tone was less chauvinistic because | knew thatamdlord and
his family would watch, as well as all those | naiet with at the café
and supermarket, and the people | regularly séieeirclub. | now had
to speak through a filter.

“Okay now let’s talk to some girls,” the reporteics

“| already did this for the two other segments.”
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“Yes but it would make for good footage.”

“Just no ugly girls.”

It took a while to find worthy targets. | hid theéarophone under
my lapel and approached a few girls. The last thingny mind was
getting those girls’ numbers. Instead | wonderethé camera angle
was good, if the footage would be edited in my faand if the girls
were hot enough so that my readers wouldn’t thinkak dumpster
diving. My reputation was on the line, all so atésion station could
have a minute of action footage. | did the appreadnd kept them
going by merely being friendly. | didn't want toke a risk and get
blatantly rejected on camera by running real game.

We were wrapping up when | saw a pretty girl wadkiowards us.
The cameraman couldn’t conceal himself by the tsme crossed our
path so | had to lie. “Hello, we are doing a shawtloe best places to
visit in this city. What would you say is your faite cafe?” She
smiled at me and then the camera.

“I'm not from here,” she replied.

“I'm not either.” She laughed and we got into a tnaluchat. It
turned out she was only 17 years old. If that vilasefl in America |
have no doubt I'd be put on a sex offender list, lrre it just got a
good laugh from the cameraman. During this time, réporter went
off to socialize with a girl who worked in a clotigj store.

“Is there anything we forgot?” | asked the repomece she re-
turned.

“I think that's all.”

“The problem with this segment is that there isteesion. | just
said good things about the city.”

“It's okay, | think.” | always get stuck with thezy reporters.

“Ask me what the hardest part of the girls here hteave a good
answer for that.”

“The problem is that we did the interview in oneaand now we
can't have you answer in another.” Bullshit. I'veach previous
interviews ask questions from different locatiohsias disappointed
with her professionalism but | prodded enough st $he did ask me
to write my answer down to be read by a narratoindithe segment.

Four hours later | went to the snobby club. It viraglay night. |
walked in to find a massive crowd. | first wentttee bathroom and
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checked myself in the mirror. | pulled up my pockquare because
the blazer | was wearing had a habit of swallowing went to my
spot by the flower pot and a bartender | knew skmwg drink with
me only having to raise my hand.

The two groupies saw me and approached. They iedlude in
their dance circle of two other friends. Violetasmaspecially nice,
kissing me on the neck. She then showed me a piciurher phone
of her abs. | gave mild approval and asked forciupe of her ass.
She didn’t have one, but put my hand on it. “Whes w&e going to
hang out?” | asked. “This week,” she replied, “dan’t tell Sabina.”
| agreed, but like before, it just seemed too e@syce | went back to
my spot at the bar, | saw her giving the same rtreat to another
guy, and then another, and then another. | was sheewas just
teasing me.

The music was ultra loud, but | had on my musiaanplugs. |
held my glass of vodka very close to my mouth, $mdely had to
move it when | wanted a sip. | felt the urge tovkeal wanted to be
home, reading a book, but this is poosy paradise,paradise must
be enjoyed. One hour passed, two hours. | hadneda single
approach. The tattooed girl | often see looked atand smiled. |
smiled back.

“You look so serious,” she said.

| hate you, you slut. I know you are going to tedkme for two
minutes, get validated, and then go off to anothgr. You're just
like Violeta. But you're beautiful, so | will talk.

“Are you a psychologist?” | asked, sarcastically.

“Yes, actually I'm studying it.”

“You still have a lot to learn,” | said. | was dm@ointed in my
response. That's the best | could come up with?

“So you just come here and stand in this spot andtdlo any-
thing?”

“Yes. I'm enjoying my drink.”

“Don’t you want a girl?”

“I'm waiting to see something | like.”

She stood next to me for a while, texting some djspied on her
screen and it was in English. She likes foreign€he text from the
guy was along the lines of “I miss you babe, are gbthe club, I'm
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coming right now,” and she replied, “Yes I'm in tfront xoxo.” |
was jealous.

I had no motivation to approach. Either the gingthe city were
getting uglier or | was getting desensitized to theauty. Poosy
paradise for only two weeks? | had another intevvseheduled the
next afternoon, this time with the biggest charinghe country. My
game had gotten so lazy that I'm just hoping tedm®gnized, to cash
in on the fame, yet here | was in the club, supgigseildly famous
but standing alone.

| saw the tattooed girl talking to a random guye $buched him
on the shoulder and danced with him. Right at tbmtpwhere he
would think, “Oh shit, this girl really likes meshe ditched. It was an
amicable ditch, full of smiles, but still a ditchsaw her do this three
times. One guy didn’t take it well, with an “Oh cenon” gesture
when she stopped dancing with him. In between meatited her
glancing at me. She’s tricking me, | know it, jlige Violeta was
tricking me, putting my hand on her ass, gettingexeited, and then
cavorting with other guys. Violeta was in the Dbtionow with her
ex-boyfriend, the one she still loves, and | deditter game was to
make him jealous. And the tattooed girl? What was game? |
thought of something good to say to her: “Too bad kave tattoos.”
No, that's stupid. Then | looked to my right andvdaivia, my first
city bang. She was with her club rat crew. She éoblat me and
waved. | waved back, but | wasn’t going to walktapher. | sent the
last text, and she didn’t write back. | wouldn'tveaminded fucking
her again, but it's no matter, I'll find a new gifl saw a tall girl
nearby, and knew if | approached her I'd get atpasresponse since
I'm also tall, but | didn't really like her. Whilé debated what to do,
another guy went in. He was well received. Latethia night | saw
them holding hands while | stood in my same spotating in my
blazer, obsessively checking the position of my kebcsquare,
scanning the room for cute girls and not doing laimgt about it,
waiting for some sort of miracle.

| couldn’t go home without doing anything. | spotte blonde girl
across the bar. | moved my legs and went over tothpping her on
the shoulder, which | noticed had padding.

“You look like you speak very very good English$did.
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“I know who you are.”

| feigned innocence. “Did you see me in the supeket&... In the
mall?... Did we meet somewhere?”

“No, but you gave an interview with my colleagueldyg. | know
you're the American writer.” Fame game, yes. Coméaby, give it
to me, let's go fuck or something.

“Oh yeah,” | said, as if the day’s events happeyeats ago. “Your
friend is nice. It was a fun interview.”

“So seduce me,” she said.

“What?”

“Seduce me.” | pursed my lips, evaluating her desnan

“I don't seduce girls,” | replied. “I just have ceersations and if
there’s a connection, great, but if not then tod.ba

“So you don't seduce girls?”

“No, I'm a man of science. | study cultures and veonand some-
times | meet one | like. But no more than thatawsyou in the club
and thought you would speak my language, and yolM#ybe you
are interesting, | don’t know.”

“I am interesting!”

She introduced me to her friend, a petite brungtte was slightly
more attractive. | moved my attention to her, waimdgif the blonde
regretted doing the introduction. The brunette eatually more
intrigued by me because she had so little inforomatabout my
background, and so | doled it out in small biteserlas the blonde
already had more of a complete picture. It seerhatithe girls here
liked curiosity, and when they knew too much of beforehand,
there was no mystery, no intrigue.

| thought things were going well with the brunatigil some guy
arrived from nowhere and started kissing her. hedr back to the
blonde, who was pleased | resumed talking to harny heart was
no longer in it.

“How old are you?” | asked.

“28."

“Are you married?”

“No.”

The problem with girls of this age is their “I domieed a man”
belief, which translates into an attitude thatrafies to remind you of
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how unimportant you are. | want a girl who neeasaa. | want a girl

to meet me and think therepstentialfor something true and loving,
and that she doesn’t have to say “seduce me” dixaryminutes as if

I'm her personal entertainer. By following the bdiefs demands, |
would be just another chump she uses and thenrdgsta laughs.

| eventually walked away. She didn’t care, immegliatgetting
into a conversation with another guy. She put hrem around his
neck, something she didn’'t do with me, but I nalitkat she didn’t
kiss him, and that satisfied me.

The club was closing. Three hours and two apprcagiere my
tally. Violeta came to say goodnight to me befe@ving with the DJ.
She gave her number out to many guys that night, thase guys
would wake up the next day thinking about how theyre going to
bone her, not knowing that after she kissed thenthenneck, after
she put their hands on her ass, she went to ggiussy demolished
by another guy. The tattooed girl, after teasingremy guys, found
her fuck buddy, and the blonde girl, like me, wienine alone.

| was so used to dating sweet college girls thaktimg older
women—more “refined” women—was starting to bring fnack
down to Earth. Women become experts at the gantbebyime they
hit 25, playing it with a ruthlessness most men wéver know. It
made total sense to me why | had focused on yoirtgyfgr so long,
and | was starting to realize that the costs oif flaek of refinement
and sometimes cranky behavior was worth it. | did@nt to play the
game too hard. | didn't want to analyze Violetaghhvior, | didn't
want to think of insulting a girl just to get hey hotice me, and |
didn’t want to try to outwit a girl who was demandil seduce her. |
wanted a nice girl who didn’'t know the game so lwdn't have to

play it.

THE NEXT DAY started with another media interview. The reporter
brought a bulky network microphone with a foam aovéis meant |
wouldn’t be wired and | wouldn't have to do fakepapaches to
gather footage.

We sat down on a mall couch and he asked me quedho fif-
teen minutes. After the interview | spontaneougdgided that fame
wasn’'t going to get me laid. | had by then inteedcivith at least ten
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girls who knew about me, and | had not banged aayeven taken
one on a date. My success rate was way better thiegrdidn’t know
about me beforehand. Either fame itself was natadlhere, or my
particular type of fame, being a sex writer, wasappreciated by the
women.

| wasn't as upset as | thought I'd be. This told tinat the media
attention was satisfying another need of mine—tleednto be
important, to be someone whose ideas or even pressrvalued by
others. | had convinced myself that the reason $ waing the
interviews was to get laid, but if they called agtie next day to do
another, even if it would hurt my chances to meds$,g’d likely say
yes. | had to accept that the fame was validatieg ltnwas evidence
that my hard work was paying off and that | wasuaale in the eyes
of others. The only issue was having to reconsidgrtheory that
fame was a key ingredient in creating poosy paeadiseemed to be
having the opposite effect.

I invited Felicia to join me in my apartment to &oa meal “with
dessert.” | didn't recognize the double entendrél @fter | sent it,
and wondered if she would pick up on it. Perhagsditi, because she
sent me a message saying she wouldn't be “comfettatith my
idea. | got on myself for pulling the dinner dateva on someone |
hadn’t yet kissed, a guideline | had realized s@vgears earlier.
Then she started sending me logical questionsniikdast name and
birthdate, probably so she could google me. | edus give her
information.

| started to feel a general sense of doom. Evenapgrtment,
which | instantly liked, was a growing source ofgiitisfaction. The
sloping ceiling was too short. To use the bathrddrad to crane my
neck down, causing bad aim during urination. | ka@dopt a wide
stance in the kitchen to prevent hitting my headentooking a meal.
The internet guy still hadn’'t come, so | had no regtion to the
outside world, especially since | needed it to dy work. The
skylights, which seemed romantic upon first glanshjned a
supernova brightness in the morning well beforahted to wake up,
actually tanning me while | slept. The apartmensvea the fifth
floor, with no elevator, so | was always sweaty nupmtering the
front door. | had paid two months in advance, ab$1400, an
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amount | wouldn't walk away from. | was trapped tinis little
apartment, facing girls who were flaking on me agdoring my
fame.

Stewing in my midget apartment on a Saturday nigiildn’t do,
so | prepared to go out. | hit Office club firstad people were old,
and by that | mean they were just a tad youngen tha. The girls
were pretty but weathered. Over the past severakykehad specifi-
cally avoided places like this, but now with myenialazer and pocket
square | thought | could cut through whatever weakes it con-
tained and grab what | wanted, but the reward wdsinthcoming.
The three girls | talked to showed low amounts rthasiasm. They
all failed to turn completely towards me in spitetioe fact that it
must have made their necks sore to point theirsfatene while their
body was facing another direction.

There was one blonde | spotted in a group of gpatiently waited
until she went to the bar to do my approach. Stowveld the most
interest of the night, and we got into a conveosatibout her English
ability. She asked me what | was doing in her eibhd my stock
answer escaped me for a second, so | responded“iithnot sure
anymore. | liked this city at first, but now I'm Wiag second
thoughts.”

“You should do what makes you happy.”

“I don’t believe in happiness,” | replied.

“Not even in the short term?”

“Chasing short-term happiness can negatively affeectr long-
term happiness.” | was entering a philosophicatuision with a girl
| just met. | definitely wasn't getting laid.

“So what do you believe?” she asked.

“I believe in being the best man | can be, becdusere to wake
up and accept who | am when | look in the mirrodoh'’t think this
works for women, so our strategies for happinedisheidifferent.”

“But you should be happy.” | backed off and justided my head,
pretending to soak in her shaky wisdom, until iheaout that she was
married and 29 years old. | spent extra time withdress to talk to
old married women, when | could simply wear jeand a v-neck to
meet chirpy 21-year-olds by day. Nonetheless, iddecto stay the
course and hit the snobby club. | had scored b#mys on two of
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four visits, | looked alright, and | was ready tonk. There was no
reason | couldn’t succeed again.

| walked in at 2:30am, a little later than usugbalused at the end
of the main hall, took my earplugs out of my poclaid wet each
one with my mouth before sliding them in. They gawe the
superpower of being able to hear human speech wtitfiifficulty, no
matter how long | stayed and how loud the club wagart of me
now wanted to turn back and leave instead of sgggind approaching
and possibly succeeding so | could say | pickeditii@ city, but my
legs didn't want to move. | continued to stand ¢heanalyzing the
crowd before finally moving in the direction of npot, the north-
west corner of the big rectangle bar.

The ratio was disastrous, much worse than prewviits. There
were three guys for every girl, and the girls therere seemingly
older than ever. The week prior the ratio was gvemdtched until the
end of the night where | still had freestandingsgio approach, but
the scene before me made me regret telling regattet there was a
“neverending supply” of beautiful women. Where wéney now? |
moved into my new apartment three days ago. Fdtyes days left.

| approached a woman about 30 years old. She hadeaage face
but excellent body, good enough for the night. lBtesl me, but then
her friend got angry that | excluded her from thenwersation,
yelling, “You don’t turn your back to a lady!” Sheok the girl away.

A fat girl came up to me asking if I'm “that Ameaig writer.” Yes,
fat girl, this is why | work so hard, for girls kkyou to talk to me. Her
friend kept yanking the pocket square from my jackéried to stay
humored about it, but when she did it in the fodithe, | gave her a
verbal lashing and they both walked away.

The ratio got worse. The quality was the lowesad seen. | stood
in the middle of the dance floor, frozen in disb&li had a great view
of the entire club, and for a second it felt likerte was no noise, just
lights, movements, and the horror of realizing t lraade a huge
mistake. | found out from the bartender that wharrived in the city,
the club was actually brand new, celebrating tbpi&ning weekend,
but now the hot girls were already tired of it. Mlle amateurs were
out, and | was one of them.

| noticed a man staring at me. He asked if | waswhiter. | nod-
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ded. He introduced himself as Sebastian and saids ‘place sucks. |
know somewhere much better.”

“Where?” | replied.

“Chisinau, the capital of Moldova, a short ride gw# you go
there, you will never want to come back here. Itga club, get a
table, and the girls come to me. But here | hawedik.”

“Yes, here | have to work, too. The girls | warg: aot easy.”

“The girls here are very poor but they can’t bedigu They have
too much pride.”

“And Moldova?” | asked.

“The girls are more beautiful and much easier. ot even trying
here anymore because | go there every couple oksvdehave an
apartment there.” But what type of quality is hikitey about? How
much money does he spend at the club? These dataiimportant,
and if they aren’'t what | think is optimal, | would necessarily be
better off.

He couldn’t resist adding that he had fucked aro8@djirls even
though | didn’t ask, a high number for a 23-yeat-dlwanted to be
seduced by his insinuation that my supposed poaswdise is
actually poosy hell, but | had to remain skeptieadd sure enough,
the more | dug him for information, the weaker $tisry got. He's the
son of a rich guy and has luxury apartments in leities. He has a
car he uses to impress women. Most damaging washghairls who
“come to him” are ones he had already met. It selethat he was
trying to impress me like he does to women.

Last call approached when | spotted a tall, youirh sgjanding
alone. She was rigid but friendly. | went silentesv times to gauge
her interest. When she broke one of them to conguiinmy eyes, |
felt that the prospect was strong, but she stopétdan me and never
touched. There was a coolness | couldn’t explaiashked if she
wanted to meet for a drink and she said that sbeaHzoyfriend. “We
should exchange Facebook instead,” she said. ingekcl

| then saw an older woman who recognized me a feeka prior.
I was on a high back then and barely gave her #agitaon, but now |
found myself actually flirting with her, wanting ti@el out if she
wanted to be my first groupie bang. She went oruahot needing a
man, how her job keeps her busy, and how her vbeattisfies her. |
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don’t know any man who would be turned on by tipetof speech.

The previous week | got nine numbers that led teaag. This
week | got not a single one. The walk home was tard slow
because | knew | had lost. | will never say “pogsyadise” again,
because the minute | do is the minute god laughseatnd shows me
what he really thinks of my paradise.
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I hadn’t had contact with Magdalena in five daysvwNin a down-
turn after the media interviews and initial succésganted to be with
someone. | messaged her, not expecting a respgmutsghe was warm
and we texted throughout the night. | invited herpizza and she
tentatively agreed, pending her recovery from the f

The next day | edited some of my old writing ancheaacross an
article titedWarning Signs A Girl Isn’'t Worth A Relationshipne of
the signs was a girl who says “no” when you annewwu’re going
to come, that such a girl was an “inconsideratégshut | still felt a
strong desire to spend time with Magdalena. | adne else.

My landlord called me. He said he saw me on thesnagain. |
was called “the hunter of Romanian girls.” He laegdiso | took it to
mean it was a good segment, but | didn’t care.d ofdthe fame train
faster than | had gotten on it. It actually madedk harder, made me
more paranoid, made me feel like a clown. | domdw how | came
to the conclusion that fame was needed when | sgwlar guys with
hot girls all the time. They got them from simplgng a large social
circle and the propensity to commit. All | neededswo be a good
friend and a good boyfriend, but it's actually eador me to go on
television than to be those things, so | wondénat's my problem.

FELICIA asked me if | wanted to hang out. The previous day
began showing symptoms of a cold. My eyes and nese leaking,
so I'm not sure why | agreed to the date, espgcialka café that was
smoky.

| arrived first. | picked a square table with threfgairs and sat
down in one. | wanted her to sit adjacent to me simnply put my
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coat in the opposite chair. She arrived talkinghen phone, taking
two minutes to finish. “| wrote something in theheol newspaper
today and someone called to congratulate me oalig"said.

“What was it about?”

“The top things a student should do in the citywéis like a travel
article.”

“Oh cool, you should send it to me,” | said.

“It's in Romanian.”

“I'll use Google Translate.”

“I'll send it to you if you send me one of your b0’

“Never mind then.” She frowned.

The date was a close replay of the first one, withdoing most of
the talking. | told her how | was in the middle rakditating on my
previous life experiences because | wasn't suret whdo next. She
gave me advice on going to another city, which wl've been
doing nonstop for the past four years.

I'm able to get a boner from merely talking to d §im attracted
to. With Sonia, the motherless blonde, there wasbaoer. With
Felicia, there was a half boner towards the ensliofirst date, but on
this date, after nearly two hours of talking, lemdito a bit of
exhaustion because of my cold, | still had no bpeeen as | rested
my hand on her leg. Her hair was very pretty, 8@t to play with it
to get excited, but she said, “Everyone wants &y plith my hair,”
so | stopped, not wanting to be like everyone else.

| got in close and identified the sulfur odor frdmer breath. |
decided that that was indeed bad, because | haflybdated a girl
who had this problem before and learned it doego'away on its
own. It's hard to bring it up because the solutiakes work: daily
tongue scraping and gargling. | told myself thdtwias going to fall
in love with a girl who had halitosis, I'd tell habout the problem,
but you don't fall in love with a girl who has halsis. Poor girl,
living life with no one telling her of this horrielproblem, but it sure
as hell wasn't going to be me on a second date.

“I have to go to the supermarket before they cldssgid.

“I can come with you. My bus doesn’t leave for d®usthour.”

“That’s cool.” | made a move to get the attentidrthe waitress.
To fill the silence | said, “I'm really tired toddy
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“I don't care,” she replied. She made no smileitmidy it was a
joke.

There are many things that people talk about tbattdt all con-
cern me, but | would never actuakbay | didn't care. | shut down,
completely. She kept asking “What’s wrong?” buidrdt respond. |
paid the bill and she followed me to the supermtarKenis is weird,”
she said. | remained silent. In the entrance tosthpermarket | said,
“You don’t have to come in, | have a lot of thingsbuy.” She gave
me a long look.

“Yeah, | don’t want to miss my bus.”

“Goodbye,” | said.

“Um, bye.”

No hug this time before she walked away. Good ridda

When | made it home | saw that the most recentvige aired on
television. | played around during the intervieWrowing in some
jokey answers with serious ones, but they onlyuidet my joke
answerslI'm like a snake and the girl is a rabbit, so | wai the
grass to carefully hunt her... | want to make lovith as many
beautiful Romanian girls as | can.... Romanian didse really nice
butts.

One shot was of me walking through the mall in sioation to
cheesy love music. | came across as a goofy pneddtiw | felt
embarrassed. People will think I'm some kind of seged weirdo.
With the effects of my cold worsening, | felt likhit. A week prior |
was on the highest of highs, but now | wanted éavtinto a hole and
hide.

MY LANDLORD called me the next day. | braced myself before
answering in case he made a comment about thetiaterview, but
thankfully he just asked when | wanted to go todable office to pay
for the internet service, which was finally install He picked me up
later that afternoon. On the dash of his car wespy of a newspaper
article | was in.

“How did this happen?” he asked.

“You mean how did | start writing?

“No, how did you get in the paper.”

“Well they emailed me and asked for an interview.”
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“This isn't a good advertisement for you.”

“It's not?”

“No, they only gave you a half page inside. Yourret on the
cover.”

“Yes but they included a good picture of me. Cakeép this
copy?” | asked.

“My wife wants to keep it. Why did they email you?”

“Ever since two years ago, the media keeps cattiegl wanted to
tell you when you first asked me what | do, but'yewa family man
and | didn’t want to offend you.”

“Oh no, I think it's funny. You can talk to me aliagirls anytime.”
On the way to the cable office he would point oilsgon the
sidewalk and ask me what | thought of them. | fegurhe was
pointing out girls he liked so | would approve @ taste.

