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MEET MYSTERY 
The house was a disaster. 

Doors were split and smashed off their hinges; walls were dented in the 

shape of fists, phones, and flowerpots; Herbal was hiding in a hotel room 

scared for his life; and Mystery was collapsed on the living room carpet cry- 

ing. He'd been crying for two days straight. 

This wasn't a normal kind of crylng. Ordinary tears are understand- 

able. But Mystery was beyond understanding. He was out of control. For a 

week, he'd been vacillating between periods of extreme anger and violence, 

and jags of fitful, cathartic sobbing. And now he was threatening to kill 

himself. 

There were five of us living in the house: Herbal, Mystery, Papa, Play- 

boy, and me. Boys and men came from every corner of the globe to shake 

our hands, take photos with us, learn from us, be us. They called me Style. It 

was a name I had earned. 

We never used our real names-only our aliases. Even our mansion, like 

the others we had spawned everywhere from San Francisco to Sydney, had 

a nickname. It was Project Hollywood. And Project Hollywood was in 

shambles. 

The sofas and dozens of throw pillows lining the floor of the sunken 

living room were fetid and discolored with the sweat of men and the juices 
of women. The white carpet had gone gray from the constant traffic of 

young, perfumed humanity herded in off Sunset Boulevard every night. 

Cigarette butts and used condoms floated grimly in the Jacuzzi. And Mys- 

tery's rampage during the last few days had left the rest of the place totaled 
and the residents petrified. He was six foot five and hysterical. 

"I can't tell you what this feels like," he choked out between sobs. His 

whole body spasmed. "I don't know what I'm going to do, but it will not be 
rational." 



He reached up from the floor and punched the stained red upholstery 
of the sofa as the siren-wail of his despondency grew louder, filling the 
room with the sound of a grown male who has lost every characteristic that 

separates man from infant from animal. 

He wore a gold silk robe that was several sizes too small, exposing his 

scabbed knees. The ends of the sash just barely met to form a knot and the 

curtains of the robe hung half a foot apart, revealing a pale, hairless chest 

and, below it, saggy gray Calvin Klein boxer shorts. The only other item of 

clothing on his trembling body was a winter cap pulled tight over his skull. 

It was June in Los Angeles. 

"This living thing." He was speaking again. "It's so pointless." 

He turned and looked at me through wet, red eyes. "It's Tic Tac Toe. 

There's no way you can win. So the best thing to do is not to play it." 

There was no one else in the house. I would have to deal with this. He 
needed to be sedated before he snapped out of tears and back into anger. 

Each cycle of emotions grew worse, and this time I was afraid he'd do some- 

thing that couldn't be undone. 

I couldn't let Mystery die on my watch. He was more than just a friend;, 

he was a mentor. He'd changed my life, as he had the lives of thousands of 

others just like me. I needed to get him Valium, Xanax, Vicodin, anything. I 

grabbed my phone book and scanned the pages for people most likely to 

have pills-people like guys in rock bands, women who'd just had plastic 

surgery, former child actors. But everyone I called wasn't home, didn't have 

any drugs, or claimed not to have any drugs because they didn't want to 

share. 

There was only one person left to call: the woman who had triggered 

Mystery's downward spiral. She was a party girl; she must have something. 

Katya, a petite Russian blonde with a Smurfette voice and the energy of 

a Pomeranian puppy, was at the front door in ten minutes with a Xanax and 

a worried look on her face. 

"DO not come in," I warned her. "He'll probably kill you." Not that she 

didn't entirely deserve it, of course. Or so I thought at the time. 

I gave Mystery the pill and a glass of water, and waited until the sobs 

slowed to a sniffle. Then I helped him into a pair of black boots, jeans, and 
a gray T-shirt. He was docile now, like a big baby. 

"I'm taking you to get some help," I told him. 
I walked him outside to my old rusty Corvette and stuffed him into the 

tiny front seat. Every now and then, I'd see a tremor of anger flash across his 

face or tears roll out of his eyes. I hoped he'd remain calm long enough for 

me to help him. 
"I want to learn martial arts," he said docilely, "so when I want to kill 

someone, I can do something about it." 
I stepped on the accelerator. 