We went to the office to pay the bill. One of tHerks was attrac-
tive but had a vicious snaggletooth. Teeth in Rdmavere worse
than Ukraine, but | was learning to ignore it, hesmit's very rare a
girl will be both pretty and have American-styleagg whites.

Back in the car he urged me to tag along with hona tGerman-
owned supermarket. He gave me a tour, asking me hmeh
comparable items cost in America. In the meat diglestopped to
give me a perplexed look and ask, “You have gres?ha

“Yes, lots.”

“But you're young. Look at me, | think you have raarey.”

“I'm not that young,” | said, though | was born tmig years after
him.

There was a sales girl pushing Nivea deodoranhén hygiene
aisle. My landlord tugged at me and suggested lkg¢dder. She was
tall, with a nice body, but her nose and chin wsrarp and | wasn't
interested. | got to watch my landlord say somagsiin Romanian. |
assumed he was telling her thahdught she was a beauty queen like
he did with the real estate girl. | started to famtomfortable at the
prospect of yet another girl thinking | had no game

The longer | stood there, the more | began to aslér figure.
Once | could tell his attempt was over, after hegaier say “no”
several times, | interjected with, “Do you know wéehe peanut
butter is?” My landlord had no idea what that wss the Nivea girl
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had to explain it to him. Now it was my turn to gaand | was going
on about peanut butter and how “it's common whéareffom.” She

asked me where and was pleased with the answer) \éskblock-

ing my landlord? | don’t know, but now | wanted h€he three of us
stood there, with him talking to her in Romaniar ame talking in

English. Finally he looked at me and asked, “Ara going to stay to
do some shopping or come with me?”

“Actually | think 1 will stay now, since the stoteas a lot of things
I need.”

“Do you need any money?”

“No | have money,” | replied, wondering if his offesas actually
another cockblock attempt.

“Okay well I'm leaving now.” He then leaned into maar and
said, “Ask for her number,” as if | had never ddlmis before.

My landlord walked away and | told the girl, “Healsy landlord. |
just moved into the apartment and he’s been veary im helping me
learn about the city.”

“He said some weird things to me.”

“And that's why I'm glad | couldn’t understand whaiu two were
talking about. Anyway, what are you selling her&Pie told me that
if I buy eight or so Nivea products, | get a frerhluella.

“I don’t use deodorant,” | said.

“You don’t?”

“No, | use baking soda.” She jerked her head bhghktty.

“What's that?” she asked.

“You know that box of powder you put in the refrigeor so it
doesn’t smell?”

At that moment a guy walked by and said, “lI saw youtelevi-
sion.” He didn’t elaborate, thankfully.

“You were on TV?” she asked.

“Yeah, it's a long story.”

“What do you do?”

“I'm a writer. I'm here for a travel project.”

“Cool"”

A married couple came by and she went into her aiead pitch.
We'd talk for 30 seconds and then she’d do angtfieh. Then a guy
came by who she greeted warmly. He was taller tharand better
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looking, so now | felt threatened whereas | didwth my landlord. |
was messing around with my phone while | waitedf 4svas doing
something important, but it was hard to play tHisimthe supermar-
ket like in a club. | was lingering and soon I'@bkodesperate. To top
it off, | was paranoid that this guy is only rungimame on her
because he saw me on television and wanted toamaegnme for
bragging rights. | had to outlast him, no matteratvtit least three
minutes passed until he left, but not before sheesdam a playful
bump with her shoulder.

“You know that guy?” | asked.

“No.”

“Oh, you two seemed like friends.”

“Well he comes every day to buy deodorant so hegedirihe free
umbrella.” Yeah, I'm sure all he wants is the untibre

| felt a bit slighted, and it didn’t help mattetsat she dropped the
fact she had a boyfriend earlier in the interactiuut | didn’t want to
walk away with nothing. | decided to fish for thatel.Is there a good
coffee shop around here? What's your favorite eoffleop? Do you
like coffee? Do you like going to coffee in therfoon?l think she
got exasperated at my beating around the bushiralty/fsaid, “Okay
so you want my email, Facebook, phone number, What?

“I'll take the number,” | replied.

She gave me her number and then | fished some MGuoal,
maybe later in the week, like Thursday, in the éwgnwe can hang
out.”

“Okay after 8.”

Perfect. Slow and steady wins the race. My supdirént game
seemed to come out on top of two competitors whpeldeme realize
my attraction for her, because if a 54-year-old riiads her pretty,
and a tall guy who buys deodorant every day firglspnetty, maybe
there was something | missed upon first glance.

| walked out of the store not sure where | wassKed for direc-
tions but was led the wrong way and | got lost nesidential area. It
took me one hour of walking until | regained my tiegs to find the
mall, a long detour for a girl who in all likelihdd would never see
again.

| arrived to the café and settled in the front isectvhere it spills
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over into the mall concourse. | was getting stralogés from many
people. One girl gave me strong eye contact amu steeted walking
up to me.

“Hello, how are you?” she asked.

“Good.” | waited for her to say how she saw meaavision.

“Do you remember me?” | stared at her for a fewoads until |
remembered meeting her in the coat check of Offitexted her but
she never wrote back.

| pretended to think for a while longer before Idsd’Yes | re-
member now. | think | sent you a message.”

“Yeah, | lost your number in my phone.” She took auen-year-
old Nokia throwback to blame it for the mishap.

“You can text me again,” she said.

“I deleted your number.”

“Why?”

“Because you didn’t text me back, so | figured weuldn’t be in
contact anymore.”

She offered to give her number and | took it, tholigan't say |
was excited about contacting a girl who was alrealdying games
before a first date.

Not long after that, a guy came up to say he sawomd@V. |
picked his brain for night spots to hit and we exuied numbers.
Five minutes later, another guy came up. He told hmewas a
television host and wanted me on his program. | skaegptical but
then he commandeered my laptop and pulled up Hispage. It was
a low-budget show for a local station, but it dit® which means
there would be no shady editing. | asked him wimafleahe wanted
and he said we’'d just talk about my work and acdmhments. He
seemed sincere so | agreed. Only one night afiaghgset at how |
was portrayed on TV, | agreed to go right back on.

Magdalena arrived twenty minutes after the hodt efie wore a
pink checkered shirt with the first button half &ch too low,
showing the precursor of cleavage. Her jeans vigh¢ and she had a
necklace that rested above her breasts. Her lige wabbed with
pink lipstick, matching her shirt. Her eyes werdewrg and her cheeks
flushed. “You're still sick?” | asked.

“Yes, for the past week,” she said. | was pleased k contacted
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her, but knew | had to tread carefully.

“So you didn't have any other options?” she asked.

“In terms of what?”

“In terms of girls. You texted me.”

“I don’t know what you're talking about. | texteay to hang out,
and now we're hanging out.”

“I think you want a girlfriend,” she said. “But lod’'t want you to
get hurt.”

“And you think you have the ability to hurt me? lgavhatever
happens, happens.” | didn't want to vehemently gisa with her
even though it was my instinct, because | woulcbtsercompensat-
ing, suggesting there was truth in her statement.

“Well | like having options.” She paused and addgdjave op-
tions.”

“That's great. You can date whomever you want aredn date
whomever | want, but | don’t want to know about yoptions. If you
want to turn me off then talk about other guys woe seeing.”

“l was just joking.”

The fact that she never glanced at her phone wieeweve togeth-
er, never answered text messages, and always edcty days |
suggested for dates confirmed it was more joke thath, but she
was overplaying her hand, making it seem like s ler choice of
top men in the city when in all likelihood | wag sihe had.

| had been experimenting with sketching so | braugbng my
drawing pad. | purposefully left it out on the tabShe noticed it and
was about to flip it open but then she abruptlypp#al, as if she knew
she’'d be paying me a compliment by doing so. Itk like her
entire game was showing that she wasn't impressed.

I asked myself why | liked this girl because | ainit deny that |
did. She was pissing me off and playing obvious e@nbut it was
exciting and challenging. With her | actually haduse the game I've
accumulated over the years instead of dealing avifloung girl who
just sat there and was easy to see through. Buwvaka't bending to
my will and she wasn't giving me profuse affectiohgvanted her to
show it, continuously, as a sign of her submissome.

We sat in Pizza Hut and looked through the menenwally
ordering a large pizza with different halves. Oonwersation was
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almost entirely meta. We could turn a previous texthange that
took three minutes into a twenty-minute conversetipiece.

“If you were five years younger, you'd be perfect me,” | said.
“You'd be sweeter and more submissive.”

“You just want a dumb girl!” She was 26.

“Not at all. True, you're more feminine and sexyawnthan when
you were younger, but you also have higher expectt Back then
you just wanted a nice guy, but now you want a rgag who is
funny and who has this type of job and that andatiher. | was too
late in meeting you, and now I'm paying the pricéhwour endless
games.”

“I'm not playing games!”

“It's okay—play your games. Just be you, if thisnho you are.
Either | accept it and continue to see you or I'ddWe both have
freedom of choice.”

“But you do like me. | don't think | can be yourlffiend.” | had
her on the defensive, gradually discerning hettesgsa She used the
“I don’t want to be your girlfriend” several timesp her game was
based on some kind of relationship rejection maeetw get the guy
to want a relationship with her. She was also making itrséike |
liked her more than she liked me. This was a safradegy, but now
that | knew it, | could think of a counterattack.

“You are like the forbidden fruit and a nice guytla¢ same time,”
she said.

“That doesn't make sense. | can't be both. A niog gan’t be
forbidden.” Our pizza arrived.

“It's hard to explain.”

Now that | knew | would be on another TV show, Isngetting
concerned that she would definitely find out abayt background. |
wanted to tell her without telling her.

“There is something | want to tell you but | caiThen again you
will find out anyway, so maybe it's best if | say'i

“l already know something,” she said.

“What do you know?” | asked, excitedly.

“I saw the interview on TV. | know about your weites | always
knew.” Right away | knew | was in the clear, beeathe fact that she
was here with me, having pizza, means she didrét. ca
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“So wait, you knew me when we met?”

“No, I googled your name.”

“Yes, but | spelled my hame wrong to you. How dadifind it?”

“I typed in other words like ‘America’ and ‘writérlt was very
easy. You think that your one letter change wotog sne?”

Her claim that she found out after we met was fdieeause she
accidentally revealed that she saw my initial Roisannterview
before my web site. It turned out she first becameare of me when |
was in Bucharest. Knowing her game, and how shedwieverything
not to recognize any value | have, | realized 8t knew about me
the entire time, from the very first word | spitter. | recalled how
instantly warm she was, practically pleading witle to take her
number. She was my first European groupie.

“So why didn't you tell me?” | asked.

“I don’t know. | didn’t think it was a big deal.” ranslation: “I
didn’t want you to think | was impressed.”

“You didn’t think it was a big deal?”

“Okay wow so | had sex with a famous American writéHer
sarcasm was thick.

“Did you see my Wikipedia page?” | asked, smilihgould tell
she wanted to say no, but her pause made it obtaishe did. So
she is quite an actress, and if anything | respeber game a lot
more, deciding never to underestimate her and goardate unpre-
pared, or else she would eat me alive.

“I don’t know if | should go on any more interviews feels weird
to have people know me, like I'm some freak they ok at. Today,
a few people approached me.”

“Well stop trying to chase fame then.”

“'m not,” | said, defensively. “I'm not chasing fiee, they're
coming after me. | say yes because I'd regrethieatise. This is an
opportunity for a new experience. I'd be stupiday no.”

After | paid the check, she leaned halfway overttide like she
wanted to kiss me. | responded by coming in closéore she
abruptly pulled back. We walked out and she opamea bit more,
touching me and becoming more playful. She declowding to my
apartment, saying she was on her period, and [tditbject with my
usual “I'll drink the blood” retort because | didrfeel like doing
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laundry afterwards.

We walked for a bit and she got even warmer, standp on the
curb to kiss me. | looked at her deeply in thetlighd liked what |
saw. | liked the way she talked. | liked how sheglaed and how she
looked at me. | liked her eyes, her hair. She’sngrthat | wanted her
as a girlfriend, but at the same time | didn't wéwetr to see other
guys, and now we were both trying to seduce eablerotand |
wondered where this would go.

MY SINUSES were blocked. My voice degraded into a sort ofkro
and my eyes looked half dead. | took some medieiné began a
slow walk to the coffee shop. | came out with thé intention of
ending my one-approach-a-day habit, but very quitke beautiful
girls started to clear my nasal passages. | coutdp myself when |
crossed paths with a cute 20-year-old student ndduodaa. She was
shy but had impeccable English, and | easily gotriuenber after a
ten-minute conversation. This may be the only placéhe world
where | could gain prospects while ill.

Felicia messaged me, asking if | drew a picturéef (I had told
her about my drawing experimentation). | never wednto see her
again, but | felt that not responding would be mdamplied, “Yes,
it's hanging on my wall.” She thought | was seri@ml | wrote back
to say | was joking. She replied, “Sometimes | ddikeé your jokes.”
She was trying to qualify me when | had alreadgatgjd her in my
mind. Now | understood why girls don’t write baak guys out of
niceness—it just opens the door for them to talstabd at the girl.
Felicia’s tone was getting hostile so | had to seglying.

WHEN | first met Don, the host of the variety show | viagted to,
| noticed he was well-versed in American rap musientioning
Tupac and “gangster” several times. When the daythef shoot
arrived, he greeted me at the studio and askedvdnted to use the
bathroom. The two other guests, Romanian singers,bbonde and
one brunette, were already inside fixing their mgke

Last time | was on a talk show, | had time to wanmby chatting
with my handler for over an hour, but on this dagre would be no
warm-up, and it showed in the interview where | wasandering
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along for the first couple of questions. The cotigesaffected me
less than the lack of preparation.

How do you respond to Iceland feminists who saywmte a rape
guide? ‘They're just mad that | cracked the codés’ a woman
responsible for a man’s erection’™ a woman can’t get a man
sexually excited, she has to ask herself why she’Earth.”"What do
you think of this city?The beauty is nonstopHMave you had sex with
a girl here?“lt would be really stupid for me to kiss and telh
television, but | will say that | had some intimagacounters that
encouraged me to stay.”

The interview was entirely focused on me while givés sat beside
me looking pretty, waiting for their opportunity et up and sing.
Towards the end of the show the host told me tothskgirls for
dating advice. | did and they gave not one scragseful information.

It was obvious throughout the interview that thernatte was more
into me, perhaps just because she was more cotmforspeaking
English. Even though she lip-synced her performange attraction
for her was high. After the show there was a disicuswith me, the
girls, the host, and the producer. | wondered howedt her contact
information when | knew there would be no isolatibrpositioned
myself next to the brunette, but the producer, wias the boyfriend
of the blonde, kept talking in Romanian, essemntiatkcluding me
from the conversation. Don then announced he wgive all five of
us a ride home. The brunette would be droppedrstf f

As if | was talking to both singers, | asked, “Douyguys have a
Youtube channel with more of your songs?” | knee konde wasn'’t
going to really answer, since her English was pdbe brunette said
yes, and | replied, “Can you write down your narod san find it?”
She wrote her name. “Do you also have a Facebog&?ja

“No, I don't,” she said.

“You should get one, it's a good way to keep inctowvith your
fans.”

“Yes but I'm not famous. I'm still very small.”

“Well, you have to start somewhere.” | looked a fiece of paper
and noticed she wrote her full name. “Is this ybacebook name as
well?”

“Yes, it's the same.”
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“Cool, I'll check out your videos and message you.”

“Okay.”

Mission complete. Of course it was nowhere neanck,lbut at
least | had something.

| was the last one to get dropped off. | asked Ddwe could take
me to the mall so | could hit the café. “So yowlike brunette, huh?”
he asked.

“Shit, was it that obvious?”

“Not obvious, but she likes you too.”

“It was hard to have a conversation. The blonde alss nice, but
she has the boyfriend.”

“Yeah | already had sex with her, a long time &gjoe’s a nuclear
missile.”

“How?”

“From the show.”

“Wait, did you bang the brunette, too?” | askedidn’t want his
sloppy seconds, but I'd proceed regardless ofrimssvar.

“No, | didn’t fuck her.”

“Good.” Then | asked, “Since you're on televisigou get recog-
nized a lot, right?”

“Yeah, pretty often.”

“How do you leverage your fame into banging mordsgi I'm
finding it's not that easy. Girls pretend they darére at all.”

“I meet a lot of girls while doing the show, so foe it's easy.”

“Does it happen that girls know you're from TV libey don't tell
you?”

“All the time!” He became animated. “Or they makeséem like
they saw me once or twice when they're actuallyfbits.”

“Do you tell girls you meet that you're hostingedelvision show?”

“No, | just say | have a simple job in televisiomt that I'm a host.
The key is to be modest. Make it seem like youlass important
than you are, so that when a girl finds out who goe, she will be
very impressed. It's better if she doesn't find fvatn you.”

He dropped me off and | went to the café. | messadagdalena
to lock up our Friday dinner date. | wrote, “How tise princess
doing?” She replied, “Getting better for you.” | mtad to print out
her response, frame it, and travel with it as aimder of the type of

78



THE HANGOVER

affection | wanted.

We met the next day in front of the supermarkelbug groceries
for our dinner date. They did not get put away befwe started
disrobing each other back in my apartment. | gotriaked first and
noticed her pussy was ready to go. “I don't knowywim so wet
already,” she said, and | was pleased that my rtmrehes could
cause such arousal.

She wanted me to announce when | was going to carlegave
her status updates along the way. For the first sime encouraged it
along, enhancing my pleasure. | came hard andwaftds she made
fun of me by mimicking the moans | made during srga

“If you want,” | said, out of breath, “we don’t hato make a noise
during sex. We can be like mice.”

She then did her imitation of a mouse taking rdpehths, and we
both laughed. After fifteen minutes of relaxingbied, we both got
dressed and went to the kitchen where she helpezbotedinner.

While | prepared the pasta dish, she got to worlh@npancakes,
mixing flour, sugar, milk, eggs, vanilla powder,daa dark vial
containing rum flavoring. She asked if | had a miead when |
replied no, she rolled up her sleeve and stirreéfiong while. Every
few minutes | would slide behind her and put mydsaan her waist.
She would turn her head to give me a nice lookuickgkiss and then
I'd return to my kitchen duties.

“Have you seen the moviéicki Cristina Barcelon@” | asked.

“Yeah | saw it.”

“How aboutMidnight In Pari®”

“l tried to but it was so boring. | only watchedetHirst 30
minutes.”

“You're talking about the Woody Allen movie, rightdu thought
thatwas boring?”

“Yeah, | didn’t like it.”

“That’'s one of my favorite movies. The messagepittains about
nostalgia is very true.”

“Sorry, but | don't like Woody Allen.”

Her energy seemed to come down at this point. kes ¢urned
glassy. We sat down to eat pasta while her conplpgacake mix
waited to be cooked. “| went out with the girlstlagyht and we drank

79



POOSY PARADISE

a lot of coffee,” she said. “So | didn't sleep well

She failed to finish the small pasta portion | géree. Either she
was full or did not like it, though she did addrexsalt.

She went into the kitchen to cook the pancakesttined her ladle
mix into the pan, wait a short while, then flipwith a spatula. Once
the pancake was complete, she applied some Natadldhen rolled it
up like a cigar. She served me the first two apdomptly ate them.
While cooking she began to look sad, but | did@tedask her what
was wrong, and went to my computer to put on a $ewgs that |
knew she liked.

“Okay, | should go,” she said with depleted eyaale”already
spent four hours together.” | looked at the cldtkyas just short of
midnight.

“Are you timing it?” | asked. “It's Friday night, at’s the rush?”

“l just have to go.” | wanted a second orgasm Eavered my tone
and said that she should stay a while. | got céosknoticed how hot
her skin was from standing in front of the stoveveint to remove her
sweater but she gave a mild “no.” It didn’t seemicses so | proceed-
ed. | wanted to fuck her in the kitchen next to gamcakes, maybe
even while eating a pancake, but she led me tbedeoom instead.

She adamantly refused when I tried to put it in eandl demanded |
get a condom. | was worried | wouldn’t orgasm, hutouple hours
had passed from the first time so maybe that bwesekenough. | put
on the condom and my boner remained strong. Shergtip and did
her thing before | flipped her into my finishinggition and drilled at
a rapid pace. She could tell when my orgasm wasrgpand asked
“Is it going to hurt you?” in mocking reference ttte moans of my
previous one. | almost broke into laughter but riesz focused and
had an orgasm that was just as good as the fiest.qdestion was
interesting, for while there is no pain in the @ga there is that
moment of tension and vulnerability right before telease.

Not two minutes later she announced she was leat@kgy, let
me relax for a couple minutes,” | said.

“No, I have to go right now. Where’s my bra?”

“l think prostitutes take longer to leave after $eShe didn't
respond. | helped her find her bra and she gosdrksAny good she
does seems to be balanced out by the bad.
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I was glad | kept things open with the other gitlacia, the su-
permarket salesgirl, could meet on Monday. Doinate@ to meet on
Sunday. | still had two other girls to contact, ann sulfur Felicia
was texting me again.

| GRABBED the Moka pot and poured a cup of water into theepa
placed the filter on top, dumped three spoons biabese coffee onto
the filter, screwed the lid on tight, and then plédat on the stove. It
only took four minutes for the dark liquid to pelate through the
vertical spout and into the basin of the pot. une¢d to my laptop,
not wanting to work, and decided to check my emailugged the
internet cable in. This was a mistake, becausehone later I'm still
on the internet, thinking if 1 should make anothmt of coffee.
Without any effort, one hour is gone, and now I fglty so | yank
out the internet cable, toss it aside in anger, amite for forty
minutes. | put the internet cable back in and skackanother hour.
When you don’t have a regular job, inertia keeps fyom leaving the
house. Your body wants to conserve energy andntieains staying
in, not changing your clothes, not putting on yantacts, not
brushing your hair. | finally leave the house ire tharly evening,
feeling like | accomplished nothing for the day.

| walked by storefronts that looked similar to atligastern Euro-
pean storefronts and recollected how my life wasifg into one of
repetition. I'd go to a city and approach day aighhand then go on
dates and get lucky every so often in between ketngtches spent
reading or on the computer. This is it, | guess, gilnnacle of pussy
and living. Traveling and getting laid is a lifehets have told me
they dream to have, but to me it's normal. Memooésny earlier
struggles don’t come into my thoughts as vividlytleesy used to, and
a comfortable life of frequent sex with pretty girls taken for
granted.

Saturday night came. Back to the snobby club. ktedoa shy-
looking blonde on the other side of the bar but lshd two female
sentries guarding her. In the next ten minutessitipmed myself ever
so closer to the group. | knew the cockblock waaranteed, but
there is only so long | can wait for a good momantsuch an
unpredictable environment.
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“You look like you speak very, very, very good BEsgl” | said
slowly, almost painfully so, as part of a new tagoe | was trying.
She kept her ear close to my mouth, a good sign.

“Yes,” she said.