Our destination was the Hollywood Mental Health Center on Vine 

Street. It was an ugly slab of concrete surrounded day and night by home- 

less men who screamed at lampposts, transvestites who lived out of shop- 

ping carts, and other remaindered human beings who set up camp where 

free social services could be found. 

Mystery, I realized, was one of them. He just happened to have 

charisma and talent, which drew others to him and prevented him from 

ever being left alone in the world. He possessed two traits I'd noticed in 

nearly every rock star I'd ever interviewed: a crazy, driven gleam in his eyes 

and an absolute inability to do anything for himself. 

I brought him into the lobby, signed him in, and together we waited for 

a turn with one of the counselors. He sat in a cheap black plastic chair, star- 

ing catatonically at the institutional blue walls. 
An hour passed. He began to fidget. 

Two hours passed. His brow furrowed; his face clouded. 

Three hours passed. The tears started. 

Four hours passed. He bolted out of his chair and ran out of the wait- 

ing room and through the front door of the building. 

He walked briskly, like a man who knew where he was going, although 

Project Hollywood was three miles away. I chased him across the street and 

caught up to him outside a mini-mall. I took his arm and turned him 

around, baby talking him back into the waiting room. 

Five minutes. Ten minutes. Twenty minutes. Thirty. He was up and out 
again. 

I ran after him. Two social workers stood uselessly in the lobby. 
"Stop him!" I yelled. 

"We can't," one of them said. "He's left the premises." 

"So you're just going to let a suicidal man walk out of here?" I couldn't 
waste time arguing. "Just have a therapist ready to see him if 1 get him back 
here." 

I ran out the door and looked to my right. He wasn't there. I looked 



left. Nothing. I ran north to Fountain Avenue, spotted him around the cor- 

ner, and dragged him back again. 

When we arrived, the social workers led him down a long, dark hallway 

and into a claustrophobic cubicle with a sheet-vinyl floor. The therapist sat 

behind a desk, running a finger through a black tangle in her hair. She was 

a slim Asian woman in her late twenties, with high cheekbones, dark red lip- 

stick, and a pinstriped pantsuit. 

Mystery slumped in a chair across from her. 

"So how are you feeling today?" she asked, forcing a smile. 

"I'm feeling," Mystery said, "like there's no point to anything." He burst 

into tears. 
"I'm listening," she said, scrawling a note on her pad. The case was 

probably already closed for her. 
"So I'm removing myself from the gene pool," he sobbed. 

She looked at him with feigned sympathy as he continued. To her, he 

was just one of a dozen nutjobs she saw a day. All she needed to figure out 

was whether he required medication or institutionalization. 
"I can't go on," Mystery went on. "It's futile." I 

With a rote gesture, she reached into a drawer, pulled out a small pack- 

age of tissues, and handed it to him. As Mystery reached for the package, he 

looked up and met her eyes for the first time. He froze and stared at her 

silently. She was surprisingly cute for a clinic like this. 

A flicker of animation flashed across Mystery's face, then &ed. "If I had 

met you in another time and another place," he said, crumpling a tissue in 

his hands, "things would have been different." 

His body, normally proud and erect, curved like soggy macaroni in his 

chair. He stared glumly at the floor as he spoke. "I know exactly what to say 

and what to do to make you attracted to me," he continued. "It's all in my 
head. Every rule. Every step. Every word. I just can't.. . do it right now." 

She nodded mechanically. 

"You should see me when I'm not like this," he continued slowly, snif- 

fling. "I've dated some of the most beautiful women in the world. Another 

place, another time, and I would have made you mine." 

"Yes," she said, patronizing him. "I'm sure you would have." 
She didn't know. How could she? But this sobbing giant with the 

crumpled tissue in his hands was the greatest pickup artist in the world. 
That was not a matter of opinion, but fact. I'd met scores of the self- 

best in the previous two years, and Mystery could out-game 

them all. It was his hobby, his passion, his calling. 

There was only one person alive who could possibly compete with him. 

And that man was sitting in front of her also. From a formless lump of 

nerd, Mystery had molded me into a superstar. Together, we had ruled the 

world of seduction. We had pulled off spectacular pickups before the disbe- 

lieving eyes of our students and disciples in Los Angeles, New York, Mon- 

treal, London, Melbourne, Belgrade, Odessa, and beyond. 

And now we were in a madhouse. 



MEET STYLE 
I am far from attractive. My nose is too large for my face and, while not 

hooked, has a bump in the ridge. Though I am not bald, to say that my hair 

is thinning would be an understatement. There are just wispy Rogaine- 

enhanced growths covering the top of my head like tumbleweeds. In my 

opinion, my eyes are small and beady, though they do have a lively glimmer, 

which is doomed to remain my secret because no one can see it behind my 

glasses. I have indentations on either side of my forehead, which I like and 

believe add character to my face, though I've never actually been compli- 

mented on them. 

I am shorter than I'd like to be and so skinny that I look malnourished 

to most people, no matter how much I eat. When I look down at my pale, 

slouched body, I wonder why any woman would want to sleep next to it, let 

alone embrace it. So, for me, meeting girls takes work. I'm not the kind of 

guy women giggle over at a bar or want to take home when they're feeling 

drunk and crazy. I can't offer them a piece of my fame and bragging rights 

like a rock star or cocaine and a mansion like so many other men in Los An- 

geles. All I have is my mind, and nobody can see that. 

You may notice that I haven't mentioned my personality. This is be- 

cause my personality has completely changed. Or, to put it more accurately, 

I completely changed my personality. I invented Style, ~ n y  alter ego. And in 

the course of two years, Style became more popular than I ever was- 

especially with women. 

It was never my intention to change my personali,~ or walk through the 

world under an assumed identity. In fact, I was happy with myself and my 
life. That is, until an innocent phone call (it always starts with an innocent 
phone call) led me on a journey into one of the oddest and most exciting un- 
derground communities that, in more than a dozen years of journalism, I 
have ever come across. The call was from Jeremie Ruby-Strauss (no relation), 
a book editor who had stumbled across a document on the Internet called 

the layguide, short for The How-to-Lay-Girls Guide. Compressed into 150 siz- 

zling pages, he said, was the collected wisdom of dozens of pickup artists 

who have been exchanging their knowledge in newsgroups for nearly a de- 

cade, secretly working to turn the art of seduction into an exact science. The 

information needed to be rewritten and organized into a coherent how-to 

book, and he thought 1 was the man to do it. 
1 wasn't so sure. I want to write literature, not give advice to horny ado- 

lescents. But, of course, I told him it wouldn't hurt to take a look at it. 
The moment I started reading, my life changed. More than any other 

book or document-be it the Bible, Crime and Punishment, or The Joy of 

Cooking-the layguide opened my eyes. And not necessarily because of the 

information in it, but because of the path it sent me hurtling down. 
When I look back on my teenage years, I have one major regret, and it 

has nothing to do with not studying hard enough, not being nice to my 

mother, or crashing my father's car into a public bus. It is simply that I 

didn't fool around with enough girls. I am a deep man-I reread James 

Joyce's UEysses every three years for fun. I consider myself reasonably intu- 

itive. 1 am at the core a good person, and I try to avoid hurting others. But I 

can't seem to evolve to the next state of being because I spend far too much 

time thinking about women. 

And I know I'm not alone. When I first met Hugh Hefner, he was 

seventy-three. He had slept with over a thousand of the most beautiful 

women in the world, by his own account, but all he wanted to talk about 

were his three girlfriends-Mandy, Brandy, and Sandy. And how, thanks to 

Viagra, he could keep them all satisfied (though his money probably satis- 

fied them enough). If he ever wanted to sleep with somebody else, he said, 

the rule was that they'd all do it together. So what I gathered from the con- 

versation was that here was a guy who's had all the sex he wanted his whole 

life and, at seventy-three, he's still chasing tail. When does it stop? If Hugh 

Hefner isn't over it yet, when am I going to be? 

If the layguide had never crossed my path, I, like most men, would never 

have evolved in my thinking about the opposite sex. In fact, I probably started 
off worse than most men. In my preteen years, there were no games of doctor, 
no girls who charged a dollar to look up their skirts, no tickling classmates in 
places I wasn't supposed to touch. I spent most of teenage life grounded, so 
when my sole adolescent sexual opportunity arose-a drunken freshman girl 
called and offered me a blow job-I was forced to decline, or else suffer my 
mother's wrath. In college I began to find myselE the things I was interested 



in, the personality I'd always been too shy to express, the group of friends who 
would expand my mind with drugs and conversation (in that order). But I 

never became comfortable around women: They intimidated me. In four 

years of college, I did not sleep with a single woman on campus. 