“It was very obvious to me.”

She smiled, but said nothing else. She was rea@yitdrom the
conversation already. | added, “Or maybe you dep&ak English.
You've only said ‘yes’ so far.”

“No, | speak it very well!” Her friends frowned ate. They moved
closer then glared at the girl for even considedngpnversation with
me. So that was that.

Back at the bar, an older guy approached me tdveagaw me on
television. He barely spoke English but | told Hiriked his coun-
try’'s women and he left satisfied. Another guy akkee if | could
move so he could order a drink. At first | didntidge, but then |
relented, trading my spot with his. He bought nghat and we had
some small talk until | saw a tall blonde who | halleady ap-
proached for one of the television segments.

I remembered that approach because of the regrédliohg to
such an older woman that | wouldn’t have noticed tiee cameras
not been rolling. The approach was basic but thegduit in the
segment anyway, and there she was just eight ¥est, ayrinding her
body on a man. | hoped she didn’t remember me.

My phone vibrated and it was a text message frongddkena,
feeling out the booty call. | gave her the greghtliand after a couple
texts we planned on meeting at my apartment inhaue. Suddenly |
was in the mood to approach, as if the time limavey me the
motivation | had been lacking. | couldn’t stay mijht like usual so |
sprang to action, knowing that any failure wouldl &te rewarded
with sex.

| approached a pretty brunette with sleepy eyestalted extreme-
ly well, and | figured at least a phone number wasrder. Then the
tall blonde whipped through the crowd and shoutsdething in her
ear, obviously peeved. They were friends. | laughecause | knew
the approach was over, and sure enough the brutugtied away
from me. So much for fame helping me get laid.

| walked back to the bar to lick my chops. Latesaw a petite
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brunette a small ways off. Still energized, | plitcasualness aside
and walked straight up to her. She received me Wyarm

“What do you do?” she asked.

“You really want to know?”

“Yes, tell me.”

“| write books.”

“Let me guess, you write sexist type of books.”

“Do you know me?” | instinctively asked.

“No, should 1?”

“No, you shouldn’t. I mostly write travel...” | coulbarely finish
the words to keep up the bullshit charade of “Iwn@u know but |
will pretend you don’t know by saying somethingttaasumes you
don't.”

“Anything else?” she asked. | wanted to call herfoulying about
not knowing me, but she would simply deny it, arsl mot like | had
any proof. For me to get into her panties, | wolikdbe to game her
perfectly and jump through extra hoops | wouldrévé had to deal
with had she not known me. | began to wonder iflidgawith
American girls was easier than this. | looked at pmpne and saw
that Magdalena was ten minutes away, so | hadygsadbye to the
girl.

“Okay well it was nice talking to you, but | have ¢o,” | said.
“Do you want to meet for a coffee sometime?”

She shook her head from side to side, slowly arajgeratedly,
like she wanted everyone in the club to know tlnat was rejecting
me. “No. Don’t take it personally.”

“Okay bye,” | said. It was hard to take it persdyalhen | was
going to bang a girl hotter than her in mere momment

If | were a nobody, | would have walked away frdme tlub with
probably two numbers instead of zero. Being raisedmerica, |
thought fame was the magic bullet, but the worldtig\merica, at
least not yet, or the type of fame | have is the lkiad. | wasn't upset,
but happy, because now | had more knowledge thmmeheand when
| wake up the next day, | could place myself oruesspath. In spite
of this realization, for the first time | had toka&Are people laughing
at me?” Do they see me as a man who has beengvatid earning
his salt for years, or some clown who is approaghimirl in the mall
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with a hidden microphone?

| could safely extrapolate my experience in Romdaiagtate that
fame in any Eastern European or South Americantcpubased on
my topic of writing, will not help me get the womémvant. While it
may be worth trying in a Western country like Caaad America, |
was ready to return to using my game and effogeibbangs instead
of lazily trying to fall back on fame alone. It'sfficult to admit that
pussy wasn't going to rain from the sky after begaige to blanket
Romanian television, but admit it | must, and ituiebnow be a good
idea to think of ways to keep my identity hidderheTirony of
wanting to hide my fame in order to get laid waslnst on me.

| took Magdalena upstairs and we fucked on the lzoédter |
came she said, “| want more,” not even ten secaiftds | dismount-
ed her. Still with that same bullshit. We made way to the bedroom
where she turned me on again, but | told her tdaln’t want to use a
condom because | knew | wouldn't come.

“You don’t have to come every time,” she said.

“Yes, | do. Or else there is no point.”

“You're so selfish!”

| thought that she’d probably let me put it in ramce she was
drinking, but no. She actually would get her haadsl cover her
pussy when | tried, one of the biggest turn-offgyid can do. |
decided the cause was lost and | better get soeep,sbut she kept
coming back to me and turning me on, finally sugkimy dick. | held
her head in place and fucked her mouth for a fewuteis, but she
didn’t go deep enough so | wasn't close to comifigen | had the
idea of titty-fucking her. | tried to spit on hehast but | missed and
got her neck instead. | told her to squeeze heratild she did. My
dick was coming up to her mouth and it felt okayt bot as good as
pussy. | stopped and tried to put it in once mdnet again she
covered it and demanded a condom.

“Look, the whole point of seeing the same girlasypu don’'t have
to use a condom.”

“So get tested,” she replied.

“I don’t have anything.”

“I'm sure that what's you always say.”

We were both laying there, sexually frustratedthesi of us will-
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ing to budge. “I'm going to leave,” she said. Itsn@early 7am.

“Yeah, leave, it's the thing you're really good”alt.understood
then that she didn't like me beyond the physicakause if she did
she would want to snuggle, and that this is whatefehas gotten
me—a girl who sees me as a latex-wrapped dildogd ggmugh for a
booty call when she didn't find another dick toisfgther.

“So this is the last time we will see each othehé said. It was
hard to tell if it was a statement or a questiont bince | was
prepared to accept it as a statement, | didn't giveanswer. She gave

me a kiss goodnight and left.
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I had an evening date with Doina scheduled at 8pteft the
house exactly 30 minutes before 8, so that | caddplete one
lesson in Russian, which | had recently startedlystig again. |
walked in the center of town with one of my earbimsmuttering
Russian phrases under my breath. Fifteen minutestire lesson,
Doina popped up right beside me. | turned off my8mpfayer and so
began the date, slightly early.

We didn’t go more than thirty steps before her ghang. | snuck
a peak at the screen and it said “Mama.” She egjeitte call and we
talked about our weekends.

| got a better look at her once we settled in thie&.cHer hair was
black and wavy, partially covering her chipmunk ek and she
wore braces to correct an overbite. Her eyes wage] brown, and
so spherical that | examined them from the sidee® if they were
perfect balls. If she resembled an animal it wobkl a rabbit. |
checked her nails and they were unpainted but I8hg. was 20 but
looked maybe 15.

“I never come to places like this,” she said. Weeni@ an upscale
café that played house music just a few decibelddod, forcing you
to lean in to hear what your date was saying. Is wansidered
expensive, since espressos were $2.25 insteae ofidhe proletariat
$1.50. The other customers weren't hurting for nyoridost had
smartphones that were better than mine, and everalBavas better.

“What type of places do you go to?” | asked.

“I don't really go out.”

“You don't go to clubs?”

“I've only been once. | don't like it, | rather r@aa book.” Her
ability to play the game must be low. Her notchrdomust be low.
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She must also be practical. She won't do thindsettsexy.” | looked
down at her shoes and there was just a one-indh hee

“You don't wear high heels, do you?” | asked.

“Not really. | have to walk fast, because I'm alwdgte for some-
thing, and so with heels it's hard to do this. bknit makes a girl's
legs look more sexy, but | don’t usually wear tHem.

It took a while for the waitress to ask what we teahn “Do you
want a glass of wine or a beer?” | asked. | knewrbsponse before
she said it.

“I don’t drink.”

She got a latte and | went with an espresso. | dgiast a bit of
sugar to my drink and took a sip to evaluate tiséetd noticed bold
chocolate notes, something that | hadn’t experigrinean espresso
before, and made a mental note to come back ifuthee.

Every one of my first dates has a moment wheregiompted to
tell my life story. In my early 20’s there wasn'tush to it—just a
brief description of what | majored in at collegadawhat my
corporate job entailed, but now the story was gegttbng. With each
passing year | was able to add superfluous detail philosophical
detours that would branch out from the main stogylit took half an
hour for me to tell it to Doina, and by the end ghge a response that
pleased me: “That's amazing, it's like a movie! Amau famous?”

Yes, Doina, a little famous, but that fame is mgtiShe confirmed
that the strength of my story is enough to grakirbs gnterest and
that | should never distract myself with media &hill again. | can
now just focus on being me since I've worked hardugh that being
able to tell this story is all | have to do, and dfet the opportunity to
merely state it, in a relatively quiet place withgal's undivided
attention, she will become attracted to me. OrIlselieved.

I monopolized most of the conversation, much to preference.
Young girls like it when the pressure is off thesrperform, and they
would much rather nod along than take the initatiin between
monologues, where | tested some ideas and platlinesked about
herself, her living situation, her hobbies, and $tedies. She told me
she was studying languages.

“What type of job do you want to do with that?”dkad. Teacher
or translator, | figured.
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“I don’t know, but | know | don’t want to be a tdser or transla-
tor. I'm too impatient with teaching. If | explagsomething once or
twice and someone doesn’t understand it, | dontitwa explain it
again.” She continued, “Last summer | wanted toyin England, so
| applied for a special program. My parents encgedame to do it,
but then when | got accepted, and it was time tp te airplane
ticket, they said | couldn’'t go. They were scaretnsthing would
happen to me.”

“Are you an only child?”

“Yes.”

“They don’t want to lose you.”

“I know, but | was very upset. | feel like they drelding me back
and | can’t get experience.” Mama was ringing Hesrge again.

“It's okay to answer that,” | said. “Maybe she tkinsomething
happened to you.”

“No I'm rejecting the call, so she knows I'm okay.”

“And yet, she keeps calling.”

“Yeah, she does this.” | imagined her in my bedhwitama call-
ing every couple of minutes.

Even though we had been only talking for two hoths, increas-
ing interruptions from her phone brought thingsatmatural end. |
asked for the check. She made a sincere efforayobpt | blocked
her, teasing her that she was a “poor student.” \Wihasked if she
had change for a 5 so | could leave a tip, | sawenwallet that she
was carrying more money than me.

The bill for her coffee and my two espressos camtk9t which for
a pleasant Sunday night date might as well haven fee. We
walked out in the small park in front of the cafédastood to say
goodbye. | grabbed her sides and pulled her closa fkiss on the
lips. She withdrew after a second of lip contadtlbment in one more
time for a longer exchange. After she left, | tank the mp3 player
from my pocket and continued my Russian, walkinguad town.
Then | stopped mid-walk and asked myself why | haanleast tried
to invite her to my apartment.

THE NEXT DAY | looked back on over ten years of pussy chasing

and wondered if it was a colossal waste of timgaite me fodder for
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my writing, but did it improve my character and #oias a man?
Would my time have been better spent learning f@reint skill? Is it
all worth it? At the same time, | have to accemtthussy is an
essential ingredient in a man’s life. When you hiyvi seems like a
trivial distraction, but the minute it's lackingirange symptoms start
to take hold in the man where all the other thihgsdecided had
higher value than pussy no longer do.

What is the pinnacle for man? | achieved what ugia was the
pinnacle for me, but when | got it, it no longeresed like the
pinnacle, because if you, a mere human, can achievie can't
possibly give you the pleasure that you thougltbitld. Maybe the
poor and ignorant really are happier, not in theseethat they like
dirt and hard bread, but that they simply don't emsttnd the
enjoyments of life and therefore don’t have to lamabout not
having them. They accept their lot and wake up sewl the toil for
the day before them and don’t wonder if “this” isThe purpose of
life is to survive and reproduce, and they are glaginl don’t need to
be ambitious, to travel the world, to build a harem beautiful
women—I can just toil all day, come home, watch tidevision, fill
my belly, and reproduce with a homely woman. Natweauldn't
mind. But once you've gotten a taste of the gof& jou can't go
back. Once you've seen the world, you can't be hiaggp you are.
You must keep going, keep achieving, for thereasnd other than
death, and the treadmill of your life doesn’t sldawn but speeds up
for every passing year, and while you can look back/our life and
think, “It was well lived,” you are still not safied. New heights
don'’t give you the high they used to, and the tngilds still going,
and one year it will be set to a speed that isfagbfor your old legs,
and that's when you fall off, and there’s nothirguycan do about it
but think of your life and say, “It was well livédand then fade to
dust like all other humans before you, hopefullyihg left a legacy
behind. The highs don’t matter and the successe'$ ohatter—they
just fill the time of the days. They’re just busyikdor the ambitious
man, for in the end we all die the same, and nditendll have really
mattered.

MY WEEK was filling with dates. On Tuesday night | had evith
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Lucia. On Wednesday was Rozalia, the girl | methat coat check.
The problem with Rozalia was that she never haditcom her phone,
so communicating with her was difficult. To set alate she used her
friend’s phone to message me.

I’'m usually hesitant to pursue poor girls. The drttet comes off
of them is pungent and spicy, while middle clasks gimell sweet and
floral thanks to the olfactory chemicals they sp@y their skin.
When | think of a poor girl, | think of a girl witlheads of sweat
collecting above her upper lip, of her not givitngtt one extra wipe
after using the bathroom. Rozalia seemed suddémgr® in wanting
to meet, so | figured it was worth a couple hoursng time in spite
of her poverty.

The date with Lucia was first. When she walked itite cafe, |
started my evaluation from the bottom, checking loett heels and
slender legs, moving my eyes upwards to the helneopolka dot red
dress and then to her torso, which was partialydéin by a fake
leather jacket. | continued my scan up her longawer-colored neck
and finally to her face, where | was overcome byiszeral disap-
pointment. It was too angular, too mannish. Hes liere colored an
assaulting clown red. Before she even sat downydexl myself for
letting my landlord’s interest fool me into desgiher.

She lit a cigarette and reviewed her busy day wvrdy here and
there, going to class and selling deodorant. |uated how long |
had to stay before leaving. After all, | did ask bat, having a clear
view of her face when doing so.

She asked me for my story and | told her the shersion that
lasted ten minutes instead of thirty. She noddetthere was silence.
| asked about her. She told me she’s super indep¢hd can make
her own decisions. She wants to earn her own meoeshe doesn’t
have to depend on a man. | looked at her stronggjaavtold her she
would fit in great in America, and she thanked met realizing it
wasn’t a compliment.

Somewhere my landlord was at home with his famimtching
television, perhaps wishing he could trade placdéh me, while |
wished | could be at home myself. But | stayedrdened a second
Jameson because she let me talk about myself. custied my
problems—how | wasn't sure which country to live and how |
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wasn't even sure what | wanted in life. With a stepice she gave
me advice that | immediately rejected in my minoimsthing along
the lines of “You should just have fun.” Perhapadiag my body
language, she said, “Even if the advice | give j@unot helpful, |

know that just being able to talk about your prableelps because it
clears your mind and gives you ideas.”

I went on about America, saying how she would giet ®f atten-
tion there, but she interjected and said that she already getting a
lot of attention. | said, “I'm talking about richugs. In America,
you'll be invited on boats, fancy dinners, and fsidike that. Guys
will throw themselves at you.”

“I get guys doing that here, too.”

“Yes but it's a different level. You can’t count ngndlord among
that group.”

“No, well, recently | met this man who was suppdgedfamous
rapper. And he asked me ‘Do you know who | amd@ld thim ‘No’
and he seemed upset, but | really didn't know hiater he asked me
out, and | said no again. He said, ‘That’'s thet finme a girl has
rejected me,” and | thought, ‘Bullshit.” | don'tittk America would
be that different.”

| didn’t believe she received that much attentf®he’s cute and no
more. Then again | do remember in Washington DC hmesely cute
girls with ten extra pounds got approached morea tiha top shelf
girls, suggesting that guys would rather meet gilsy are not
intimidated by.

| began doodling on my cocktail napkin while Lutadked. What
could she say that could possibly interest me? Vdtai could she
tell me that would be novel? If | didn’t want tockuher, and | wasn’t
actively trying, what is the point of the interact? She told me |
needed more friends, and while this was true, m'tiiske the value in
being friends with a girl in college. How my worlebuld be enlarged
with such a friendship, | could not fathom.

“I have a lot of friends,” she said. “But most ¢fetn are guys. |
don't like being friends with girls because theye gealous and
difficult.”

“But those guys aren’t your friends. They are adlitimg to have
sex with you.”
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“No, that's not true at all.”

“Yes it is. If you send a mass text right now to @l your guy
friends saying you are lonely and would like thenbting a bottle of
wine to your apartment, the ones who are awake dvooime. You'd
be surprised at how fast they would show up, acling in front of
your door.”

“I don’t believe this.”

“You don’t have to, but it's true. The only excagtiis if a guy is
using you to get with a girlfriend of yours. Thiswhy I'm glad I'm
not a girl, because if | was friends with a guyyduldn’t truly know
if he liked me for me or just because he wantedléep with me.
What's interesting is that if | were to send a mass$ right now to all
the girls in my phone to tell them that I'm lonelgd that they should
bring a bottle of wine over, how many would come@lably none—
not even girls | already had sex with.”

“But a lot of these guys have been friends with fmea long
time.”

“They are waiting for their opportunity. Men aretipat. They go
on with their lives, get girlfriends, get jobs, buhen they think the
opportunity is right to make their move on you,ythll attack, and
hope that it succeeds.”

Not twenty minutes after my lesson, as if god wdnteprove my
words to her, she received a long text message &omale friend. It
went roughly like so: “This may be the alcohol tatk but | am so
lucky to know you, and any man who meets you igyuas well, and
just thinking about you puts a smile on my facenav much you
brighten up my life. | miss you.”

She laughed at his sappy text message, and sq didl lit made
me think of my little brother. | had to make sure hever sends
bullshit like that to any girl.

“What are you going to reply back?” | asked.

“'m going to say, ‘You're just being drunk, getrse rest.” |
decided that in spite of her sternness and an amnce that would
make her thrive in America’s dating market, she wasice girl at
heart, sparing this man’s ego when a lesser gidlvbave crushed it.
Her value went up in my eyes, so when she suggestadndship, |
told her to invite me next time she goes out wighn fiiends. | paid
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the $15 check, gave her a half-hug goodbye, ankeddiome.

| HADN'T been to the gym in two months. | found one thas Vea

away from my apartment so | would be forced to dRuasian lesson
during the walk. On my first visit there | caughgig of a tall man

with perfect aesthetics. He had light brown skird an flawless,

symmetrical face. He sported a short haircut, aringain each ear,
and a calm smirk as he strutted through the crowdedh with a

body resembling a young Arnold. | tried not to staut | couldn’t

help it, for just like it's rare to see a girl witrerfect beauty, it's rare
to see the same in a man.

| was in the squat rack when he asked me how metisyl fiad left.
His English was poor. We had a short conversatibareshe told me
the one thing he wants to see in America is Ga&ys. | explained
some cultural wonders he would find in the USA a@nat was that.
He was a pleasant man with a congenial smile, ainghgined if |
was him how much different the reactions I'd genfrwvomen would
be, but at the same time my game would never haee developed
had | possessed his looks, perhaps giving me thanéabe over him
in situations that require approaching.

Next up on the date pipeline was Rozalia. Threekevbéad passed
since | originally got her number. To make it omdi for our first
date, | had to go to the gym early, rush homeke tashower, and eat
some protein. By the time | made it to the café& glas already
drinking a latte. This was the third date in a nehere the girl didn't
drink. I was annoyed but there was nothing | codddabout it. |
ordered a scotch.

She told me she was majoring in art. She might el vave told
me she was majoring in poverty, for | failed to ¥@sv an art major
would provide for her in Romania. | refrained frarhallenging her
life decisions and instead asked about her artjmticess (out of
genuine curiosity), but she had little to give nmel & was disappoint-
ed that even spending time with an artist gave othimg to muse
over.

Why are women so boring, so unable to ignite thagimations of
men without using their sexuality? Because of nilenrhe who don'’t
punish boring women. As long as they look goodplmly best to

94



THE BURNING

keep the conversation flowing, interesting, exgititt’'s supposed to
be common wisdom that women are better communisalort | only

find them better at reading body language, comjrigingossiping,

lying, manipulating, and backstabbing. They areirat purposeful

communication. In long-term relationships they anable to clearly
share their desires and wants, demanding men tb thesar minds

instead. Only a man knows how to clearly statengisds, weave a
proper story, and create a conversation from ngthirhile a woman

nods or laughs to encourage him to continue, maintaher brain in

a state of energy conservation.

The remainder of the date had parts copied anegdsim other
dates. By the time two hours had passed, she wakit@y me on the
shoulder and admitting that she noticed me in tbb the night we
met. | knew | was going to get at least a kisgiddtto feel out the
bang but she said was tired and had to get up.eafhen | said
goodbye to her on the street, we had a little mak#tt satisfied me,
but when | went home, alone, | was no longer cantesas going on
many dates with nothing to show for them excepsdgs and then |
received a reply from Doina to my suggestion farzpi on Friday
night. She wrote that she “wasn’t sure” what she daing that day,
which meant she was waiting for a better optiom thmee.

I got mad at myself for forgetting my rule that any date | must
pretend that it will be the last time | see the, gequiring me to move
heaven and earth to relocate her back to my apatinyet a girl
abstaining from drink throws me off because theuaksignals are
muted and the earth-mover within me doesn’t coméfeo | dilly-
dally, having safe conversation, never clearly enaged to enter the
rabid state where blood is pumping into my groim any mind is
going through a dozen variations of how to bang thil before the
night is over. Instead, it calmly thinks of how nganore dates it will
take just so she can feel comfortable with me, had |1 should
consider myself lucky just to get a kiss after sjeg three long
hours with her, a time that would have no doubtnbketter spent
reading a book, and how when | text her in a feysda the hope of
a second date, she will take several hours to vdiek like Doina
did, keeping her options open and not enthusidlstiagreeing to my
date offer.
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The next girl that comes out on a date with me ballsorry if sex
isn’t on her mind. | don’t have the patience to mslowly when I've
succeeded so many times in the past by moving Ifagt. no longer
let the girl dictate the speed. If she doesn't warfit into my proper
sex trajectory, she can end it, but no more thme-dates with girls
who don’t want to fuck me. Being able to say “Iypspent $10 on the
date” is no longer justification for failure, fonree hours of my time
is worth much more than that amount.

I haven't gotten laid in four days, but with the@lailures it feels
like four weeks. | asked myself why | was going alhthese dates,
and part of my conclusion was that the dates wereelaborate
method of procrastination from work. You know yalin a good city
where you can procrastinate by spending time widlityp women, but
am | acting no differently than American girls wgo on dates just
because they're bored? The stage was ripe forsyguesak, to starve
the beast and make it ache for sex, but | had ttddtiom for that
longing to appear. | needed it because a man jswitling to put in
everything he’s got when he’s at the bottom, and ftays from the
last time | fucked a girl is not yet close to schag its depths.