After school I took a job at the New York Times as a cultural reporter, 

where I began to build confidence in myself and my opinions. Eventually, I 

gained access to a privileged world where no rules applied: I went on the 

road with Marilyn Manson and Motley Crue to write books with them. In 

all that time, with all those backstage passes, I didn't get so much as a single 

kiss from anyone except Tommy Lee. After that, I pretty much gave up 

hope. Some guys had it; other guys didn't. I clearly didn't. 

The problem wasn't that I'd never been laid. It was that the few times I 

did get lucky, I'd turn a one-night stand into a two-year stand because I 

didn't know when it was going to happen again. The layguide had an 

acronym for people like me: AFC-average frustrated chump. I was an AFC. 

Not like Dustin. 

I met Dustin the year I graduated from college. He was friends with a 

classmate of mine named Marko, a faux-aristocratic Serbian who had been 

my companion in girllessness since nursery school, thanks largely to his 

head, which was shaped like a watermelon. Dustin wasn't any taller, richer, 

more famous, or better looking than either of us. But he did possess one 

quality we didn't: He attracted women. 

When Marko first introduced me to him, I was unimpressed. He was 
short and swarthy with long curly brown hair and a cheesy button-down 

gigolo shirt with too many buttons undone. That night, we went to a 

Chicago club called Drink. As we checked our coats, Dustin asked, "Do you 

know if there are any dark corners in here?" 

I asked him what he needed dark corners for, and he replied that they 

were good places to take girls. I raised my eyebrows skeptically. Minutes af- 

ter entering the bar, however, he made eye contact with a shy-looking girl 

who was talking with a friend. Without a word, Dustin walked away. The 

girl followed him-straight to a dark corner. When they finished kissing 
and groping, they parted wordlessly, without an obligatory exchange of 

phone numbers or even a sheepish see-you-later. 
Dustin repeated this seemingly miraculous feat four times that night. 

A new world opened up before my eyes. 
I grilled him for hours, trying to determine what sort of magical powers 

he possessed. Dustin was what they call a natural. He had lost his virginity 

at age eleven, when the fifteen-year-old daughter of a neighbor used him as 

a sexual experiment, and he had been fucking nonstop since. One night, I 

took him to a party on a boat anchored in New York's Hudson River. When 

a sultry brown-haired, doe-eyed girl walked by, he turned to me and said, 

"She's just your type." 
I denied it and stared at the floor, as usual. I was afraid he'd try to make 

me talk to her, which he soon did. 
When she walked past again, he asked her, "Do you know Neil?" 

It was a stupid icebreaker, but it didn't matter now that the ice was bro- 

ken. I stammered out a few words, until Dustin took over and rescued me. 

We met her and her boyfriend at a bar afterward. They had just moved in to- 

gether. Her boyfriend was taking their dog for a walk. After a few drinks, he 

took the dog home, leaving the girl, Paula, with us. 
Dustin suggested going back to my place to cook a late-night snack, so 

we walked to my tiny East Village apartment and, instead, collapsed on the 

bed, with Dustin on one side of Paula and me on the other. When Dustin 

started kissing her left cheek, he signaled me to do the same on her right 

cheek. Then, in synchronicity, we moved down her body to her neck and her 

breasts. Though I was surprised by Paula's quiet compliance, for Dustin 

this seemed to be business as usual. He turned to me and asked if I had a 

condom. I found one for him. He pulled off her pants and moved into her 

while 1 continued lapping uselessly at her right breast. 

That was Dustin's gift, his power: giving women the fantasy they never 

thought they'd experience. Afterward, Paula called me constantly. She 

wanted to talk about the experience all the time, to rationalize it, because 

she couldn't believe what she had done. That's how it always worked with 

Dustin: He got the girl; I got the guilt. 

I chalked this up to a simple difference of personality. Dustin had a 

natural charm and animal instinct that I just didn't. Or at least that's what 

I thought, until I read the layguide and explored the newsgroups and web- 

sites it recommended. What I discovered was an entire community filled 
with Dustins-men who claimed to have found the combination to unlock 

a woman's heart and legs-along with thousands of others like myself, try- 

ing to learn their secrets. The difference was that these men had broken 
down their methods to a specific set of rules that anybody could apply. And 

each self-proclaimed pickup artist had his own set of rules. 
There was Mystery, a magician; Ross Jeffries, a hypnotist; Rick H., a mil- 

lionaire entrepreneur; David DeAngelo, a real estate agent; Juggler, a stand- 



up comedian; David X, a construction worker; and Steve P., a seductionist so 

powerful that women actually pay to learn how to give him better head. Put 

them on South Beach in Miami and any number of better-looking, muscle- 

bound bullies will be kicking sand in their pale, emaciated faces. But put 

them in a Starbucks or Whiskey Bar, and they'll be taking turns making out 

with that bully's girlfriend as soon as his back is turned. 

Once I discovered their world, the first thing that changed was my vo- 

cabulary. Terms like AFC, PUA (pickup artist), sarging (picking up women), 

and HB (hot babe)' entered my permanent lexicon. Then my daily rituals 

changed as I became addicted to the online locker room these pickup artists 

had created. Whenever I returned home from meeting or going out with a 

woman, I sat down at my computer and posted my questions of the night 

on the newsgroups. "What do I do if she says she has a boyfriend!"; "If she 

eats garlic during dinner, does it mean she isn't planning on kissing me?"; 

"Is it a good or a bad sign when a girl puts on lipstick in front of me?" 

And online characters like Candor, Gunwitch, and Formhandle began 

replying to my questions. (The answers, in order: use a boyfriend-destroyer 

pattern; you're overanalyzing this; neither.) Soon I realized this was not just 

an Internet phenomenon but a way of life. There were cults of wanna-be se- 

ductionists in dozens of cities-from Los Angeles to London to Zagreb to 

Bombay-who met weekly in what they called lairs to discuss tactics and 

strategies before going out en masse to meet women. 

In the guise of Jeremie Ruby-Strauss and the Internet, God had given 

me a second chance. It wasn't too late to be Dustin, to become what every 

woman wants-not what she says she wants, but what she really wants, 

deep inside, beyond her social programming, where her fantasies and day- 

dreams lie. 

But I couldn't do it on my own. Talking to guys online was not going to 

be enough to change a lifetime of failure. I had to meet the faces behind the 

screen names, watch them in the field, find out who they were and what 

made them tick. I made it my mission-my full-time job and obsession-to 

hunt down the greatest pickup artists in the world and beg for shelter un- 

der their wings. 
And so began the strangest two years of my life. 

'A glossary has been provided on  page 439 with detailed explanations of these and other terms 
used by the seduction community. 



I withdrew five hundred dollars from the bank, stuffed it into a white enve- 

lope, and wrote Mystery on the front. It was not the proudest moment of 

my life. 

But I had dedicated the last four days to getting ready for it anyway- 

buying two hundred dollars worth of clothing at Fred Segal, spending an 

afternoon shopping for the perfect cologne, and dropping seventy-five 

bucks on a Hollywood haircut. I wanted to look my best; this would be my 

first time hanging out with a real pickup artist. 

His name, or at least the name he used online, was Mystery. He was 

the most worshipped pickup artist in the community, a powerhouse who 

spit out long, detailed posts that read like algorithms of how to manipu- 

late social situations to meet and attract women. His nights out seducing 

models and strippers in his hometown of Toronto were chronicled in inti- 

mate detail online, the writing filled with jargon of his own invention: 

sniper negs, shotgun negs, group theory, indicators of interest, pawning- 

all of which had become an integral part of the pickup artist lexicon. For 

four years, he had been offering free advice in seduction newsgroups. 

Then, in October, he decided to put a price on himself and posted the fol- 

lowing: 

Mystery is now producing Basic Training workshops in several cities around 
the world, due to numerous requests. The first workshop will be in Los Ange- 
lesfi-om Wednesday evening, October 10, through Saturday night. The fee is 
$500 (US.). This inclt~des club entry, limo for four evenings (sweet huh?), 
an hour lecture in the lzmo each evening with a thirty-minute debriefing at 
the end of the night, and finally three-and-a-half hour per night in the field 
(broken up into two clubs per night) with Mystery. By the end of Basic 
Training, you will have approached close t o f i h  women. 