Halitosis Felicia wouldn’t stop texting me so | egd to an after-
noon stroll before she was scheduled to work. | eamially late by
ten minutes. She was easy to spot because of hesivaahead of
curly hair. We sat down on a bench.

“So, how are you doing?” | asked.

“Good, ready to work for four hours.”

“What exactly do you do?”

“I promote the 3-in-1 coffee packet at the supekmegi she said.
“I have to smile and be helpful and suggest a fldvo

“Those things are horrible. | remember when | watlkraine and
drank them, not knowing any better, but now | odfink espresso-
based drinks. I'm extremely particular about myfeef’

“That’s nice,” she said, not picking up on my saroa

“I feel like it's been a while since | last saw ybliadded up the
days and counted to ten.

“Yeah, you disappeared,” she replied.

“I was annoyed at you.”

“Why?”
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“At the end of our last date, | paid the bill aralds ‘I'm tired.’
You told me, ‘I don’t care.” That’s the rudest tgia girl has said to
me all year.” Her face looked concerned as shedtar the carousel
that was in front of us. | began to feel weak fomplaining about a
matter that seemed petty in hindsight.

“I was joking,” she said.

“Where | come from, we usually smile when we'reijak”

| sat closer to her and rested my hand on her Khlee.sun was
shining hard and her face looked mangled as shimteduat me. |
was able to see individual hairs on her face, bua$ not disturbed
since | knew they wouldn’t be visible in normaliighg conditions.

“l feel like I'm in high school,” | said. “This iswhat, the third
date?”

“I don’t know if this is a date.”

“Well I'm counting it when | write in my diary toght.” She got
this joke, thankfully.

“I have to go in five minutes,” she said, lookingthe direction of
the supermarket. | didn’t think that was enougktetiim kiss, but | was
going to try. | leaned forward and she promptlynksd back, with an
expression that | interpreted as, ‘What are yongi®i

“Close your eyes,” | said.

“No.”

She seemed frightened. | made a couple more urssfat@asses
before she announced she had to leave. | did nci eay odor from
her breath.

“Are you going to text me?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but you can text me.” She began virmdkaway and
| yelled, “Hey Felicia, | want to ask you one quest’ She turned
around.

“What?”

I lowered my volume and asked, “Are you a virgin?”

There was a long pause. “l don’t have to answer"tha

“So you are, then.” If she wasn’t she would givguick no, insult-
ed that | would think she’s a mere child.

“I'm not saying anything,” she said.

“You said everything,” | smiled. The awkwardnesssvadl her, not
me, | concluded, and | imagined how crappy thewseuld be with
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the blood and the tiny thrusts that would streteh dut just a little at
a time. | wasn’t craving that experience, but tofiost in a fresh
pussy gives such a psychological boost to how Inggself as a man
that | would debate it in the days to come. If $pdhen some other
guy would be first, molding her into his dream shafling her how
the perverted acts he desired were actually “ndrarad “common.”

That night | masturbated but my heart wasn't ittd/fiy boner was
physically present but | was just going for the asmg, which was
weak even though | had resumed weight lifting, shing that would
normally cause volcanic ejaculations. My testosterievel seemed to
be low. Three weeks before | was priapistic but Howould barely
get into the “Best Of Creampies” compilation | waesating off to. At
first | was ready to hump every girl | saw but katewas noticing too
many facial flaws and asses that didn’t have thacexurvature |
desired.

Going on boring dates must be reducing my horninmestead of
increasing it. They gave me just enough attentigh avwoman that |
was mentally pleased with my game even though Inivagetting
laid. | needed to re-build my hunger. | decidedtay in on the next
night, a Friday, but when lam arrived and | hachimgt to do, my
habits took. | needed to go out, to be in the nadafla smoky, loud
room. Something may happen if 1 go out and jushatagainst the
wall, but nothing will happen if | stay home.

I went to the snobby club and stood in my usual.spbe ratio
was not in my favor and the girls weren't friendlys funny, |
thought, that the reason | did well in this club fingt two weeks was
mostly because it turned out to be its grand ogenime ratio was
great and the girls were far more open, and it bee®d on this that |
decided to stay for two whole months. If | had caméhe city a few
weeks later, | would have hated the experience deuided not to
stay. My entire future would have been different.

| already had trouble committing to a city for antio or longer,
but now this episode will make it even harder sihezalized that the
basis for which | make decisions is based on fapityransient data.
Like picking stocks, | might as well throw dartsaatvall map instead
of trying to do a rudimentary analysis for selegtincity. If you make
a decision based on your intellect and careful yaiml and you
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happen to be wrong, you suffer a big blow to yoamfilence as the
assumptions and theories you made about the umivefsse to hold.
But if you make a decision based on darts and é&qez the same
rotten lot, you can merely laugh off bad fortunggleenomenon that
exists outside of you, and see what good you caowgeof it anyway.

When | decided to live in Kharkov, Ukraine for threnonths
before ever stepping foot in the city, | was neupset about my
choice even though it was tough going, becausewkifat luck can
go either way and picking something blind was g¢areome with its
downsides. | didn’t feel the same this time arobaedause tarefully
researched three Romanian cities over the couraeeits and deeply
analyzed my experiences to make a decision thdtolight was
airtight, but how airtight could it be when a bagfor in that decision
was due to one club?

Nothing was happening around my spot near the ldaoked at
other spots and wondered if it was worth moving.llke being stuck
in traffic when you consider changing lanes to tm# seems to be
going faster, but once you move over your old landdenly speeds
up. | stayed for 30 minutes to confirm my lane \weakeed the slowest
and then started to walk around. | did two appreacnd while the
girls did respond to me, their lips moving with hamspeech, they
might as well have been mannequins. Then | sawhtdredsome
bodybuilder from the gym. He was talking to two lgion the
opposite side of the bar. We made eye contactiéted bur glasses
towards each other in a gesture of recognitionas wager to see how
positively the girls would respond to him. | wanték aesthetic to
succeed, to confirm my view that looking like himrowid make a
huge difference on how girls would treat me and thg decision to
learn game over ten years ago was necessary toatdhw average
aesthetic | was born with.

| did another approach and got nothing. Then | bawight of
Sebastian, the rich kid who told me to visit Moldo¥le was grinding
on a drunk cougar. Once he saw me, he took a licetdl me his
birthday was coming up and that | was invited @ plarty.

Then | saw Livia, my first city lay. It'&er fault | was stuck in this
city. It's her fault because she opened her legsn® on the first date
and then disappeared. Now she was dancing withdar man, her
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hands all over him. Did he bang her yet? Did | Gdog a club slut?
She didn’t even notice me.

| started seeing familiar faces everywhere. Theas the tall girl
who grinds on new cock every week. There was tloet $hutterface
who comes over to engage in small talk. There vines diearded
fellow whose English is poor. There was the fanbi® who puts on
too much makeup. There was the meathead who gomsndar
collecting phone numbers. | had no doubt that stilsee me with a
similarly negative impressionThere’s the sex writer who has no
friends.If that wasn't enough reason to stop coming te #hitty club
forever, | didn’t know what else it would take didn’t help that with
so many girls | had already talked to at one pomanother, | was
actually running out of quality targets to appraach

The Aesthetic sought me out and we got into a csad®n about
the women. “The girls here, not so nice,” he sélthey like money.
If you buy them drinks, show you have a nice daig easy, but | am
not so rich. | have big muscles, but not money.”

“So the girls like big muscles here?” | was wearingnug v-neck
to display my most recent growth, but | looked waakt to him.

“They do, but money is better. | have a girlfrieatchome. She is a
sleeping. She hates to go to clubs. She is a gobdBgt the girls
here, they are not good.”

“They are better than girls in America. At lease tiirls here are
beautiful. In America they are fat and they ack liken, but they are
much easier to do sex.” My English regressed tdehisl so that he
would understand me better.

“They are more easy?” he asked, his eyes openidg. wi

“Much easier. The way you look—the girls would coumeto you.
You wouldn’t even have to work.”

“Really?”

“Really. But they would be very average. You'dlgtve to work
for the pretty ones.”

“Oh, | like pretty girls.” He looked disappointeals if | had killed
his American dream.

We talked a bit about the girls, but his vocabulags limited so
there wasn't much more to say. He asked for my raxrab we could
shoot billiards the next day before he venturedkbaio the crowd. |
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did another approach that was dead on arrivalghbdo get frustrat-
ed, but | determined to stay until the bitter eadfdment an anger
strong enough to prevent me from ever coming baealna

From the dance floor | watched the crowd get thinheounted
three guys for every girl. There was one girl whasvapproachable,
sitting alone on a speaker, and | decided to maketeempt. The
second | sat down close to her, one of her gupdisegrabbed her to
dance. | stood back up and saw the Aesthetic wlidra tall brunette
at the same time | saw Sebastian dancing with ageublonde. |
observed both interactions and noticed that Selrastias doing
better. The blonde was smiling and touching himh@spun her on
the dance floor.

| looked at Sebastian more closely and failed tticecanything
positive about him. His face was puffy and greasthwweat. His
untucked, billowy striped shirt was ten years ofitfashion. His
pudgy body had likely never seen the inside of an.giHe was
unsteady with his balance due to heavy inebriaod he even
started taking pictures of the girl as she dan¥etithe girl obviously
liked him, smiling and facing him directly. Not tifen feet away was
the Aesthetic, mightily struggling in his interamsti the tall girl
paying little attention to him until she simply \atl away. | was
confused.

Yes, Sebastian is wealthy, but in a cold approael fiact is not
immediately obvious enough to have a young giryon so hard and
fast. In fact, | was pretty sure nothing aboutlfaskground came up
in what | was witnessing, and it didn't seem thhae knew him
beforehand. My American mind wanted to believe thegthetic was
supposed to get all the pretty girls, but it was dpposite who was
clearly gaining the favor of one. | didn’t knowlifvanted to operate
in an environment where the Aesthetic would havbhaeder time
getting laid. | wanted to look my best instead e@ing unkempt,
drunk, and supplicative, but reality doesn’t careatM want.

| went to the bar to get a drink and noticed trehidtian was gone
while the blonde sat on the couch. He didn't retsmn guessed that
he got her number and left. | desperately wantetlkoto her to see
the reaction she would give me, but the male arbiiewm her social
circle closed in and prevented access. | wondeogd $ebastian had
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neutralized them. It was 5am and my thoughts weseeraoncerned
with explaining the results of Sebastian and Adgthban trying to
get laid.

I'm getting ever so closer to the blonde when héol group
decides to up and leave. | trailed behind them. Sttedown next to
the coat check waiting for her group to gathepgraached her in the
dead of silence with three bouncers looking on.

“Do you know another bar that is open right nowasked.

“No.”

“There’s nowhere else in the city?”

“No.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“It's okay if you don’t speak English,” | repliedxasperated.

“I speak English!”

“Oh really, | couldn't tell. What can someone dotlifley’re not
tired at this hour?” | heard something in Romaraad turned to my
left to see the bouncers mocking my attempt. Theefigize up. The
approach was over. My data collection remainedrimete.

“I guess the club is closing,” | said to the bousc¢érying to save
face.

“Yes,” one said. | didn’t even look at the girl bed getting my
coat. Sebastian won the round while the Aestheititlaot nothing. |
walked home in the twilight dwelling on yet anotffi@iture.

The next afternoon | woke up with purpose. | texteth Rozalia
and Doina. Rozalia wrote back. | inquired aboutuaday evening
date. She suggested we go to the botanical gamdehs afternoon. |
hesitated. | didn’t see the point in doing a dagtidate in a venue that
was over a mile from my apartment, but then agawouldn’t mind
visiting the gardens. | replied, “Sure, and aftadgawe can have a
nice dinner. | usually cook on Sunday.” She trieday that she knew
a Romanian restaurant, but | didn’t budge, saythgell | already
bought the ingredients. Have you had banana brefmleé?” She said
she had, and loved it. | also didn’t relent whea shid she wanted to
meet at 2pm, pushing it to 3:30pm instead.

| walked to the café and saw a cute girl in thesswalk across the
street. The light turned to walk but | stood stitld waited for her to
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come over to me. | asked her for directions andwsdeeager to help.
When it came out that she was only 17 years olijlked. | didn’t

feel comfortable hitting on a girl so young. “I'migt about double
your age,” | said. She shrugged her shoulderseél fike a dirty old

man,” | added, trying my best to sabotage the cmatmn, but she
stayed put. | wasn’t in America anymore, and hadbtget the rule

that is supposed to prevent me from doing whatdednup doing,

which was asking her out to coffee and getting hamber. |

rationalized it at the time that | was just goinghave a chat with her,
but after parting ways, | thought of how going ated with no clear
sexual goal put me in the exact funk | was curyeintl

Saturday night at 2am arrived and | was still i@ louse watching
Youtube. | reluctantly left my apartment and ardvat the college
club a half hour later. | walked around a bit aad/ $R0zalia with her
girlfriends, dancing in a circle. | didn’t go up ter. With our date
already locked in for the next day, and her surdeahby friends who
tried to cockblock me when | originally talked terhn the coat check
room, there would be little point. I'm pretty suske saw me because
whenever | glanced around the room she was alwagiad in my
direction, but she never came up.

| was uncomfortable with the idea of flirting withther girls in
Rozalia’s presence. | also did a ratio count oflihek bar and came
up with almost four guys for every girl. | left aftonly one drink,
feeling a little uneasy since we both saw eachrothg weren't
excited enough to walk up and exchange greetingtarted to think
that | should probably do a confirmation text befbrtrekked to the
gardens the next day.

On the way to a club | hadn’t been to before, atsman stopped
me on the sidewalk to say he saw me on televishm chatted and |
felt a surge of energy. | approached two sets 0§ gin the street
while he watched on, though nothing came out dfié.tagged along
with me to the nearest club. It wasn't entirely paith only two guys
for every girl, but the girls weren'’t in approachalgonfigurations.
Most were talking to guys or in massive groups whée cockblock
was guaranteed. To pull in a place like this I'evdéo grind it out for
four hours to get maybe one solid lead, somethirggdone countless
times before but no longer had the will to do. Vedt lafter 15
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minutes.

Now that | had been to just about every club in ¢heg, | knew
that no club was good enough for me to executalihgight grind. |
said to my new friend, “If you go to a Polish cloh ladies night,
there are five girls for every guy, and those garien’'t in big groups.
In a Ukrainian club, there are more girls than geysn very late into
the night. But not here. Not only are there morgsgut's louder,
cockblocking is common, and there’'s a lot of smblkde sympa-
thized with my complaints.

| thought back to all the clubs | had been to dbher past year in
Ukraine, Finland, Sweden, Norway, Croatia, USA, &) England,
Poland, and now Romania. Even when it came to clitis decent
ratios and tolerable music, where | could pull somet easily,
dissatisfaction was always present and | becamad of them after
only a few visits, wanting to experience somethirggter or novel.
Maybe it wasn't an issue of a particular nightlfacking but me
moving on from being a creature of the night. 1 nsed to be
desperately trying to hang on to a habit that l&k executing for
over a decade.

We went to a rock club and it was not as bad asthers in spite
of people wildly thrashing their necks on the daflcer. My new
friend sent over a cute girl who was excited to tmraae American. |
was excited myself at the idea of a freebie, bunugoser inspection
| noticed she was a fattie. She touched my armategdéy but no
boner came about, so when she started asking nwianse | gave
bad answers to encourage her to leave. | waskghtly disappoint-
ed when she did.

| saw a tall girl in a group of three and positidmayself close to
her. | approached when her two friends were ditgthcThe conver-
sation went on for a couple minutes until one ef fitiends decided it
was time for a group hug. It lasted suspiciouslggloMy target
withdrew from me and | knew | was trashed during ltladdle. To get
back in, | engaged the ugliest girl in the groupn@wvasn’t technical-
ly ugly) by saying, “I heard your English is vergag.” We talked for
quite a while, with no cockblock in sight. | figur¢hey pitied this girl
and let her “have” me. | soon pitied myself, beeaifsher friends
wouldn’'t cockblock for her, that meant she was &efoand |
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shouldn’t be talking to her either.

No boner came about in our incidental touches andng mind
drifted into entertaining myself. She told me siked a guy who is a
“challenge.” At the same time, she dislikes “linditepeople. When
she added that she doesn’'t read books, | said, dkay if you don’t
know how to read. | can teach you.”

“You're so sarcastic,” she said.

“l just don’t want you to be limited,” | replied.n® let it go but |
didn’t, bringing up her inability to read againef minutes later. She
told me to “fuck off” and then gave me a dramatackturn that |
thought only American girls did.

The night was warm so | walked up and down theestieoking
for girls who were alone. | found three but nonented to talk to me.
I wasn’t happy but | wasn’t angry either, just aedisat making a
shitty decision of staying in a city that didn’tygaone decent venue |
could enjoy on a Saturday night. Actually, | wagm@n What a fool |
was to pick this place and have to waste the emtgrth of May, one
of the best months in Europe. The fact that | Hagught it was
worthy to live in made certain that | was in a débmal state of mind
after scoring some sweet blonde pussy and groumsyp | decided
never to come to back again. I'm so sure of it thaan share the
name of the city—lasi. While it may be another nsamoosy
paradise, it definitely wasn’'t mine.

| WOKE up in the afternoon debating whether to send Rozal
confirmation text along the lines of “Where exachould we meet?”
| decided not to.

| took a taxi to the gardens and arrived just aneti | walked
inside and put on a Russian lesson, an ear buddrear. Ten minutes
passed and there was no sign of her. | sent a“¥oa, here yet?” but
received no response.

The Russian lesson was coming into my right eatengieam was
escaping from the left. | walked through the gasjdrying my best
to focus on the Russian, but | had to keep pausirgiear my mind.
Thirty minutes passed. My phone had a signal yetameed silent. |
was making many mistakes with my Russian, distchdtem the
growing anger. | got stood up.
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I walked around with heavy steps, avoiding eye acnwith the
couples walking hand-in-hand, pushing down the ragebest as |
could. | finished the Russian lesson and let thgearyo where it
wanted: at myself. It was my fault. This was a giHo put out bad
signals, who “lost” my number, who didn’'t say hi nee when she
saw me in the club. I could say | saw it comingt tbudidn't take
away from the pain. It burned. It burned because & 33-year-old
man, a man who has made something of himself & Wkt that
offered me no immunity. It burned because somebinég of me as a
nobody, and there wasn't anything | could do alitout

My phone finally buzzed and | looked at the scréeley | am so
sorry, | just woke up, | was at a b-day party l#ght. | don't feel so
well.” Bullshit! Shesuggested the date! It was my fault for letting a
girl 1 hadn’t fucked make the plan. | thought | was smooth in
suggesting the banana bread afterwards, but il shack to my guns,
stuck to an 8pm date, none of this would have hagpeShe would
have probably showed up and | would have probaldikdd her, but
now that she did this, it's over. There was no wayecover. One
minute a girl likes you and then the next minute Bkes you even
more, and then the minute after that they slapagyass the face with
an insincere apology and it's done. Attraction fickle emotion that
takes you from being an “amazing man,” words trahe from her
own lips, to a piece of shit in less than a weék'e.

Sometimes you have to fail to remind you of whatlengou suc-
cessful, and | can surely state that the notches/é racked up were
not from following a girl’s lead, not from settiradternoon dates, and
not from taking it easy about getting them backntg apartment
when | already had them out. From this point onatetier girl comes
out with me is coming back to my apartment or fagkioff. My
pressure will be relentless. | will manipulate,ill\we, and | will guilt
trip these girls into coming back as soon as ptessibcause | know
that every hour | don’t fuck them is another hdwattmy power ebbs
and they can pull something like Rozalia did, whiame left staring
pathetically at my phone, trying to think of a greasponse that
would crush her, to make her feel what | was feglin

My lavish praise on foreign women should now comithvan
asterisk. Maybe | jumped the gun on complimentingnt without

106



THE BURNING

accumulating the necessary experience to ensure biehavior
wouldn’t come close to what | was eager to leavarzkin America.

Water takes the shape of the container it fills.nv€a are not
genetically feminine or sweet—they simply procesd digest cues in
their environment to settle on a behavior thatvedldhem to land
their preferred choice of men or careers while ¢peis lazy, narcissis-
tic, and dishonorable as possible. If | can go without having to
look in the mirror, go to the gym, or work on beitige best man |
can, but still land beautiful women, would | do #ile things I've
done in my life to be more attractive to the opfosex? If a woman
doesn’t have to show up on a date because sheohamsy other
options, and there is no real punishment for ithiea form of public
shaming or damage to her reputation, she will ddlis is why any
girl who does show up on a date, who actually sakesdout three
hours of her time to be with you while she hasmitéd options, is
probably ready to get fucked, and you'd be stujpitto try.

| had only two prospects left: Doina and the 17rad. | felt |
should start from absolute zero as a way of renelal in lasi the
girls never stop, and while walking through the Inhalaw a blonde
who glanced at me. “No more girls,” | said to myseélresisted
approaching her but a few minutes later I'm stagdimfront of the
carousel and here she comes. “No more—" ah fuck asked her
where the supermarket was, and next thing | knewwvee walking
around the park.

“This park is always crowded,” | said. It was arifmial park
attached to a shopping mall, carefully patrolled degurity guards
who enforced rules against having dogs, bicyclesjideo cameras.
Families and couples occupied every patch of grassilable,
something the city had in short supply.

“There aren’t many parks here, so a lot of peoplme” she re-
plied.

“It kind of looks like a movie studio. Like look d@hat guy.” |
pointed to a man who was standing motionless. “Tdreypaying him
to be here. And look at that couple sitting théeaw them yesterday
in the exact same position, even in the same ddthe

“Why would they do that?” she asked, seriously.

“For the same reason a club can have a huge littvors but be
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completely empty inside, just to make it seem papulShe gave me
a sympathy smile, but my fake scenario was oveyhjoal. In spite
of that, she gave me her number. While that didr&ctly cancel out
getting stood up, it made me feel a little better.

Maybe poosy paradise isn’t nonstop sex with beauttbmen, but
rather the inability to hit bottom, no matter hokitty your nights are
or how many girls stand you up, because even witldesire to start
anew, it was effortless to add a new prospect tgipgline. Turning
those prospects to sex, however, was another mhtteit was almost
impossiblenotto meet women in lasi, no matter what | did, whethe
was sick or healthy, whether | was depressed goyhap
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I hesitated in contacting the teenage girl. | pggchyself up after
meeting her by telling myself thathkd to bang her since if | didn't,
another guy would, but now | didn’t even want tokat her number.
How can | chase a girl in high school? When myesigtas 17, would
I have wanted a 33-year-old man trying to bang tfesRe was a sort
of Lolita party girl then it would be a simple m&tto pursue, but she
seemed like a nice girl that had yet to be cormije men. | thought
about what to do while walking to the coffee shape afternoon
when an unknown number called me.