It is no easy feat to sign up for a workshop dedicated to picking up 
women. To do so is to acknowledge defeat, inferiority, and inadequacy. It is 



to finally admit to yourself that after all these years of being sexually active 

(or at least sexually cognizant), you have not grown up and figured it out. 

Those who ask for help are often those who have failed to do something for 

themselves. So if drug addicts go to rehab and the violent go to anger man- 

agement class, then social retards go to pickup school. 

Clicking send on my e-mail to Mystery was one of the hardest things 

I'd ever done. If anyone-friends, family, colleagues, and especially my lone 

ex-girlfriend in Los Angeles-found out I was paying for live in-field lessons 

on picking up women, the mockery and recrimination would be instant 

and merciless. So I kept my intentions secret, dodging social plans by 

telling people that 1 was going to be showing an old friend around town all 

weekend. 

1 would have to keep these two worlds separate. 

In my e-mail to Mystery, I didn't tell him my last name or my occupa- 

tion. If pressed, I planned to just say I was a writer and leave it at that. I 

wanted to move through this subculture anonymously, without either an 

advantage or extra pressure because of my credentials. 

However, I still had my own conscience to deal with. This was, far and 

away, the most pathetic thing I'd ever done in my life. And unfortunately- 

as opposed to, say, masturbating in the shower-it wasn't something I could 

do alone. Mystery and the other students would be there to bear witness to 

my shame, my secret, my inadequacy. 

A man has two primary drives in early adulthood: one toward power, 

success, and accomplishment; the other toward love, companionship, and 

sex. Half of life then was out of order. To go before them was to stand up as 

a man and admit that I was only half a man. 

A week after sending the e-mail, I walked into the lobby of the Hollywood 

Roosevelt Hotel. I wore a blue wool sweater that was so soft and thin it 

looked like cotton, black pants with laces running up the sides, and shoes 

that gave me a couple extra inches in height. My pockets bulged with the 

supplies Mystery had instructed every student to bring: a pen, a notepad, a 

pack of gum, and condoms. 

I spotted Mystery instantly. He was seated regally in a Victorian arm- 

chair, with a smug, I-just-bench-pressed-the-world smile on his face. He 

wore a casual, loose-fitting blue-black suit; a small, pointed labret piercing 

wagged from his chin; and his nails were painted jet black. He wasn't nec- 

essarily attractive, but he was charismatic-tall and thin, with long chest- 

nut hair, high cheekbones, and a bloodless pallor. He looked like a 

computer geek who'd been bitten by a vampire and was midway through 

his transformation. 

Next to him was a shorter, intense-looking character who introduced 

himself as Mystery's wing, Sin. He wore a form-fitting black crew neck shirt, 

and his hair was pitch black and gelled straight back. He had the complex- 

ion, however, of a man whose natural hair color is red. 

I was the first student to arrive. 

"What's your top score?" Sin leaned in and asked as I sat down. They 

were already assessing me, trying to figure out if 1 was in possession of a 

thing called game. 

"My top score?" 

"Yeah, how many girls have you been with?" 

"Um, somewhere around seven," I told them. 
"Somewhere around seven?" Sin pressed. 

"Six," I confessed. 

Sin ranked in the sixties, Mystery in the hundreds. I looked at them in 
wonder: These were the pickup artists whose exploits I'd been following so 
avidly online for months. They were another class of being: They had the 
magic pill, the solution to the inertia and frustration that has plagued the 



great literary protagonists I'd related to all my life-be it Leopold Bloom, 

Alex Portnoy, or Piglet from Winnie the Pooh. 
As we waited for the other students, Mystery threw a manila envelope 

full of photographs in my lap. 

"These are some of the women I've dated," he said. 

In the folder was a spectacular array of beautiful women: a headshot of 

a sultry Japanese actress; an autographed publicity still of a brunette who 

bore an uncanny resemblance to Liv Tyler; a glossy picture of a Penthouse Pet 

of the Year; a snapshot of a tan, curvy stripper in a negligee who Mystery 

said was his girlfriend, Patricia; and a photo of a brunette with large silicone 

breasts, which were being suckled by Mystery in the middle of a nightclub. 

These were his credentials. 

"I was able to do that by not paying attention to her breasts all night," 

he explained when I asked about the last shot. "A pickup artist must be the 

exception to the rule. You must not do what everyone else does. Ever." 

I listened carefully. I wanted to make sure every word etched itself on 

my cerebral cortex. I was attending a significant event; the only other credi- 

ble pickup artist teaching courses was Ross Jeffries, who had basically 

founded the community in the late 1980s. But today marked the first time 

seduction students would be removed from the safe environs of the semi- 

nar room and let loose in clubs to be critiqued as they ran game on unsus- 

pecting women. 

A second student arrived, introducing himself as Extramask. He was a 

tall, gangly, impish twenty-six-year-old with a bowl cut, overly baggy cloth- 

ing, and a handsomely chiseled face. With the right haircut and outfit, he 

would easily have been a good-looking guy. 

When Sin asked him what his count was, Extramask scratched his head 

uncomfortably. "I have virtually zero experience with girls," he explained. 

"I've never kissed a girl before." 

"You're kidding," Sin said. 

"I've never even held a girl's hand. I grew up pretty sheltered. My par- 

ents were really strict Catholics, so I always had a lot of guilt about girls. But 

I've had three girlfriends." 

He looked at the floor and rubbed his knees in nervous circles as he 
listed his girlfriends, though no one had asked for the particulars. There 
was Mitzelle, who broke up with him after seven days. There was Claire, 
who told him after two days that she'd made a mistake when she agreed to 
go out with him. 

"And then there was Carolma, my sweet Carolina," he said, a dreamy 

smile spreading across his face. "We were a couple for one day. I remember 

her walking over to my house the next afternoon with her friend. I saw her 

across the street, and I was excited to see her. When I got closer, she yelled, 

'I'm dumping you.' " 
All of these relationships apparently took place in sixth grade. Extra- 

mask shook his head sadly. It was hard to tell whether he was consciously 

being funny or not. 
The next arrival was a tanned, balding man in his forties who'd flown in 

from Australia just to attend the workshop. He had a ten-thousand-dollar 

Rolex, a charming accent, and one of the ugliest sweaters I'd ever seen-a 

thick cable-knit monstrosity with multi-colored zigzags that looked like 

the aftermath of a finger-painting mishap. He reeked of money and confi- 

dence. Yet the moment he opened his mouth to give Sin his score (five), he 

betrayed himself. His voice trembled; he couldn't look anyone in the eye; 

and there was something pathetic and childlike about him. His appearance, 

like his sweater, was just an accident that spoke nothing of his nature. 

He was new to the community and reluctant to share even his first 

name, so Mystery christened him Sweater. 

The three of us were the only students in the workshop. 

"Okay, we've got a lot to talk about," Mystery said, clapping his 

hands together. He leaned in close, so the other guests in the hotel 

couldn't hear. 

"My job here is to get you into the game," he continued, making pierc- 

ing eye contact with each of us. "I need to get what's in my head into yours. 

Think of tonight as a video game. It is not real. Every time you do an ap- 

proach, you are playing this game." 

My heart began pounding violently. The thought of trying to start a 

conversation with a woman I didn't know petrified me, especially with these 

guys watching and judging me. Bungee jumping and parachuting were a 
cakewalk compared to this. 

"All your emotions are going to try to fuck you up," Mystery continued. 

"They are there to try to confuse you, so know right now that they cannot 
be trusted at all. You will feel shy sometimes, and self-conscious, and you 
must deal with it like you deal with a pebble in your shoe. It's uncomfort- 
able, but you ignore it. It's not part of the equation." 

I looked around; Extramask and Sweater seemed just as nervous as I 
was. "I need to teach you, in four days, the whole equation-the sequence of 
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moves you need to win," Mystery went on. "And you will have to play the 
game over and over to learn how to win. SO get ready to fail." 

Mystery paused to order a Sprite with five slices of lemon on the side, 
then told us his story. He spoke in a loud, clear voice-modeled, he said, on 

the motivational speaker Anthony Robbins. Everything about him seemed 

to be a conscious, rehearsed invention. 