“Hey Roosh, it's Amalia.”

“Hello Amalia.”

I had no idea who she was. Sensing my doubt, stie“¥au met
me when you were looking for a book on how to leRomanian. |
just saw you walk by.” | hadn’t used that openeaiwhile, so | must
have met her when | first arrived in the city. btight for a few
seconds and finally remembered her: she was a d7ejd |
approached but never called because | thought siseteo young.
She walked up to me a minute later.

“What happened, you never called me,” she saidtog me with
a hug. “I thought we were going to hang out. | weady to practice
my English.”

“l wanted to but I think I'm too old for you.”

“My birthday is in two days!”

“Oh, so you'll be 18.” That made things a lot bette

“No I'll be 17. I'm 16 now.”

“16? But you said you were 17."

“We round up in Romania!”

She was on a school date with a classmate of kerhe waited
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while she talked to me for a few minutes. | notishé got a little too
creative with her makeup, using orange eye shadowdtch her
dress, but it's something you don’t punish a gat hge for. My dick
finally chimed in, saying, “Do it, do it, do it,"os| confirmed her
number before saying goodbye. | didn't have a pesfee for girls
that young, but it seemed that | was being puslyeahlinvisible hand
to go forward with them.

Dates were made with Doina and Cosmina, the blomaet in the
park. | knew that if | banged at least one, | wolcdcontact the
teenagers. No more games—it was time to get laid, il didn’t
fuck Doina or Cosmina, the teenage girls would liean me.

Doina sent me a text on the day of our date sasfregwas tired
and could she “pretty please” reschedule for amailag. That's two
flakes in a row if you count the garden non-dateedling of dread
overcame me because a pattern was developing. &kteday, one
hour before the date with Cosmina, my phone chiwidsa text. It's
not good to receive a text before a date, becdisseaver along the
lines of “I can’'t wait to see you in one hour!” Skancelled too,
making up an excuse about needing to see a fridmawas only in
town for a day. That's three flakes in a row. Nowas in crisis
mode. These flakes were all independent of eadr,otince the girls
didn't know | was getting flaked on by other girisl three decided
on their own to cancel on me in a span of five daysat hadn't
happened to me anywhere, even Colombia, land kdylgirls.

I mentally reviewed the four bangs | had in Romasvafar. The
first girl 1 met on a Friday and banged her thamnsanight. The
second girl | met on a Saturday and banged hengdxé night. The
third girl | met on a Saturday and banged her omdldy. The fourth
girl I met on a Saturday and banged her the neghtniThen,
inexplicably, | changed my strategy. | started exding a lot of
numbers, creating a long queue that prevented ame faking girls
out soon after | met them. Sometimes | didn’t maigal contact for
days. | was running a dating game that worked irsihfegton DC ten
years ago, before the age of Facebook and iPhdnsgead of
capitalizing on a girl's fickle interest, | was tieg an unacceptable
amount of time pass between meeting them and ttyamgtto get
them out on a date.
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I met Cosmina on a Sunday and planned for a datedfays later.
Rozalia stood me up in the garden one week aftefisti date. God
knows what goes on in one week’s time with theagngagirls. Even
my attraction for them went down after a few daysamse of the
fresh girls | was meeting.

Instead of moping at home after Cosmina’s flakegdk a walk
and approached a girl in the mall. It went pooibyt | was not
deterred. | went to the supermarket and saw a pobsp the potato
chip aisle. | was given some good luck when shéedxihe aisle to
face me directly. | asked her a question about reogkets and
droned on a bit. She moved her eyes slowly, drawattention to her
long eyelashes.

| eventually asked where she was from and she aadvioldova.
| then began speaking Russian. She seemed amaziéd jast came
from the moon, and was even more excited that |fwam America.
If we magically transported to my bedroom at thmestant, sex might
very well have occurred, but we were in the supeketawith me
asking her about the tubular shaped snack she avasrg. | noticed
on the bag it read “100% Natural.”

| said, “You know the food has to be weird if thegve to con-
vince you it's something natural that humans cati &he looked at
the bag, as if expecting it to defend itself, bugtjshrugged at her
choice of junk food. | was holding on to a packajetoilet bowl
cleaner.

“Are you in town this Easter?” | asked, changing subject.

“No, I'm going home.”

“For how long?” Please be short.

“Twelve days.”

“Jesus. Well | can get your number but that's aglome. We'll be
different people by the time you get back.” | hadtjdecided that |
had to take a girl out no more than two days dftaeet her and this
is what the universe gives me.

“Do you know the La Corniche café?” | asked.

“I think so.”

“It's right there inside the mall. Let’'s go gralulank”

“No, | can’t. I'm tired.” | hadn’t gone for the savday date in a
while so | was rusty in its execution. | should éaghrased it with
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less risk, highlighting a “quick 15 minute” drinkné a false time
constraint on how | couldn’t talk long because arkvl had to do.
She gave me both her Romanian and Moldavian nunalmersvent to
buy her chips.
| got flaked on three times in a row then easily méne Moldavi-

an girl. Even if this wasn’t poosy paradise, it wagoosy hell either.
It was phone number paradise, apparently, bectigseumbers were
easy to get, and as long as | followed my new ofitecheduling a fast
first date, | should be okay.

A MAN approached me while | was walking home from theaghle
saw me on TV and asked if he could take a pictith me. | had
almost forgotten about the fame-chasing and thblgnes that came
with it. He was Romanian but lived in Denmark asasseur and we
had a good laugh about the masculinity of Danisls.gi

“Your Danish articles were shared among my frieods Face-
book,” he said. “I defended your views and gotckga for it, but |
agree with you.”

“The Danes are a sensitive people,” | replied.

“They said that you weren’t there long enough tigg properly.”

“I was there for two months! How long does it takerealize the
girls of a country are burly and manly? | knewthlt within my first
week.”

He laughed and said that if | stayed in lasi, | ldoand a great
girlfriend for sure, but | didn't plan on stayingeyond the two
months. By jumping around, one month here, two imetiere, was |
not automatically lowering the quality | could d®t failing to build
social connections and local status? My missionmsee to be
banging beautiful girls, but my travel itinerary ynkae limiting that
goal. If | truly wanted to only bang beautiful womd should pick
one city that had them—of which I've been to sekemnd stay
forever and have a solid go at it. That beggedjtrestion of whether
it was best to have poosy paradise served to yau silver platter or
if it should be created by dint of your own lablout labor is hard, and
it sure would be nice if poosy paradise grabbedcnogch within a
week or two of arriving in a new city.

I remembered criticizing the transactional natufeUkrainian
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women on how they approached dating, but | dicettact same thing
where I'd limit interactions unless it offered aedit sexual benefit to
me based on a minimal level of investment. Whaetgplife can a
man with this belief have when he gets older? Ohe’swery alone,
| imagine, and the thing that worried me most wes t didn't seem
to mind, because I'd have my work, I'd have my tmand I've have
the ability to ask girls where the big supermankeis, and maybe
that's all | needed in life. If | needed more | i@dgurely have taken
the steps to get it.

ONE DAY after the gym | walked by a cluster of cafes aaw s
Magdalena sitting with her friend. She pretendedtasee me but |
refused to be ignored, standing beside her tahiié shre looked up.
She reluctantly invited me to sit. | accepted,rigkbut my giant water
bottle to quench my thirst while she hammered awamyher laptop,
supposedly working. Her friend, the one who haediin Boston,
asked me if | was enjoying the city.

“I don't like it here anymore,” | said. “When | t came, | had a
very nice time and decided to find an apartment,since then it has
been boring. It's Magdalena’s fault. | met her, le&l some fun, and |
thought that there were little Magdalenas everywltier

“But she’s unique,” the friend replied.

“Yes, she is, but things didn’t work out and now lhunting again
and not enjoying it.”

“Did you meet any girls?”

“Yes, a couple, but nothing serious. I'm looking # girl who is
younger. I'm tired of older girls because they hagder to please and
demand more of me. | need a girl who doesn'’t regplieasure.”

“Good luck with that!”

“It's not so hard. Young girls don’t know exactiyhat they want,
and seem only to care if the man is experienciegqlre. They are
generous. So if | can find a 21-year-old girl, lllwbe satisfied.
Magdalena has to find someone who is dedicated da&ing her
happy.”

“You weren't consistent with her,” the friend sa#d if Magdalena
wasn't sitting directly opposite her. She pretendetito be listening,
absorbed in her computer work.
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“Many girls don’t require this consistency. | justve to show up.
So when | know that other girls like me as | ambéicomes hard
when | meet someone who requires strenuous efodn if she is
cool.”

“It's not good when men are selfish.”

“When men are selfish, they’'re men, but when womenselfish,
they take on the masculine traits of men. It's likeat that barks. It
just seems off, even though the bark alone worrt yuu.”

“It's not the case of a woman being selfish, buseseing to get
what she wants, of being strong. The problem id than are
intimidated by a strong woman.”

“Men don’t want a strong woman,” | quickly repliedpndering if
she became “strong” after her stint in America.

“They do. Men don’t want a puppet. A girl who s3¥s to every-
thing, who just sits there, who won't give him atténge.”

“A challenge is different, but | promise you thaémdon’t want a
strong woman, because if the woman is strong, gimisg to attract
her polar opposite, a weak man. Just like in gayplxs, you have
one who is a he and one who is a she. You can& hag masculine
men in a gay relationship. The same works in regedaples, too. If
the man is masculine and strong, he will be mostpatdible with a
feminine woman.”

“Men want brains,” she added, completely ignoriritatv said.

“No, they don’t. A man doesn’t care about a womaols He only
wants a beautiful woman. That's it. Maybe he'd geted of her
eventually, but everyone gets bored of everyond itamas little to do
with being strong or smart or not. I'm helping yoy telling you this
right now. This is how things really work.”

Magdalena stayed quiet throughout. To draw hersaidl, “Oh, |
forgot to mention how Magdaleitiad to me.”

“How did she lie to you?” her friend asked. Magdaefinally
looked at me, bracing for the answer.

“She knew who | was the entire time but didn't telé until the
third date.”

“Yeah but you lied about your name,” Magdalena saictitedly.

“I only changed one letter, but it remained ‘Rob3Mhat’s barely a
lie, and if there was a hall of fame of lies, mweuldn't even be
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entered while yours would have a trophy around it.”

“You still lied, though,” her friend chimed in.

“It's the smallest lie you can give to someone. #ay, | did think
about Magdalena and why it didn’t work. The sex \gasd, but it
was right after sex that things would turn bad.’&keemplain, whine,
nag, or just outright leave, cancelling out all teod that happened
before it.”

“'m good at leaving,” she said, echoing what | hsald to her.
The atmosphere was polite but tense, and | knetvathdong as her
friend was there, Magdalena wouldn’t open up ardetwould be no
final confessional where bygones would be decldrggbnes. The
waiter then came by to tell me to put my large wadtettle away
because of café policy. Before doing so, | abseéntiedly forgot to
put the cap on, completely soaking the Kindle thas$ in my bag.

“Are you in town this weekend?” | asked Magdalena.

“Yeah, why?” She thought | would ask her out, butsked the
guestion to find out which clubs were worth visitin had a date with
Daria, the 17-year-old, in a couple hours.

Once the friend got bored of talking to me, | knewy time was
up. “Don’t be a stranger,” | told Magdalena, graighmy bag.

“Well, 1 don’t have your number anymore,” she said, if she
wanted to rub in the fact that she moved on. | didave hers either,
but didn’t feel compelled to state that. | wishetld have her number
so | could call to see if my name would pop up enphone’s screen
or not.

“Well, it's a small city so I'll see you around,”daid, not really
expecting to see her again.

| RECEIVED a text from Daria one hour before our scheduledtme
time. No way she’s flaking, too, | thought. | sqeith my eyes and
examined the text. She merely wanted to meet twairiytes later.

She arrived wearing loose hipster clothing that het natural
beauty. We sat down in a café and | ordered alsauhile she got an
apple juice cocktail. | noticed she left her phong, so | asked if she
was expecting an important text message or cath fot,” she said,
but she continued to glance at it.

| started to give her my life story. She was reiseptconsidering
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her age, but I did skip some subtle details whdidh't see her face
reacting with excitement or dread at key momengmtlito the climax

of arriving in Rio via a twenty-four hour bus whémhought | was

dying of rabies. Then her phone started beepinglastdpped my

story so she could read her text message. Sheneldhe was sorry
but has to write a reply and I'm staring off intpase, wondering
what the hell I'm doing here with this kid.

“Okay I'm done,” she said, one minute later, giving permission
to proceed. | opened my mouth and said, “Yeah... iBraa bus to
Rio,” and then nothing came out. At that momensdemed that
talking was too strenuous and it would be bestetoain silent and
stare at the pedestrians walking by. What wouldheepoint other-
wise? The phone would beep again, and it would k®matic
precedence over whatever | was saying. Even thdéughtold girls
many times in the past to put their phone awayhia face of their
compulsive texting, | didn't do it with Daria. Myelart wasn't into the
date and so | found the perfect excuse to bow dilevbeing able to
say “l tried.” | wasn't yet ready for a 17 year old

There was an awkward silence for another minutd, rer phone
went off again, a response to the text she judt & shifted in her
seat nervously and tears started to well up indyes, all from my
silence. | managed to say, “Your values are diffefeom mine. I'm
not mad or upset, but there’s no point in me camig, because we
will be interrupted.”

“I don’t know why you can’t go on,” she said.

| got the check and she insisted on paying heuig®; | didn'’t let
her. | wasn’t in the mood of teaching anyone adestknow that her
behavior is normal for her generation and sometisimg does with
everyone, even her family, and that my reluctamcedntinue had
more to do with me than her. She apologized agaihpaid the bill
and then she got up and walked away. The dateyblasted half an
hour.

| left the café and unsuccessfully approached tine oy the mall.
| should have been in a funk from a bad week oéehitakes and a
lousy date, but | wasn’t too bothered because Wkitet a string of
bad luck is always followed by some good.

Now that | had zero prospects, | could try my nedvategy of
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setting a fast date with the next girl | meet. Inivio the college club
first. After ordering a drink at the bar, a tallyglive chatted with in

other clubs walked up to me to say hello. The firae | met Felix he
said he never gets to practice his English so uréid that was the
value | brought to him. He invited me to his tallbere a bottle of
J&B whiskey and grapefruit juice was sitting in &@e bucket,

guarded by his friend.

“I'm tired of going to the [snobby club],” he saitl. spend over
$100 every time | go, all the money | have, buehéeonly costs $40
to get a bottle. That's nothing to me, so | willne® here from now
on.”

“The girls at the snobby club are hard, no?” | askeoping for
some validation of my experience.

“Yeah they are the most difficult in the city. | d&ay with them,
but I'm done.”

“I had some good luck there when it first openedt, $ince then,
nothing. I'm going on a lot of dates, but not mubre.”

“I don't go on dates,” he said. “It's same nightrmthing.”

“But how do you isolate a girl from her friends?”

“I spend some money. Like here | got a table. Waittlone or two
hours we will all have girls. It will be very easyWhile I'm usually
skeptical of big baller talk, | had seen him in méong conversations
with girls. Instead of camping out by the bar, wajtfor opportuni-
ties like | usually do, | followed his lead and lguaut at the table,
where there wasn’t much to do but look down atdtoevd. “Wait an
hour,” he said.

When | wasn’t looking, he poured me a whiskey arapgfruit.
I've never tasted something so bitter and awfut, Ibdidn’t want to
disrespect him so | took big gulps while holding brngath, making
sure to leave just enough in the glass so he wtydar me another
one.

| was getting bored standing by the table so lalfdray into the
club to approach a cute girl. She sneered at miienlt insult or tease
her, just asked if she spoke English. | felt thdtdn't deserve to be
treated like that, but | remained calm and walkadkbto the table.
When | was younger, | would write the scene off, these types of
reactions were getting to me during a time whegitirfiy stature was
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at its peak. I've been rejected hundreds of tinmea told manner, |
imagine, but instead of getting used to it, | wa$tigg increasingly
annoyed because these young girls, full of beautyhbt experiences
or accomplishments, were beneath me in most regardishould act
more polite.

Felix’s friend Luca joined us. He was pleased thatas from
America and used me to practice his English. Indithke long for
him to show me text messages that his girlfriemat &m. She was
guoting lyrics from American songs about how she {aaldicted” to
him and couldn’t stop thinking of him.

At only 20 years old, Luca had a love that many Aoan guys
wouldn’t experience until their late 20’s, if at,alet for him it was a
totally normal thing. Girl likes guy and guy likg#l and they enter a
relationship where gooey text messages with sampgsand profuse
emoticons are exchanged. It's much easier for Ra@naguys like
him to land relationships while my own countrymeeed to read
many books on game just to know how to start a emsation with a
woman who will in all likelihood flake on him be#the first date.

When a culture loses value, men must expend vasiurees to
experience bits of happiness that men of the wreration merely
had to exist in order to achieve. Luca may be hpwén easy time
with his devoted girlfriend now, but how about ti€-year-old
Romanian boy growing up today? Will it be as easyhim? Culture
change used to be spoken of in generational tdratsjow within the
same generation we see vastly different mating \neig | was hit
by such a change, spending years to master caljing on the
telephone only to be swept up with the text mesgatyend that took
me another two years to learn. The only questiomhien a guy will
say “fuck it” at the next change that forces hinatlapt yet again, just
when he had gotten a handle on the previous one.

Luca witnessed my next expedition into the crowavds on a tall
blonde girl who was cute though not quite ravishingsked her why
she was gripping her phone and she said becausghehked in her
purse and coat. For the rest of the night, anywlug wanted to talk
to her had to compete with this electronic devitevwould vibrate in
her hand every time she received a call, text ngessar Facebook
notification, and then she would say “Sorry” anlleta look at what

118



THE LUCK

was on her screen. Even if she didn't receive amgsages, the
anticipation of receiving one would distract hed anake it harder for
her to pay attention.

The most interesting man in the world can’t compeite a wom-
an’'s smartphone. He will be put on standby whilee sthecks
inconsequential updates from others who are ddiegeixact same
rude behavior to those they are talking to. The veosational
discourse degrades and guys coming up in the gamenmil have to
take that much more shit to get laid than | hadvb@n | was their
age. The connection they feel with girls is weaké&ile old bastards
like myself look to the past and say how good eduso be, when
actually it wasn’thatgood, but still much better than this.

It will get harder every year for men to simply @goa club, find a
girl he likes, and date her. Maybe it was nevermhéabe easy, but |
don’t see how we can possibly return to a time wheu could hold
a girl's attention for hours from the strength oluy conversation and
not be interrupted by other horny guys blowing wgr phone or
jealous friends trying to disturb the seduction.eivminor fame
didn’t make it easier for me, and in this poosygatory I'm working
nearly as hard as | did when | was 24 years oldgloass approach-
es, nearly daily, just for a shot at sex.

An average girl was checking me out. Maybe this mgdreebie.
| left our table area and walked up to her and sh&llooked like she
spoke English. She rolled her eyes at me and suokedeeth. This
mediocre-looking bitch tricked me. | wanted to stag shit out of
her, but | suppose that would make me look bittéept my cool. |
didn’t want her to be satisfied in the knowledgattbhe offended me.
Yes, the discourse was definitely going downhilecause girls
weren'’t treating me well. | have never rolled mggyo any fat beast
who approached me—never in my life—so | was righgein my
judgment of her.

Felix hadn’t been at the table for quite a whilaeT&B bottle was
gone. | presumed that he already paid and lefttsll Luca that we
should walk around the club and check out soms.givle did this for
ten minutes when the waitress found Luca and totdthat the table
bill wasn’t yet paid. Luca started panicking andkembto use my
phone to call Felix since his didn't have minutésturned out that
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Felix left a while ago and was currently locatednhe30 miles away.
“Wait an hour or two,” | remembered Felix sayingliea. Yeah,
when he’ll be long gone and I'd be stuck with thi IStrangely, |
was less upset at Felix than the chubby bitch vatied her eyes at
me.

I made Luca follow me to the exit, telling him thve¢ should ditch
since we didn’t order the bottle. “It's not our pfem,” | said.

“I live here,” he said. “People know me.”

“So what? Let them call the cops. Our story isdole both
arrived after he ordered the bottle. | don’'t evewow him,” | added,
practicing my defense. “Trust me, the best moverisis to leave.”

“No, | can’t do that. | have to go talk to them.”

“They are going to give you a hard time. They wdrgthappy.”

“I know but | have to.”

“Alright, I'll be waiting for you outside.”

| walked out, questioning my decision to leave Lutdhe lurch,
when | ran into a male groupie who had been mesgagie on
Facebook (his last message was asking me to astemg type of
church meeting). He introduced himself and we tlkar a while.
Even though it was late at night, the air was wamd girls were
milling around, so | got the urge to approach a paarby. The uglier
one was angry, complaining about how guys are angownd
horrible and so on. They say that this part of Rueas extra poor,
and girls really want to meet a regular guy, bull yould've fooled
me. The bitchiness | was experiencing was jusigtsds in America.

Then | saw a girl walking alone, not stumbling arad holding a
phone. | timed it for us to intersect and asked fbera bar recom-
mendation. After two minutes of chat | suggestedsiwelown on the
bench near us, to test my progress, and she agnéeducing herself
as Roxana. The male groupie was now circling arousdvith a
goofy smirk on his face as if he was enjoying theva | knew how
Romanian girls were more self-conscious to pryiyese so he wasn’t
doing me any favors. Then he blurted out, “He'st@dus American
writer.”

“No, he’s joking,” | said. “I'm just an average gy

“Are you really a famous writer?” she asked. | wasvous that he
was going to torpedo the approach. If a guy isntpyio bang a girl,
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and you happen to be the odd one out, is that notiversal sign to
fuck off? | know it is for me. | told him, “Where@you going to be?
I'll join you in a few minutes.” He took the hinhd left to chat with a
group nearby.

The girl told me she was 25 years old and a do&ioe. was on her
way home from a night out drinking with friends.eShad slight red
hair that she colored, large frog eyes, and pdyfgdump lips. She
was wearing a weird ballerina dress with flats.

Luca came out and saw me. | asked what happenedheursaid
they took his identification card. He was obviousfyset and vented
to the doctor in Romanian. | let this go on foroaigle minutes until |
heard the word “American” and asked if they coyldak in English.
The doctor translated: “The guy who ordered theldetas trying to
show off for you.” Well he did a piss poor job, hought, if he
couldn’t even pay for the bill.

Luca took out a cigarette and lit it. He was getti little too
comfortable in our presence. | talked to him in ¢hé for some time
and didn’t think he was a cockblocker, so how dbesthink he’s
helping by lingering around in the same mannehastale groupie?
Or perhaps the better question is what part of Ramaculture
makes guys not care about sex as much as | casewlsee a new
friend as way less important than a new girl | wiantake home for
the night? Maybe the problem is me and how lowilsalue random
male companionship compared to the possibilityexf with women.
Maybe I'm still putting pussy on the pedestal.

But it's pussy | want. Luca had to go.

| said, “Why don’t we exchange numbers? Let me kribyou
need any help with the situation.” We did so anenth shook his
hand, a universal sign for ending an interactioa.wélked away and
left me alone with the girl. Feeling that anothermise would be in
store if | stayed in the area, | suggested a walle agreed and not
five minutes down the sidewalk did the male groupie up to us
with the same stupid smirk on his face. | stoppedddin my tracks
and said, “What do you need, man? You're followmg now?” |
thought maybe he wanted to cockblock by telling demaging
details of my writing. He began waxing about thghtiair, but |
persisted in asking what he wanted. He said heeglait exchange
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numbers. Fine. We exchanged numbers, shook handsthan he
went back to the square. Finally, | was alone \li# girl. Perhaps
Luca and the groupie didn’'t have an intention tokixbock, but | sure
did have to run anti-cockblock game to get ridhafm.

“If I invite you to my apartment,” | started, “I dd expect sex. If
you want to leave after a drink, that's fine.”

“There’s nothing wrong with having a drink with seone,”
Roxana replied.

“Indeed, which is why | want to invite you to myapment. | live
down the street, about four minutes away. You'retined, are you?”

“No, not really.”

“So let's go.” Without waiting for a response, | deaa left turn on
the street that leads to my building. Then up flights of stairs into
my apartment with the short ceiling, a growing iaféstation, and the
massive cockroaches that preferred dying nextdawter heater.

| put on sex music then offered her wine, vodkawbiskey. She
chose the wine. | poured her a glass and made heyseldka on the
rocks. After a bit of small talk, | moved in closand went for the
kiss. Her lips were soft and moist but suddenly slithdrew and
said, “I don’t want to lead you on so maybe | skosdop, because
I’'m not in the mood to have sex tonight.”

“Are you on your period?” | instinctively asked.

“No, just not in the mood.”

“Well that’s fine. Like | told you, I'm not expecty sex. | don't
expect anything in life. It's the most healthy whay live.” If she
walked out the door that instant | would be no woo§ than before
meeting her.

We kissed a little more and this time | pulled bdickt, to show
that | wasn’t all that excited to have a girl in egyartment. After two
more songs | gave her a tour that ended in my loadréWhy don’t
we lay down?” | said. She did so and | got on tbper and rubbed
my crotch against hers.

She quickly got in the mood. There was absolutelyasistance in
taking off her dress. | removed my jeans, grabbed Hand, and
pulled it down to my cock. She kept it there, ptaywith the head. |
slipped a finger under her panties to find her pus®nched. Two
minutes later | put on a condom and fucked her.
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After my orgasm, | thought of Magdalena and hovs thibuld be
the moment she would do or say something stupid, Rmxana
cuddled next to me in silence. “I thought you wéréanthe mood,” |
said. She laughed and said she really wasn't kaitltichanged her
mind. She gave me light kisses on the chest addtel she was glad
we met.

We fucked a second time, this time without a condbler pussy
was just the right kind of tightness where | dida%t too long but not
too short either. We tried to sleep but | kept wgkup horny and
poking her with my dick. The next afternoon | mads hot tea and
we fucked some more in the kitchen and then backymed, to the
point where we were both extremely sore. “Did y&ip siagra into
my drink?” | asked. “This isn't normal.” There wasmething extra
pleasing about her vagina that gave me nonstop réoriotal
thrusting time had to surpass two hours, until rick dook on a hot
dog coloration. She made not one reference to leaspre, whether
she was having orgasms or not, and | didn’t ask.

“What kind of writing do you do?” she asked at sopwnt. The
comment from my male groupie earlier seemed toksipar interest. |
evaded and she kept repeating, “I'm curious.” Sppeared more
curious than girls who had seen me on television,tliey already
knew much of my background, and knowing too muchnss to
disturb the curiosity. | began to suspect it wasthe carefully
manage my story, releasing it in small bits, sodh#gosity remains
high and the girl stays with me in the hopes offlgay more. Perhaps
instead of dropping a life story nuclear bomb, likead been doing, it
was best to give her a small piece of food thatrisbas her some-
what but doesn’t sate her completely, so that shieeagerly stick
around for the next piece.

She asked if it was okay to call or text first, drghid of course,
knowing that she may end up being a clinger. Bytitme she left at
5pm, after spending 15 hours with me, we jokinglyead it should
count as the equivalent of three dates. She gaveixmargasms, the
most I've ever had within a 24-hour period.

I thought about how lucky our meeting was. She vasnthe
same club as me all night, where | could observddrea long period
and perfectly time my approach. She wasn't in thi eitting near
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me, where | could wait until she was ready to lebefore starting a
conversation. No, she was at the square at a plarticnoment in
space-time and | had to be there at that time dswidch means that
I had to have the bad date with the 17-year-oltad to argue with
Luca for exactly five minutes in the hallway affeelix ditched out on
the bill, and | had to run into a fan of mine. Alese things hatb
happen for me to meet Roxana and take her homéavel a sixth
orgasm that barely ejected a drop of semen fronboaly.

Most men would argue that this bang was luck, aatistically
speaking it was, but to me it made sense. Duriagubek | had failed
a lot, with such extraordinary flaking and abusat thknew that it
was simply a matter of time before the universe ld/idoss me a
bone. The success that was due came and the balhne¢ure was
achieved, because bad cannot occur without good, aly by
experiencing bad is good guaranteed to come.

| experienced a nice afterglow for the rest of dag as | thought
about Roxana, deciding not to disturb the feelingapproaching
other girls and taking on rejections. This was adbafeat than |
thought because | received more eye contact thaml ust the
supermarket and in the mall, as if random womennkhénad just
satisfied one of their kind. Magdalena must hage &hown because
she texted me later that night even though shephadaimed to have
deleted my number from her phone, asking me whgclidid to talk
to her and her friend in the café. She was tedtinghe booty call,
but my dick felt like it was put through a grindémave her a short
response that an experienced girl like herselfriyleanderstood.

The next afternoon Roxana called me and sweetlgdagk want-
ed to hang out that evening. “I don't think it'sgaod idea,” | said,
“because I'm still recovering from our marathon sesgsion.”

“We're not going to have sex, we’re just going tvé a drink.”

“If 1 see you I'm going to want to have sex, andill have sex
with you, but this won't be a good idea.” | waditg) the truth, but at
the same time | knew that | would inevitably hdristgirl. I'd get
bored of her and want to move on.

Most men go through a romantic phase soon aftefirsissexual
encounter, where he is predisposed to the ideavefdnd being with
one girl he can spend the rest of his life withal§irl doesn’t soon
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give her heart to him during this impressionahteeti and he instead
begins to understand the trivial and superficiaturea of female
attraction, he will become a player, an adventhet he may pursue
for the rest of his life.
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| put on a Russian lesson and took a stroll latagitt. Early in the
walk | noticed an attractive woman walking in froot me while
talking on her phone. | couldn’t make out her face her body was
perfect and a thought flashed in my mind to apgndaar, but | talked
myself out of it. Even if | did get her number, reyxcuse went, |
wouldn’t have time to take her out the next dayrexpuired by my
new strategy.

She came across an intersection where there waskadyAudi
SUV with its lights on. In a city that would be stified as poor by
Western standards, the car was essentially a Laghlmdr The
passenger and driver silently stared at her aswvgh&ed by. |
continued trailing behind her. At the next blodke tAudi pulled into
a driveway, cutting her off. The driver got outtbé car and started to
spit game as the girl listened attentively.

| didn't want his approach to work because it wouldke me
regret not trying myself, but | knew that any reeewnterest | had
for her was solely because another man liked het,unlike the
situation with my landlord and the supermarket.dirbbserved the
interaction from a half-block over and saw him take his phone and
then stare at the screen, suggesting that he wtsggker number.
Eventually the girl walked away and the guy rolletf in his
expensive car.

In spite of the fact that | was able to live shertm in budding
Eastern European poosy paradises, and that | deultage my
American birth to get with girls who were curiousoat foreign men,
| still was not getting the best | could. This whsge to three reasons.
First, it takes time, in the form of years, noteimonths, to develop
the localized knowledge and social circle needeché@t girls who
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are inaccessible through cold approaching. Seaudr, for better or
worse, is seen as a huge status symbol in thisopahe world. It's

not like in America where poor people can stillvdriaround in

relatively nice cars. Even though | was a minimalfo eschewed
unreasonable costs, top women want to be driveandronore than
walked around. Most women, unsurprisingly, don¢ ske value in
minimalism and prudence. Third, speaking in Englighile interest-
ing to girls who study it or dream of travel to thi¢est, screams
“impermanent tourist.” This is true even if you pep to live in the
city for an extended period of time, because thegwvk that if you

don’t have a local job or business, you will ong bEave.

If a foreign man approaches girls who are also ¥edy men in
Audis, he will be seen as having lower value. Qfirse he doesn't
need a social circle, car, or foreign languagetglit get laid in these
places, but it's not enough to only have game kedgt and
experience to outcompete the local guy with higluezal can get him
on quantity as long as | keep approaching, butaveicyear he will
bang a 9 that | will not get in a three month datid campaign. I'm
not complaining, for even without his strengths btill able to get a
high standard, but every lifestyle has its cost, my quick pace and
reluctance to settle is hurting me when it comesaying the most
beautiful girls of any city.

IF YOU go to the gym with a workout partner, you willt lihore
weight than if you had gone solo. His encouragemeéththelp you
put in that one extra rep on your last set thatenatke difference
between modest and big gains. But when you go d@ogthm alone,
your pace is slower and it's easier to rational@&ue. Fear prevents
you from undertaking the last hard rep because danit want to
drop the weight in front of other people.

Trying to get laid alone is not much different. Abbu’re going on
is raw inner desire, which for most men is morentfgenched with a
few new notches a year and a steady girlfrienchan T range, but
when you bring a friend into the mix, you're filladith a higher
energy. You see a girl and think about not just hovibed her, but
how to impress your friend, how to entertain himd dow to show
him your skills, because as much as men seek auttsey also seek
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out validation from their own. This drive activateven when
performing for a random acquaintance, like whenppraached
Roxana on the street within sight of a male grougiad known for
only a couple minutes.

A part of me comes alive when another man is inprasence,
because | want to show him what I'm capable ofahtvhim to laugh,
be awed with my successes, and be sympathetic mjtHailures.
When you're in a city alone, and there’s nothing the presence of
your own mind trying to sabotage you and convinge yot to
approach, your results go down. You get stuck imrywn head. You
become insulted at any rejection and are quickemgper. You find
less enjoyment in a loud club. You are less thtile walk alone in
the mall for one hour, hunting for a girl. But iby can manage to do
it anyway, if you can travel, get laid, and endhaedship alone, you
will discover yourself. Without the validation angward of impress-
ing members of your tribe, you will understand ytrue motivations,
desires, strengths, and weaknesses.

If I had the money | would happily fly my friendsom America to
come party with me abroad, but | wouldn't trade $nyo experiences
for anything. They made me a stronger man, simpty/teuly. Maybe
a more isolated man, but if 1 can climb these maimst without
anyone’s help, there is nothing | can’t accompliShe confidence
and self-assurance I've gained from these expezgemdll stay with
me for life. If a man doesn't travel alone, doegnitsue his projects
alone, doesn't try to get laid alone, he doesndvkmimself.

ROXANA called me again the following day. This was a rggro
clinger warning sign but | didn't mind. As long asnan knows how
to deal with a clinger’s delicate emotions, he weitljoy reliability,
punctuality, consistent effort, and affection. Wt a date for two
days later. | told her to meet me in the artifigirk and when |
arrived | received a text from her saying she wdddate. Though it
was dark, the park was full of families. Childremre riding their
bicycles on the concrete or kicking rubber ball®t Kar off from
them was a display model of a Toyota SUV plastevitd advertise-
ments.

In the distance | saw a woman in a blue dress walki heels. |
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couldn't tell if it was Roxana or not. The womarkcher phone out
of her purse, pushed some buttons, and put theepiodner ear. Then
my phone rang. | directed her to my bench and savber beauty—
she looked much better than when in the awkwartad dress.

After a quick kiss and some small talk, we wenthe patio of a
nearby café. | sat on a couch that had enoughhgefati two, but she
sat in the chair adjacent to it. This surprised m¢ | didn't say
anything, and after fifteen seconds of silenceggiaip and sat beside
me. Our first round of drinks came and | remainedstly quiet,
admiring her transformation from hipster to prettyman.

“I feel like 1 don’t know anything about you,” sisaid.

“We didn’t have a chance to talk about everythinggplied. “It's
like you saw the movie trailer, know what it's albobut didn't see
the entire movie yet.”

“Yes, and that's why I'm still curious.” | was reado tell her the
long version of my life story, but | stopped mys&bing so could be
a large error. If | was getting stood up and flakedby girls who
knew my life story then it couldn't contain as mughlue as |
thought. | decided not to say much.

“I remember the other night you asked me if | waes tiype of girl
who had guy friends because | was jealous of dgit&t’'s not true, |
do have girlfriends.”

“Oh?” | replied.

“Yes there is one girlfriend who | will tell aboyou.”

“You haven't told her yet?”

“No.”

“Maybe you shouldn’t,” | said. “Maybe she’ll judgeu for it and
wonder why you went to bed with me so quickly.”

“No, she’s not that kind of girl. She kind of sleeground.”

Slightly jarred at a response that may suggestWwarpromiscuity,
I changed the subject. “What do you usually do wjthur guy
friends?” | asked.

“Most of them are from school, but after a whileyhact kind of
weird and want to sleep with me.”

“That's a shock,” | said.

“There was a guy who | was really good friends viithone year.
He would tell me about this girl he loved and | debtell him about
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the boyfriend that | had at the time. Well one thayinvited me and
my boyfriend to a party. He got my boyfriend contelg drunk. My
boyfriend went home but | stayed. We talked anddid, ‘I have to
tell you something.”

“Oh god.” | braced for what | knew was coming.

“He said, “You know that girl | love? Well, it's yn™”

| cringed. “What did you do?”

“I just shook my head no.”

“So this man waited one year to get rejected by, wog | met you
the other night and we made love in one hour. Bhdtid of funny.”

“I know! You were so bold.”

“How so0?” | asked.

“I mean you just asked me to come to your apartrhent

“I would have loved to take you to another bar ahdt for hours,
but there was really no other place to go.” | stk

“Yeah yeah yeah, you just wanted to have sex.”

“I'm a guy, | always want to have sex.”

Roxana reminded me how much women absolutely degrio-
tional men. They proclaim not to mind a little bftemotion only as a
test to see if the man truly is a pussy. It's nesl@y to be weak in a
woman’s presence. They don’t want vulnerability @nabtion from a
man because if they did they would be lesbians. @omvill only
date a weak man for as long as it takes to findk@ng one. They
want a rock. They want a man who shows periodiceengho
doesn't cry, and who doesn't talk about his feedingven if his
mother just died and he’s torn up on the insideeyTiwvant a mascu-
line man they can count on when life is hurtingnthdhey want an
unbreakable man. It's okay to be weak to your fitgero your family,
to strangers, but never to your woman. You mustrveemor and
keep it on as long as she’s in your presence, had watch her
femininity melt into your arms, her unwavering aillof strength.

| walked her to my place and poured some wine. “6m my
period,” she said.

“I don’t care.”

She thought for a couple seconds. “Okay let meogth¢ bath-
room.”

When she came back | began disrobing her. | glaatéér vagina
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and it appeared clean. | picked her naked bodyndmpaced it on my
kitchen counter besides a half-eaten loaf of braad a bottle of
ketchup. The tampon must have soaked up a lotrguies because
it took a while for my dick to get moistened. | thedn to the sides of
her thighs and pounded. She whimpered. | lookéeiatace, her eyes
half closed. | looked at her breasts, jiggling ume to my thrusts. |
looked at her legs, squeezing them, slender buboioy. | looked at
my dick going in and out, now completely moistudz®y her fluid.

| eventually turned her around for doggy stylenéWw | could blast
inside her since she was on her period. | groasddame. It felt less
powerful because | couldn’'t see my ejaculate and Far it shot.
Before removing my dick from her vagina | grabbedeagpkin and
gave it to her to catch the semen, but she didndetstand the
gesture. When | pulled out, a big dollop of my seexed with blood
fell on the kitchen floor.

We went to my bed. After fifteen minutes we fuclaghin. This
time it took me much longer and | had to meditatenty orgasm
because the pleasure wasn't as sharp as momenote .bghe did her
best to encourage me, saying, “Please baby cumeimsi, | want it
inside me so bad,” and that helped me comply wih dequest. |
enjoyed watching the cum drip out of her.

| had to admit she was a perfect lay. Her body teshiabsolutely
no odor, not from her pussy, mouth, anus, or asn@@he was thin
with four extra pounds of weight that gave a pleasamount of
padding for hard pounding. She was a pretty girbwiked me,
whose only mistake after over 20 hours of time spegether was
being 15 minutes late to the first date. She gaeetemder kisses,
embraced me in bed, and didn’t bust my balls. StugHed at my
jokes and even said a couple good ones herselfw@kgust about
perfect for me, but as | lay in my bed, thinking ledr wonderful
gualities, a thought entered my minsb wha? She’s giving me
pleasure, and she’s fine to spend time with, byideial.

Now that my balls were empty, | wanted her to leasfatively
soon, but | couldn’t look her in the eyes and gayhe might have
read my mind because she said, “I don’t want tedea

“Then stay,” | said. “But | have to sleep.”

“Fine.”

132



THE DOCTOR

In the morning | woke up with a full boner, and shaldled next
to me, and one thing led to another. The sex stéatgy and slow, but
her pussy was so good that next thing I'm riding lile a crazed
horse, calling her my dirty slut and making herapldor more. She
was bringing out the beast in me. After | camedeadier again, she
remarked that her pussy was now mine.

I made a light breakfast while she checked her phiight missed
calls from her dad. From what she had told me ahout he raised
her with love. No wonder she’s so balanced andffsztéonate. I'm
still waiting for her to play some game, but it wasoming, and |
decided that if | ever accidentally had a daughtemuld give her so
much love that even the player she falls for wdawddtouched by her
affections.

There was a moment where she made a comment alooates,
and | thought that this was as good a time as amsllther my future
plans. | said, “I'm leaving in 27 days. This sumnhevill be around
the Black Sea. | may come back in September, lputnidt sure.” It
was better to tell her now, | reasoned, so she avballess upset than
if 1 waited until after she liked me more. She odi@ no words in
response.

| stepped out of my apartment later that eveniogyaetely void
of carnal desire. | could recognize pretty girldkivey past me on the
sidewalk, but | felt no pull towards them. Roxarsal lremptied me. |
didn't like this state. | wanted to be wanting. dmted to have thirst, a
mission, a drive to get something that wasn't gaaitcessible, a
feeling of insecurity about all the hot girls | wiétsbanging, because
it was that insecurity which drove me to act, bugtjhours ago |
stuffed a nice girl who seems to care for me, aaglhba | should just
enjoy her for the rest of my time in the country.

She called me the next day. Usually when a gilledaso soon
after | last saw her, something was wrong.

“What are you doing later?” she asked.

“Later? As in today?”

“Yeah, today.”

“Working.”

“I was thinking maybe we could hang out. We cantga club
later.”
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“I feel like you just left my house!” | said.

“Yeah, but | miss you.”

“I thought we were going to do something on Suritay.

“I know, | remember you said Sunday.”

“It's best we keep that date. I'm really behindwark. Yesterday
| had to sleep during the day. You wear me outrfeld to soften my
rejection with a compliment.

“Oh.”

“So let’s stick to Sunday, okay?”

“Okay,” she said, dejected.

IN THE middle of doing deadlifts at the gym an IndianKiog guy
with an American accent came up to me and askedrhamy sets |
had left. He had an iPhone in his hand, givingtloéf appearance that
he wasn't in the mood to work out. | lost counthafv many times |
got stuck in conversation with these types of guysthe gym,
sacrificing my workout in the process. It didn’kéahim long to begin
asking for my story. My curt answers didn’t detanh

“What are you doing here?” he asked.

“Girls.”

“Funny, but no really. For school?”

“No, girls. | travel to countries for girls.”

“Wow. What do you do?”

“| write.”

“What kind of writing?”

“I write books.”

“What about?”

“Travel and sex.”

“Have you written many books?”

“Yes, about 15.”

“Wow!” he said.

“Where are you from?” | asked.

“Ireland, but my parents are from Pakistan.”

“You have an American accent.”

“Yeah | had two girlfriends from America. Their &t rubbed off
on me, | guess.” That didn’t explain it, but anyway

“What's your name?”
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“Roosh.”

“And yours?”

“Shah.”

“Do you have a blog?” he asked.

“Yes, | have two.” He took out his phone and godgiee. “I never
imagined I'd meet an Americamriter in Romania.”

“I like to surprise people,” | replied, enjoyingetlego stroke.

It turned out that Shah was a college student ahd8 years old.
He acted at least 22, with mature body languageadiallate speech.
| wasn't surprised he was already having succegswomen.

He asked me if | was going out later and | said tiva clubs would
be dead since it was Easter weekend. He persisteédgat me to
agree to hang out with him later at the snobby ctute that he had
been meaning to check out. “You should dress up’al Isaid. “Girls
tend to judge your appearance there more thansopheces.”

We met up at 2am and he looked smooth. If he Hadte he was
25 years old, | would have believed him. He askeel which
countries are best for girls. | was hesitant torshay elaborate
conclusions because | didn't want to influencelifésone way or the
other. As much as | wouldn’'t have minded giving tardata dump of
the past five years of my life, the best thing yam do for a man is to
encourage his own self-discovery rather than give & plan for
following in your footsteps.

We arrived to the club and it was half empty, witvo guys for
every girl (I counted). There was not one good aagih opportunity.
Girls were either in large groups or already tagkio dudes. Shah
asked for my opinion on a group of three girls bg bathroom. My
experience told me the approach would go bad—these wplanted
around a table and appeared to be older. Maybe wWeg even
married.

“I wouldn’t approach them,” | said, but then baektked a bit to
not discourage him. “I mean, in my experience, thasild be a tough
approach. | would wait until the girl you like mastparates from her
friends by going to the bar or the bathroom, arehtmake a move.
Here it's really hard to get a good vibe from d giher friends are
watching.” As if on cue, his girl walked out towarthe front door
with her phone, probably to make a call. “And theg@ur opportuni-
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ty—go follow her now.” He did and came back ten umtés later,
saying that while she was friendly, she didn’t agk any questions.
She settled back in with her group, after mostlyikelling her
boyfriend that she was fine and would be home Bhort

Two girls roamed around the bar with a “we wanpaoty” vibe. |
examined them from multiple angles, trying to gefeal for which
one | should try to talk to—the energetic one ith oe the taller one in
white. | watched as guy after guy approached tf@ne in particular,
a chubby older man, volunteered to provide thenh\&it open bar,
buying them whatever they desired. He brought héndls into the
mix and they all drunkenly cockblocked each other.

| approached a girl who seemed receptive, but sieeom her way
out. | found myself at the bar with the tall ginl white on my right
and a shorter blonde, a bit older, on my left.d bamake a decision
on which to approach. The tall girl was more ativ&; not necessari-
ly genetically but due to her loose attitude, aaligfapplied makeup,
and tight clothing. The blonde was stiff in a basack, lacking in
any sensual expression. Some nights you approaehgitts you
desire, and other nights you approach girls who think will desire
you. | decided to approach the blonde.

“You look like you speak very good English,” | said

“l do, because I'm a translator.” She paused feeeond. “I know
who you are.”

“What? That's impossible,” | replied, feigning cosfon.

“I definitely know who you are.”

“Well | don’t remember ever meeting you before,lghink you
have me mistaken for someone else.”

“I saw you on television when you were in Bucharest

“That was over a month ago. I'm surprised you reineirri

“Yes, well, | remember watching it and thinking,hat's a very
interesting man.’ But you think you know more them do.”

“And why do you say that?”

“Because you think girls from different countrie different, but
| believe they are the same.”

“How many women have you had sex with?” | asked.

“Me? Well, none.”

“I've had sex with a lot more than zero, from oveenty coun-
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tries. So | think I'm much more qualified than ytw analyze the
women of the world.”

“Maybe.”

“There’s no maybe, and I'm not trying to be meawyaa, but | get
a lot of women saying I'm wrong about their sexewhhey’ve never
even been with a woman before. They have justedsiine or two
countries for vacation, and think they know enotghguestion my
years of full-time experience on the matter.”

She smiled. | figured it was either that responsa 6Whatever,
jerk,” so | took her questioning of my experiensesame sort of test
to see if | would sell out my views for the hopesek.

“Is there anything else you thought of when you sasvon televi-
sion? Like maybe, wow, that man is so handsome.”

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but | don't thinloy are a hand-
some man. | mean you are not ugly, but I'm notated to your type
of look. But you are very interesting.”

“Yes and that's why | had to become interesting. Iblyk is noth-
ing special to most women of the world.”

“My boyfriend looks a lot different than you.”

“And where is your boyfriend?”

“He’s somewhere here.” Too bad. For a second | g&tting a
little excited, because if a girl remembers me framews program
that she saw over a month ago, | must’'ve madeoagimpression.

The chubby guy who was buying the tall girls drimiesne up and
said, “This is my friend. She has a boyfriend.” Tilende tried to
give him a “Don’t worry, it's cool” signal but he aved for the
boyfriend anyway. | was expecting him to be greaking compared
to me but he was just an average guy. Polite grgetivere ex-
changed before | walked off.

Fifteen minutes later | saw the tall girl in whiiting alone in the
hallway, sending text messages. | sat next to hdrraade a com-
ment. She spoke not a word of English. | was satidiecause when
faced with two girls, | picked the right one thaasvmost receptive to
me based on subconscious analysis that came frams pé experi-
ence.

There wasn't much to do after that. Shah didn’trapph any more
girls. 1 didn’'t want to scar him in any way by pirgh him to ap-
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proach or try a certain technique. We left the ¢hgether and he told
me about how he wanted to be a politician in PakistThe country
is beyond messed up but | feel like | can makesitipe difference. |
have to live my life to get on that track. | doditink and | take my
religion seriously. | want to get married someday im Pakistan if
you are a politician and have a family, you neeskeurity detail of
fifteen people and that sets a bad example be¢hese/ou're seen as
an elitist. | need to focus on my education for riow

I nodded along and was glad | didn't go game-heaith him
since his life path was totally different than mineappreciated the
male companionship, but | really wished | had sdriends my age
from my own country.

I MET with Roxana on Sunday evening. She arrived inng ldress

with a retro shawl, greeting me with a hop andss kifter a round of
drinks at a nearby café, we walked to my placeianmdediately had

sex in the dining room. It was good like usual,utjio | was getting

lazy with my dirty talk so | remained mostly sileAtfter washing my

dick and giving her a t-shirt to wear, | began dogka pasta dish that
| had been trying to perfect. She begged to helptlrere was no
need—my dishes were perfectly optimized to be nigdene person.
A helper would not decrease the time to complettpeven a minute.
She sat down on my kitchen table, took out my rexde@nd drew a
faceless man. | watched her from the kitchen arel Isbked less
pretty than the date before. | was becoming acmesticto her.

We ate while watching a Polish music channel frtve satellite
feed. | noticed the meal needed more salt. | SRieimember last time
when...” and then | stopped. | was going to finishhwi...you said
the pasta needed more salt,” but this was the tiit#t | had pasta
with Roxana. It was Magdalena who had suggestethgddore salt
to the pasta.

“Remember last time what?” Roxana asked.

“Nothing. It's not important.”

“No, tell me. You were going to say something.”

“No, it was a brain fart.”

“You're lying. Tell me!”

“It's nothing!” It's as if she knew about my mistaland wanted to
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punish me for it.

She cleaned the dishes afterwards then retrievedreaof dark
chocolate | had bought. She fed it to me whileuhiged on the couch.
We went to my room to have sex again. | felt thgeuo kiss her less
than before and my thrusting had weaker power. Wais technically
our third date. By the time | experienced my secorghsm of the
day, | counted up a total of twelve that | had wiidr, yet | was
getting bored. The novelty was gone. | wanted ke taut a book and
read it but | had to snuggle and talk to her féeva hours and pretend
I’'m a normal person who enjoyed this sort of thing.

“When you see a happy couple on the street, holdargls, what
do you think?” | asked.

“l don't really think anything,” she replied, wither head on my
chest. “I mean, I'm not jealous. | guess I'm hapmythem.”

“l used to be jealous. | used to wish that | hachtie had. But
now | see a couple and think that he's stuck. Heith only one
person, and he doesn’t have the freedom to do imb@an do. And |
think about what a change from viewing a happy towith envy to
viewing them with a sort of disdain, as if I'm gl&ch not him.”

“That’s horrible.”

“I can’t help it.”

“You're going to become a hermit.”

“I realize that, but there is no fight in me tosit”

She didn't offer a response. | held her tight se wlouldn’t think
my thoughts wholly applied to her. Some people beraold to
others for a fear of getting hurt, but | was doingimply because of
disinterest.

There was a strange moment in bed when she begssagiag my
butt cheeks. My senses perked up during this tintel'an glad they
did because she soon grasped my perineum as #Wvakeabout to
make a move for my anus.

“Whoa, what are you doing?” | jerked her hand away.

“Nothing, just touching you.”

“Yes but you were very close to my butt hole.”

“l wasn’'t going to actually touch it.”

“I think you were. You were right beside the hotfeu were going
to put your finger inside. | don't like that.”
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“God, what's wrong with you? | was just touchinguyd

And then ten minutes later she did it again, aiglihe area around
my anus.

“Stop that!” | yelled. “I don't like anal play!”

“I wasn’t touching your anus! You're so sensitiveid-domething
happen to you as a kid?”

“No, | wasn't sexually abused. | just don't get gdere from girls
putting their finger in my butt.”

“I wasn't putting my finger in your butt!”

She moved her hands away from my ass and down tthiglys,
but it still made me nervous. For the rest of tightl had cat-like
readiness in case she wanted to go for my anus.agai

I looked at the clock and it was 2:30am. We hacdhliegether for
six hours. My need to be alone was gnawing at veas time for her
to go. “Last time you spent the night,” | saidhdd trouble sleeping.
You didn’t do anything wrong—you slept on your sifehe bed and
didn’t touch me, but for whatever reason, | catéep well with girls.
| woke up the next day still tired, and had to fiapa while before
feeling rested. Would you be upset if | walked yowa cab?”

Her lips squeezed together and she looked away. tiNad's fine.
But do you want me to go now?”

“I mean, we have been hanging out for six hour&n&ryou tired
of me yet?”

“No.”

So | gave her another half-hour. My dick didn'terisonfirming
the boredom that | was feeling.

She started to get ready and | put on some cldthaslk her to
the taxi stand. “You don’t have to walk me,” shadsavhich |
immediately translated to “| want you to walk me.”

“I don’t mind,” | replied. “I would like to get somfresh air.”

She seemed a little put off when she slipped ingotaxi, but after
| cooked for her, banged her twice, talked with fleersix hours, how
could she be chafed just because | wanted to get sound sleep? |
stretched myself to be as pleasant to her as pedsibshe was upset
in the end anyway.

The two orgasms she gave me weren't so drainingHayt were
draining enough, and when | walked on the streetriéxt day, with
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plenty of women around, | had no motivation to aagh. | suppos-
edly wanted poosy paradise, to be surrounded byemoamd have
easy sex on demand, but just one girl completdigfaad my libido. |
wanted something new and fresh, but at the samelthknew getting
a new girl would take much time and energy. Riddog my remain-
ing three weeks with Roxana would be the most maldhing to do.

She called me twice the next day, just to talk. Sl sent a
handful of text messages. The more emotionallyadist was, the
more she was drawn into me. Back during the timesnal was more
open and warm to women, when I'd feel compelleddld their hand
in public, they never rushed to call me or inq@b®ut my plans. The
less | cared, the more they did.

On the fourth day of not seeing her | began toagkttle horny. |
went for a walk in the mall. The first girl | noed was a pretty
blonde with a lone braid down the left side of faare. | talked myself
out of the approach and let her pass me, but whaméd around |
noticed her ass was spectacular. After a minutatehsifying regret,
| doubled back. | didn't see her in the long maltridor so | figured
she must've walked into a store. | looked in ormestafter another
and spotted her browsing a rack of dresses. | daitsvn the corridor
where | knew she’'d walk by, playing with my phomeniake things
look casual. She came across my path and | opesred\pproaching
a woman is like waking up in the morning. The begig of the
approach is rough, jagged, confusing, awkward. Tthenwords start
flowing as you get warmed up. Humor is the firsalify to make its
appearance. A couple minutes later the energy lagetases and the
real game comes out in the form of light teasing dropping value.

I complimented her English and she smiled. If yompliment a
foreign girl's English and she doesn’t close off hedy language,
she likes you and you will get a number out obitt she proceeded to
warn me that she would be busy with her collegenpsince she’s an
organizer. “l can hang out with you not this wee&t next week, but
the week after,” she said.

Her phone rang mid-pickup and she answered itinglfor three
minutes. Then it rang again. Beautiful girls uspdibve a lot of
things going on. It's easiest to catch them whey'te in a lull, such
as right after breaking up with a boyfriend or ietweeen semesters.
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She was eager to give her number so | took it, ghouknew it
wouldn’t lead to anything.

| was now in the mood. | stalked a thin brunettetlgh the mall.
She went into a kitchen supply shop and | waitetdida a few stores
down, and when she came out | approached. Simphngautside a
store seems like such a common sense thing touahis was the
first time | had thought to do it. | was pleasedaiv effective it was
at making more girls in the mall accessible, a sopelternative to
approaching outside in the sun, having to squifirsgd while baking
in the heat.

The brunette was from Moldova. | asked her if gheke Russian
in Russian and she replied back in Russian. Hels egemed
impressed that | spoke it a bit, but she didn'tuing as to why. She
said she also spoke Spanish and so | spoke adfittteat as well. Still,
she asked no questions. This was odd considenngst have been
like a unicorn to her to speak Spanish, Russiad,Emglish, with a
vague appearance that wasn't obvious as to myrorifgr chest and
shoulders began to flush. She was nervous, nossadly a bad sign,
but | started to get the feeling that she was redreven though she
wasn’t wearing a wedding band. Nearly ten more mamypassed and
she still didn’'t ask me anything. | started to beted. | asked her to
have a drink with me. “I can’t, I'm married,” shaid. | politely
ended the conversation and walked to a café.

ROXANA called me and sounded upset, saying that she expere
to call her to finalize plans for the following ddyVe're still on for
tomorrow,” | said. “l was thinking of taking you fwzza.”

“Oh.”

“You don't like pizza?”

“I want to cook for you.”

She came to meet me at the shopping center cargyibhgg of
groceries. We went to the supermarket to buy theaneing ingredi-
ents and then walked to my place. We fucked irkitehen first and
then she prepared a spinach salad and lemon chiikbnwhile |
surfed the internet. After we ate, | got in theckén and made
chocolate banana pancakes. She gave me a litteag@snd then we
watched the moviddiocracy.I’'m sure she missed a lot of the subtle
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jokes like Fuddruckers turning into Buttfuckers.

Later in my bedroom | tried to put my dick in heputh but she
said no. “Why not?” | asked.

“It's too intimate,” she replied.

“You let me cum inside you when you’re on your pdrbut put-
ting my dick in your mouth is too intimate?”

“It's an emotional reason, | can't explain it.”

| was bitter, not so much because of pleasurefiost not getting
a blowjob, but because she wasn't doing exactlytwhaanted. How
strong a hold can you have on a girl if she doedo'twhat you
demand? A pimp can get a girl to have sex withngieamen, but |
was failing in making my girl give me head.

“Are you going to kick me out like last time?” slasked. She
made a puppy dog face.

“Would you be sad if | did?”

“Yes.”

The puppy face got sadder, so | instructed heletepson her side
of the bed and not touch me. She obliged and imthmning, after |
got sufficient sleep, | pulled her towards me andkéd her once
more.

History was repeating itself. 1 go into a new cigve sex with a
few girls, learn about the dating culture, and tleeentually settle
into a comfortable relationship until leaving. Whinie novelty of a
new country dies down after a month, a mini-rela®tip makes
sense, and perhaps the only thing keeping my plasfeits going was
continually traveling to new cities where | hadstart from scratch.

If one girl like Roxana could make me so physicailyntent,
maybe my poosy paradise isn't a parade of womear aft. Maybe
it’s just one girl whose pussy exists in a statpeimanent lubrication
for me to slide it in whenever | want. | wasn’t qoliaining about the
arrangement | had with Roxana, but at the same tifelt that this
couldn’t be it, that there had to be some othet abhigher achieve-
ment to unlock.
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My gym was owned by a former bodybuilder. This nietduere
were only two treadmills, no aerobics room, no gtgarubber balls,
and hardly any women. Out of the twenty or so pedpkre at any
one time, maybe two were female. | did notice oasdiqularly cute
regular with a nice figure that the Aesthetic gavet of attention to.
I wondered if his girlfriend was hotter than hentibone day | found
out that she actually was his girlfriend.

| was extremely pleased. That night in the clulesgthe couldn’t
pick up could be forgotten. If Aesthetic had anyugirlfriend, |
would have wondered whether the bulk of my timenspaaking
myself an attractive man was a waste. Optimizedhatss, confi-
dence, persistence, charm, game—the formula toesscwas not
disturbed. New theories need not be devised.

| received a message from Dragomir, my friend fidocharest.
He wanted to come visit me. He was even a biggéievs in
aesthetics than | was, thinking it’'s the most int@ot thing that a man
could have, even more than game. As a good-loakiaig, he has had
cases where girls threw themselves at him for lsefact, he told me
as many stories of turning down sex as of having it

Having that much choice is hard to believe untdisg it firsthand
when girls show exceedingly positive reactionsita from the start,
but the universe has a way of balancing things ibditas given him
the weakness of getting emotionally attached to omvho invaria-
bly crush his heart and cause massive depresdianish | had his
looks and he wishes he had my emotional coldnasd,its not
obvious that either of us is happier than the oitheegard to women.

After arriving to lasi, he updated me on the latgist that de-
stroyed him after he revealed his affections far Aa older story he
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told me was painful to hear. A 19-year-old Polisth lge met on the
train fell for him and they went on to have an litytelationship. She
professed her love for him many times, would seind lbng emails,
nude pictures, and so on. She was ready to givesddrto him, it
seemed, but when she sensed him willing to do @nees she found
another man while living short-term in England,laypr who already
had children from different women. Dragomir becan@sperate,
sending her messages and notes trying to conviacefhhis love,
thinking that all would be back to normal when gieturned to
Poland, where he was still living. Unfortunateljrnescame back to
Poland with the new boyfriend.

Dragomir stalked the girl for some time, sendinglless emails,
and even told the new boyfriend that she was dgkping with him
occasionally. She went to the police, told therhisfharassment, and
he was imprisoned in a Polish jail for three days.

Trying to withhold judgment, | said, “A woman willeat you only
as good as the attraction she has for you, bw@cstin is an emotion
that can fade, and once it's gone, none of yout pafons matter.
She is ruled by her attraction above everything,edbove all forms
of logic, and there’s nothing we can do about it.”

Lessons from past mistakes don't seem to stick iagbBmir's
mind. Just two weeks before, after a three-day fiesk with a girl
who took him in her butt, she decided to remairhvhier boyfriend.
Dragomir tried to get her back using the same daieethod as
before—telling the boyfriend of his girl's cheatingays—but of
course it had the opposite effect. The boyfriendele threats against
Dragomir and decided to propose to his girl.

He came to visit me to clear his head from thedepgiblems. The
good-looking man who could more or less have hik pf attractive
women keeps getting burned by the one girl he likégture strives
for balance.

We hopped around to a couple bars and he remahie¢dhe girls
had surprisingly high attitude. “I was starting#onder if it was me,”
| said. “They don’t seem to care that I'm a foraigir speak English.
Sometimes | just get blank stares.”

“But in the capital you did well. You'd think thdtere would be
even better.”
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“In the capital | banged two girls in the first vkedn two months
since | banged only three more.”

“Maybe you are not putting in the same amount &frgy?”

“I have worked somewhat hard by doing plenty ofrapphes, so |
don’t know. | got stood up here pretty bad. Actydllgot stood up
twice. I'm not sure what's going on, but Roxanayd to me. She
fucks me so much that | don’t have much energyftefother girls.”

“She’s doing that on purpose.”

“Well, it's working.”

| approached a girl who bragged that her ex-boyffibegged to
marry her. She refused because she wanted todm™frhad trouble
getting excited about her because of my empty bhlis Dragomir
was there and | knew | wouldn’t have heard the e if | passed
on her. | got her number after she told me shetbagturn to her
friends.

| wanted to show him the snobby club. Even thougheais a little
better than the last couple of visits, Dragomilt btited it. “The girls
here are too old,” he said. “This is the exact tgpelub | hate.”

“Yeah but the talent is higher than the other ¢lub.

“Not by much. It's mostly makeup here.” Then | sbdagdalena.
She was looking especially pretty. | went to sayohher, expecting a
short conversation, but we ended up talking forhéley She teased
me with neck kisses and even stroked my cock thraung jeans.
“Did you miss me?” | asked.

“Did youmiss me?”

“Of course,” | smiled.

“Liar.”

“I only have seventeen more days left. Let's hang loefore |
leave.”

“Do you have my number?” | had to think about it o second,
which had the desired effect when she opened hathmio surprise.

| left her to find Dragomir. He wasn't enjoying tlodub, so we
soon walked back to my apartment. He crashed oodheh.

The next afternoon we sat down to eat ham and ehsssdwich-
es. | said, “l was complaining to you last nighbabhow it wasn’t so
easy here, but | guess it could be worse. It ldiées Magdalena
wants to bang again.”
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“Yes she is very pretty. She looks a little Polisties, actually,
she is pretty.

Magdalena texted me again later in the afternoamskoif her two
homely friends could give Dragomir a tour of thgyciThe power of
his aesthetic revealed itself. Dragomir wasn'ties¢éed, but it would
have been a lay-up if he agreed.

Later while sitting at a sidewalk café, we playeghme of “Would
You Bang?” where we would point out a girl walkibg and make a
declaration of whether we would have sex with hamat. | thought it
would get boring quickly, but after twenty minutee were still
going strong and had a good understanding of edudr's sexual
tastes. Dragomir’s standards were slightly aboveemsince he was
not willing to bang girls 1 would, but at the satme he would bang
any girl as long as she had blonde hair.

The game got us in the mood to talk to girls. Weékeaa through
the park and did a couple approaches, not out xafadehunger but
just to pass the time. Our reception was lukewarimeat. Dragomir
had the best approach in getting the Facebookmémied girl who
was staying in town for only a week, but she seemsdgctant to
meet.

“Girls are not engaging here,” Dragomir said. “Thagn't even
ask where we are from. In Poland they would askiméhe first
minute.”

“This is the problem | have here. It's not techticdad, but it's
not easier than anywhere else.”

He asked me what an American guy would think i€ame to lasi.

I laughed and said, “He would renounce his Americiizenship
in one day. It would be absolutely mind-blowing Fam.”

So why was it average—even below average—for mecae
the mere search for poosy paradise will give me ekperiences that
raise my standards and make it that much hardéedtare any place
thereafter as poosy paradise. The secret to findisghot what | was
doing, but living in the fattest country in the ubfor fifteen years
and then stepping foot into any Eastern Europegn That's poosy
paradise, even if the girls aren’'t easy. By un@eding this, | must
accept that poosy paradise will always remaingustof my grasp.

“Have you heard of the Polish game called ‘The 3ubDragomir
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asked. “It's how girls as young as 14 get pregfidrghook my head.
“A group of girls form a circle and then lay on itheack naked. Their
heads point inside the circle with their legs om thutside. Then a
group of boys have sex with them, one after theroffhe winner of
the game is the guy who cums last.”

“Are you kidding me? That has to be an urban legend

“It's not. If you ask Polish girls about it they Wbe shocked that
you know. You can even read stories about it imn@spaper.”

“Shit, even if you lose you still win.” | mused dhe game for a
while. If | had the opportunity to play this game a kid, things
would be all downhill as | age. How could you et@p banging five
or more virginal Polish girls at a time? Even ifuymanage to bang
five girls a month as an adult, that still wouldttp a game of The
Sun. My spirits lifted a bit after this realizatiothat | was actually
lucky not to have experienced it as a teenager.

DRAGOMIR had met a young girl on the train and she respbnde
enthusiastically when he made contact. They setaudate for
Monday evening. | told him to let me know if he ded to use the
place for a couple hours to seal the deal sinceuldvbe at the coffee
shop. At midnight, when | was about to head honeecdiled me to
say he wanted to take her to my place for a drirfklt inconven-
ienced, but | could remain at the café for a whileger.

He came by to get my key. “How much time do youd®el
asked, as | handed it over.

“I don’t know. | don’t know what she wants to do.”

“l understand, but | can’t stay here all night.”

“I know. I'll message you.”

“Where’s the girl?” | asked.

“She’s outside. | don’t want her to see you becalsemay recog-
nize you from the television.” | wished him luck.

A couple hours later, | texted him and said | wobkl coming
home soon. He said that was fine and asked if skt cstay over
since she is “fun.” | called him.

“How long does your girl want to stay?”

“I don't know, we're just hanging out.”

“If I had a big apartment, | wouldn’t mind, but tligeing room is
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small. If you don't think you will bang soon, maylis best to wrap
it up.”

They were leaving the building when | was goinghie escorted
her to a taxi and came back.

“No bang?” | asked.

“No.”

“Did you try?”

“There wasn'’t enough time.”

“You had two hours. How much more time did you ri¥ed
asked, in a pre-emptive defense in case he congglaibout me
coming home too early.

“She asked if she could take a shower, so | figafter that show-
er we would do it. So | needed only 15 more mindtes

| was skeptical because his game is waiting foigiHeo make the
first move. “Well, you gotta move faster than thasaid.

Two days later we ate lunch at the apartment dkddabout how
girls in this part of the world were increasinglgilg employed as
video chat girls. Dragomir told me how it workst'Sla very easy job
for them. They simply stay in a room with a camanal then play
with their pussy. They get more money than any rojbke here. |
dated one video chat girl who married a rich mamfiSwitzerland.
He was one of her best customers, even sendingdirtings and
poems he made. All her customers worshipped hervaanted to
marry her. Most were older guys from America. So stept with
each other for a month and sometimes the phonedwog from her
husband and she’d say how much she loves him. Yoe'durprised
how many girls actually do it. One time | was dgtanother girl who
| thought was doing video chat. She denied it ebeughall of her
friends were doing it. Then | said, ‘Why don’t yda it? It is safe and
adventurous. The money is good. If | was a girlould do it.” So of
course after that she admitted to doing it onlyc&nbecause she
noticed that | would not shame her for it.”

“I have been wondering if Magdalena is a chat "gitl,said.
“Sometimes she comes across as an actress. Sheesgythings to
me just to get a response, and it's hard to tedhé& means it or not.
She must have had practice saying those lines.”

“It's hard to find out. There are hundreds of sibes there.”
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The next day, Dragomir found an apartment to stay resumed
my normal work and reading routine. He eventually dang the
blonde girl.

| set a café date for Magdalena midweek while jmgsiRoxana to
the weekend. Magdalena was surprised that | askedotrt, but |
couldn’t forget the club cock stroking. She greetss without a hug
or kiss.

“You're leaving in two weeks,” she said, “so | defely won't get
attached to you.”

“I don’t expect you to get attached. We haven't gaut in a
month.”

“Because you didn't text me.”

“l didn’t think our relationship was working. Whdnsaw you a
couple weeks ago, you ignored me and played witir japtop. | had
to talk to your friend instead.”

“I had to work! And | texted you that night to sepdu a signal
that | was open to seeing you, but you didn’t dgtlaing about it.”

“This is true, but | wasn't in the mood for a boaisll.” | hadn’t
told her | was being satisfied by Roxana.

“It's so weird with you,” she said. “On one hand’veecompatible,
but on the other hand we’re not. | didn't tell ythat one year ago |
broke up with the love of my life. He cheated on am then got
engaged nine months later. You remind me of him.”

“And yet you are still emotionally cold with me.”

“Because | don't want to go through that again.”

“And | didn't give you much sexual pleasure. Youngmained
about it often.”

“It still feels good even if | don’t orgasm. It'oheasy for me.”

“You kept trying to make me feel inadequate.”

“It's just that I've never had a vaginal orgasmdref”

“Now you tell me! You made it seem like | was thelyosexual
dud in your life.” | started to feel better thaketipoor result of our
relationship wasn’t due to my failure as a lover.

She opened up more than usual, telling me aboutteva her
past. | shut up and let her talk. After she waseddmoved in to kiss
her. She did not resist. There was no point in wgshore time, so |
paid the bill and suggested we go for a walk. “Okay | have to get
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up early,” she said. | liked how she would not & spending the
night like Roxana would.

We arrived to my apartment and raced to undregst & condom
for the deed, which | knew she’d want, and fucked doggy style in
the kitchen for a few minutes before moving to ttwmuch. She
straddled on top of me and | let her ride my didklevl played with
her breasts. After five or so minutes, | put herham stomach and
rode her until my orgasm came. It was strong. Simptimented the
sex, so | knew that this was the best for her datlahe times we’d
done it.

The next night | went out with Dragomir. We satairsquare that
was surrounded by no less than five bars, but ¢xae they were
all garbage. Two girls walked behind us. | twistay torso towards
them and inquired about the nightlife. They stoppbére they were,
leaving my body still contorted. | asked if theywa come and stand
in front of me so | wouldn’t have to strain myserhey thought of
my request for two seconds before complying.

Dragomir and | had a long conversation with theraudtthe city.
He pretended he was Canadian and nine years yothragehis actual
age. He had done this Canadian act in front of meyntimes before
and | found it amazing that girls believed him whieis English
accent was not unlike their own. The only problenthiat he would
sometimes change his nationality and age on rargmmmoaches, so
if girls asked me about his true background, | wlonibt be able to
answer with confidence.

One girl was a complete dud, with the body of armAdoy, while
the other was just okay. They invited us to onehef bars that was
having a dubstep night. We tagged along and Dragguoi the
number of the cuter girl. We left soon after andked to another
club where | saw a pretty blonde with her backm bar, surrounded
by five people. | pointed her out and Dragomir agr¢hat she had
beauty. He encouraged me to try.

“Right now?” | asked. “It would be a suicide missid_ook how
she is in the center of the group, with no way ¢oeas her. | also
have approached one of her friends in the past sfued instantly
rejected me, so | may get cockblocked.”

“I doubt she remembers you.”
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“If you were a girl and | approached you, you wautdemember
my face? It's not like there are many guys like aneund.” Dragomir
looked at me intently but gave no response.

| was plotting my move when two of the blonde’sfrils peeled
away from the group. She turned around to the $d#rshe was about
to order something, leaving her left flank compiet@pen to a man
who wanted to strike. | moved to stand right nexihér at the bar. As
chance would have it, my drink was empty and | wentorder
another. The bartender noticed me before her, piplsnce | was
taller. | looked at her and said, “I feel sort afdbthat | ordered before
you when you were here first.”

“Yeah | noticed that,” she said with a slight frown

“You have to be more aggressive, maybe. You haweatee your
hands around and yell like all the other peopld.tBat doesn’t work
where | come from.”

She asked where | was from, as expected, anddetbtiow gentle
and polite she was, almost to the point where shevervous talking
to me. If she told me she ran a sanctuary fordosjured animals, |
would have nodded and thought it matched her natMeetalked for
no more than two minutes when three shots wereedetv her. She
stepped aside to serve them to her friends, wHormeed a shield
around her.

We went back on the street to see if it was aniebétan the club.
We did an approach here and there, but girls wesmlately not
receptive. | told Dragomir how | felt like a foabrf choosing to live
here, all because | happened to arrive when oriewhs having its
grand opening. Then | saw a cute girl walking alamel put some
spring in my step to intersect her at the end efgbuare. She was
quite attractive upon closer inspection and spakéept English. This
appearance was deceiving because after a shortnarabtime she
revealed herself to be exceedingly tough, refusinglay my little
guessing game of where she supposed | was froronétpoint she
asked me for my thoughts on her city and | gaveraptiment to the
women, saying they are “much more feminine” tharlsgfrom
America. She yelled, “I'm not feminine!”

“So you're masculine?” | instinctively replied. Sthecame an-
noyed and changed the subject.
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A man with thick eyebrows came beside her and sichamged
words with him in Romanian. | asked how they knegleother and
the girl quickly stated that they were classmabragomir then came
over to assist. | looked to him and said, “Somesints the smallest
girls who act the most tough, as if they need twv@rsomething. It's
like a Napoleon complex, but for women.” The girjayed this,
because now she could use whatever debate skdlfasih learned to
challenge me on things | was saying. She shriekatl $he wasn’t
feminine and weak, as if they go hand in hand, thad she was a
serious student who would make herself into an raptished and
“independent” worker bee of some sort. She confusddpendence
for rudeness, strength for bitchiness, and theraocisdoubt that |
triggered this release like | have with many otikemen, but it's
better to be the type of man that causes a wontareésnature to be
displayed within mere minutes than one who goesgathinking she
is a wonderful snowflake, only to get badly burirethe end.

The conversation ended and she walked off with piatonic
friend. We agreed that he got to endure the woidhen without
enjoying the best, her pussy.

We returned to the club to see if the crowd hadhgkd in our
favor. The blonde angel was still there but now tves girlfriends
were dancing with guys. | re-approached her. “Did yneet the man
of your dreams tonight?”

“Not tonight. But I've been dating him for threeays.”

“And how old are you?”

“20.”

In all likelihood he is the only man she has beéthvand | know
that | would be enraged to see him, because habplpboesn’t have
muscles like | have from going to the gym threeesna week. He is
not as well-read or as well-traveled as | am. Hadsricher than |
am. He’s not as funny or interesting as | am. Aadenof that matters
because he met her at the right place at the tighe and could
provide her with comfort and commitment while akkduld provide
her is a couple hours of entertainment followedabgood fuck. In
spite of my past self-improvement endeavors to malself out to
be the best possible man that my genetics woutdvall could not
have her. There's nothing | could have done, exoeptbe volunteer
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myself to be her beta orbiter, with no guaranteewantual success.
Even this option was not available to me becawgas! leaving in ten
days. At that moment | regretted that game is atwaynumbers
game, and in the end you will need to be exceegihglky to get
your first choice, and there wasn’t much else tadee about it.

Back outside we got approached by two drunk guys.hi¥mored
them by asking how we could succeed with their worfigloney, all
you need is money,” said one. We got rid of theich &t another guy
approached us. We asked him the same question.ahsver:
“Money.” While the three of us were talking, | sawgroup of four
walking by, including one girl in heels. | caughg to them and said,
“I couldn’t help but notice that you are walking jrain because of
those heels. You are sort of moving like... a duddgr friends
erupted into laughter, though | didn’t think my kgy was sharp.
They accepted me into their group and | walked whgm. The girl
with the heels didn't speak much, but the chublsnft beside her
did, shocked that | was an American in her shidwr. The two
remaining friends consisted of a skinny Spanish mdmo talked
quickly and a petite girl who | didn’t get a goambk at.

The Spanish man was the star of the group, buickiyusupplant-
ed him since there are much fewer American mendmé&hia than
Spanish. Out of politeness |1 still gave him sonterdion, saying a
few things in his language.

The petite girl gravitated towards me and demarndddow what
| was doing in her city. | evaded by giving funngsavers to build
curiosity, like I usually do, but this made her emient. She wanted to
knowright now.I refused to play the game on her terms. The proble
with girls like this is that they have a high nded control and much
prefer a man who they can mold than one who isadlerige. Even
though she looked pretty, she was not unlike tlexipus girl on the
street who bragged that she was “not feminine.”

“I study law,” she told me, “and | can spot bullsbasily.”

“Law is not a feminine profession,” | replied, bireg myself for
what I'm sure would be the beginning of the end.

“You’re an arrogant person,” she said.

“You would be arrogant too if you were from thehgst country in
the world,” | said, going all in. Everyone’s moutipened, shocked
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that | would make such a culturally insensitive agkn

“I'm offended,” the petite girl said. “I'm very ofinded.”

“So?”

“You're so arrogant,” she added. And then they jedhjin a cab
and left.

| vented to Dragomir about the aggressive attitofdthe women,
where | had to think of snappy comebacks | neveught | would
have to use in Eastern Europe. | complained atiminightlife and
the lack of good approach opportunities. | wantedenand | wanted
it to come easy.

“You have to look on the bright side of things,”dgomir said.
“You have pussy, money, and you're traveling. Tikis dream for a
lot of men.”

“Yes but is this the pinnacle? You also have whaave. What
more can we go for? What dream can we have?”

“There is not much more. We have abundance in shthgt we
want. | don’t think more of it would be better.”

“So this is it? This is the best that life will gier us? There’s not
much more we can do.”

“l suppose not.”

THE NEXT NIGHT | planned on taking Roxana to pizza. | was in a
sour mood because of the lack of solitary time d i week, and
when | told this to her she said, “It's okay, | vitolmother you much.”

| gorged on pizza and then afterwards we went éossenovie. She
was very aware of the space | needed and didritebahe during the
film. Afterwards she came to my apartment.

As | settled into the kitchen, | told her | was mgpito make her a
sex potion. “The sex potion is something that mgt taught me when
| turned 18. Even though he told me the recipe d¥eyears ago, |
remember it as if it was yesterday.”

“Are you joking or serious?” she asked.

“I'm serious,” | said, keeping a straight face. €llpotion is an
aphrodisiac that increases blood flow to the seyaios, resulting in
increased pleasure during sex. It lasts for onkesdours.”

“Does it have drugs?”

“No, no drugs. It contains one fruit from each bé tfour corners
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of the world—Europe, Africa, Asia, and the Ameri¢dggrabbed the
four fruits and lay them on the counter. “The pimge is from

America, the orange is from Africa, the grapesfesen Europe, and
the kiwi is from Asia. Alone, these fruits do noave much of a
sexual effect, but once combined, along with sondelitenal

ingredients, they form a potent synergy that hagewry desirable
result.”

“I'm not sure if | should believe you.”

“It's in your best interest to believe me, becatise more you
believe, the more open you are to the effectseptition.”

| cut the pineapple into rings and put them intboavl. Then |
juiced two oranges into a separate glass. Thegdduthree kiwis into
another glass.

“The main ingredient is vodka. Some debate if thevgr of the
elixir results from just the alcohol. It's hard fore to say, but | do
believe the combination of the four fruits doesdure enhancements
that can’t be scientifically explained by the alobhlone.” She was
mesmerized now, watching my every move as if shatedato
duplicate the recipe later.

| retrieved two cocktail glasses and filled thentfsay with ice
and then a big shot of vodka. | poured some orguige, kiwi juice,
and the squeezed juice of a pineapple slice. “Nashalrink needs
the juice of exactly four grapes.” | juiced fourages. Then for
theater, |1 added salt, powdered sugar, and threpsdof vanilla
extract. | mixed the drinks. The resulting colorsvea opaque orange.
As | handed her the concoction, | said, “This dnskot known for
its taste, but for its effect. It will not be thedt drink you've had.”
She took a sip and said, “Not bad.” | tasted itvadl, the first time
ever with this recipe. It was a bit too sour.

A couple minutes later | asked her if she was ifgethe effects of
the potion. She said no, but | swear that when adgdex not fifteen
minutes later, she was wetter than she had ever, et almost no
foreplay required to get her gushing with vaginate. After a few
minutes of fornication, | ejaculated all over hedi.

We fucked once more before going to sleep and dgam in the
morning. It's worth stressing that she was muchtavethan usual.
The previous night | was cursing the city, upsethat attitude | was
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experiencing, but | was in bliss while pounding Roa's pussy.

“I'm angry,” she said in post-coital embrace.

“Why?”

“For all the women you will have sex with. They gkt to touch
you, feel you, and | won't have you anymore.”

ON DRAGOMIR’S last day in lasi we went to the gym and grabbed
a frozen yogurt in the park. We watched girls wlaykand played a
lightning round of “Would you bang?” When it wasng to part
ways, we shook hands and agreed to meet in the sun®nly six
days remained until | was next to leave.

Roxana came by my apartment with four pieces otalate cake.
| carefully set the cakes on the table and begaking dinner while
she watched. She mentioned how she couldn't skeemight before
but | didn’t inquire as to why, and not until af@inner, cake, and sex
did she mention it again.

“Is there something you want to tell me?” | asked.

“I found your stuff.”

“What stuff?” | already knew the answer.

“Your blog, your writing, everything. This is whycbuldn't sleep.
When | first found it, | went apocalyptic. | wasrious with anger.
But then | started crying. | read as much as |d&dul

| nodded my head and said, “How | write for thowdsof people
is not the same as how | see you. | know in yoadhgou are trying
to reconcile how | could be so nice to you but saahonster on the
internet.”

“l thought about this, and how you are actuallyenithan other
guys I've dated. When my mom was dying, my boyfiiext the time
told me, ‘I wish | didn’'t meet a girl with so mafgmily problems.”

“That’'s horrible. | would never say something litkat.” To
change the subject | asked, “So how did you fini?’bu

“| accidentally spelled your name wrong when | gedgyou. You
didn’t give me your correct name!”

“Yes | changed one letter of my name to thwart de@dgvestiga-
tions. | tried to give a fake name to women in plast but hated it. It
was too much of a lie.”

And that was it. She understood who | was, didrittaize me for
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it, and now our relationship could go on for the féays it had left. If
| didn’t have the problem of getting bored of woneasily, | would

settle with Roxana. She would give me a relatignéhil of emotion-

al and physical pleasure for as long as | needed| tvas eager to
throw it away for the prospect of more adventurd eandom pussy
in some other shithole city. What she offered me nat something |
wanted.

DRAGOMIR recommended | get a massage from a proper spa. |
never had one before so | figured it would be adgexperience. The
appointment came on a Saturday afternoon, thres llefore | was
set to leave. On the way over | did the secon@sb-Russian lesson,
right on schedule to finish the entire Pimsleurrseuor the language.

| walked into the spa and the receptionist gaveantewel and
robe, instructing me to shower. It was understaledabat the
masseuse didn't want to massage a dirty body. éteds | stepped
out of the locker room, fully robed, and a shorthneirected me into
the massage room. | figured he was maybe an afdeojanitor, but
he was actually the masseur. | thought it wouldagsumed to pair a
male customer with a female masseuse, but | wasgvi®efore | had
a chance to think of what to do, he said, “Layloatable face up.”

He applied oil on his hands and then started rupbiy quadri-
ceps. “Relax,” he added. | was concerned that | getyan erection
while he rubbed on me and this would introduce doag to my
sexual orientation, but at the same time | wantedet my money’s
worth. | kept telling myself, “Stay in the massaggay in the
moment.” | closed my eyes and took deep breathswbided his
way down and gave me a foot massage, even strokyngpdividual
toes. This was ticklish for me so | let out sevdrelly chuckles. He
proceeded without pause, the sign of a true pricfieak

After he gave me an abdominal massage, where htkausert of
tapping technique that went slightly below my wiast he instructed
me to turn over and place my face over a hole ntilt the table. He
then massaged my heels, calves, hamstrings, loagd;, ipper back,
shoulders, and neck. A lifetime of muscular tensias soothed by
this man’s hands. My instinct was to let out groafipleasure, but |
held this back, reducing the overall benefit of thessage. Thankful-
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ly my penis did not move.

After he was done, he said | could get up. My valescended into
a croak, not unlike how | sound when first gettiqin the morning,
and | said, “Thank you, it was nice.” | hate to didinbut this man
explored more of my body than any woman I've hadwih, with a
stronger familiarity of my musculature and anatoimyould prefer to
get a massage from a woman in the future, but tdioimk her hands
will be as broad and powerful as a man’s.

After changing back into my street clothes and wgllout of the
spa in a semi-stupor, | saw my masseur walking-by.some reason,
| felt more uncomfortable than when his hands w&reking my
thighs not twenty minutes before. | was glad toldsving the city
soon enough so | would never have to see him agany life.

Later that night | met with Roxana in the main sgu&he showed
up in a dress with high heels while | was in aittshjeans, and
sneakers. | liked the contrast of me looking peadastvhile she was
dressed up. | hoped it caused other people to wamld a pretty girl
was with such a bum. | took her to the top of &dkest building in the
city (the 13 floor) where there was a panoramic restaurantheea
satisfying meal where she gave me a Lego figutiaé $he possessed
since her childhood.

We took a long walk through the center of the ditgnarveled at
how dead the nightlife was even though it was ddyri | wanted to
make a value judgment of whether my decision toecamd stay in
lasi was correct, but | pushed that thought awayas trying to lean
away from the habit of deciding on anything as feot” or not and
instead accept that the whole of life balancesnaytchoices. If you
isolate for one factor, like women or weather, yaan easily find
places that are better when compared to anothewtmen accounting
for everything else, the benefits of having thet besmen or weather
will come at some other cost. The good of this enout the bad of
that, sometimes perfectly. If | went to Bucharésyould have had
more sex and made more male friends, but | woule heitten less,
spent more money, and studied less Russian.

The more cities I've been to in Europe, the haitiées to decide
which is best. If | had only been to three citiesiy life outside the
US, it wouldn’t take me long to select the besth&m, but now that
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I've been to well over 70, | can no longer give arswer for those
who ask me for my favorite. Favorite in terms ofawh If all you
want is sex, meaning it's the most important thimgour life, then
there will be cities that offer an advantage irt tliegard (at some cost
that you don't foresee), but if your desire for pp@aradise is fading
as you age, if your sexual energy is decreasing,ifayour interests
are more varied, it matters less. It's impossiere¢ach a firm
conclusion, because the right choice today mayhbeatrong choice
tomorrow.

Like usual, sex with Roxana happened quickly omceny house.
She kept on her dress and heels, which made fiti§lighore erotic
than normal, but as soon as | achieved orgasmntesleher to leave.
| was done. Her incredible sweetness, her undelistgnher humor,
and her intelligence was not something | wanteda$ bored of her
and wanted to be alone. | wanted to be on the &gain. | wanted to
release the fish | caught so that | could catchtreroone, whether
bigger or smaller. There was no way | could tell thes, so when it
came time to shoo her out the door the followingnmimg, | made an
excuse about how | close up during goodbyes adfgretection
mechanism. | denied her the emotional farewell et expected. It
was selfish to sour the end with sudden frigidiiyt | couldn’t fake
attachment. | didn't feel the same way she feltualooe, and perhaps
| resented her for making me have to think abowt teget rid of her
without making a big deal about it. | put her icab and closed the
door. There was no talk of me coming back, no psesimade that |
couldn’t keep.

Whether | improved her life by giving her an ovérpbsitive
experience or whether | hurt it by raising her dtads to a level that
the local guys can't meet, | don’t know, but whesalv her cab drive
away, | was happy. | was happy because | was fjagabecause |
could hunt alone again, because | didn't know wheseuld get my
next bang, because | would be struggling with gulg to have sex
with them. In two days I'd be ready to enter a remuntry to go out
every day and night and approach women and evéntoale sex
with a random girl that would most likely not givee as much
pleasure as she had, and the thought of it filledwith joy, more
than being with a girl who was ready to worshipgheund | walk on.
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My hunt for poosy paradise is fake. | don’'t wantfilad poosy
paradise, because if | did, this goal that has loieemg my life—this
device—would disappear. | would have no reasorottog/et another
country, visit yet another club, or learn yet amottanguage. | would
have no drive to accumulate the knowledge and skt | could
share in my work. At the same time | go to the eoidghe world to
find poosy paradise, | must never find it. | musise my eyes when it
appears before me, pretend | didn't notice, ang kgaing. | must
never find poosy paradise, because if | did, | walilknow how to
replace the meaning it gives me.
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Visit my blog:

http://www.rooshv.com
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