Since the age of eleven, when he beat the secret to a card trick out of a 
classmate, Mystery's goal in life was to become a celebrity magician, like 

David Copperfield. He spent years studying and practicing, and managed 

to parlay his talents into birthday parties, corporate gigs, and even a couple 

of talk shows. In the process, however, his social life suffered. At the age of 

twenty-one, when he was still a virgin, he decided to do something about it. 

"One of the world's greatest mysteries is the mind of a woman," he told 

us grandiosely. "So I set out to solve it." 

He took a half hour bus ride into Toronto every day, going to bars, 

clothing stores, restaurants, and coffee shops. He wasn't aware of the online 

community or any other pickup artists, so he was forced to work alone, rely- 

ing on the one skill he did know: magic. It took him dozens of trips to the 

city before he even worked up the guts to talk to a stranger. From there, he 

tolerated failure, rejection, and embarrassment day and night until, piece by 

piece, he put together the puzzle that is social dynamics and discovered 

what he believed to be the patterns underlying all male-female relationships. 

"It took me ten years to discover this," he said. "The basic format is 

FMAC-find, meet, attract, close. Believe it or not, the game is linear. A lot 

of people don't know that." 

For the next half hour, Mystery told us about what he called group the- 

ory. "I have done this specific set of events a bazillion times," he said. "You 

do not walk up to a girl who's all by herself. That is not the perfect seduc- 

tion. Women of beauty are rarely found alone." 

After approaching the group, he continued, the key is to ignore the 

woman you desire while winning over her friends-especially the men and 

anyone else likely to cockblock. If the target is attractive and used to men 

fawning all over her, the pickup artist must intrigue her by pretending to be 

unaffected by her charm. This is accomplished through the use of what he 
called a neg. 

Neither compliment nor insult, a neg is something in between-an ac- 
cidental insult or backhanded compliment. The purpose of a neg is to lower 

a woman's self esteem while actively displaying a lack of interest in her-by 

telling her she has llpstick on her teeth, for example, or offering her a piece 
ofgum after she speaks. 

"I don't alienate ugly girls; I don't alienate guys. I only alienate the girls 

I want to fuck," Mystery lectured, eyes blazing with the conviction of his 

aphorisms. "If you don't believe me, you will see it tonight. Tonight is the 

night of experiments. First, I am going to prove myself. You are going to 

watch me and then we are going to push you to try a few sets. Tomorrow, if 

you do what I say, you will be able to make out with a girl within fifteen 

minutes." 
He looked at Extramask. "Name the five characteristics of an alpha 

male." 
"Confidence?" 

"Right. What else!" 

"Strength?" 

"No." 

"Body odor?" 

He turned to Sweater and me. We were also clueless. 

"The number one characteristic of an alpha male is the smile," he said, 

beaming an artificial beam. "Smile when you enter a room. As soon as you 

walk in a club, the game is on. And by smiling, you look like you're together, 

you're fun, and you're somebody." 

He gestured to Sweater. "When you came in, you didn't smile when you 

talked to us." 

"That's just not me," Sweater said. "I look silly when I smile." 

"If you keep doing what you've always done, you'll keep getting what 

you've always gotten. It's called the Mystery Method because I'm Mystery 

and it's my method. So what I'm going to ask is that you indulge In some of 

my suggestions and try new things over the next four days. You are going to 
see a difference." 

Besides confidence and a smile, we learned, the other characteristics of 

an alpha male were being well-groomed, possessing a sense of humor, con- 
necting with people, and belng seen as the social center of a room. No one 
bothered to tell Mystery that those were actually six characteristics. 

As Mystery dissected the alpha male further, I realized something: The 

reason I was here-the reason Sweater and Extramask were also here-was 
that our parents and our friends had failed us. They had never given us the 
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tools we needed to become fully effective social beings. Now, decades later, 

it was time to acquire them. 

Mystery went around the table and looked at each of us. "What kind of 

girls do you want!" he asked Sweater. 

Sweater pulled a piece of neatly folded notebook paper out of his 

pocket. "Last night I wrote down a list of goals for myself," he said, unfold- 

ing the page, which was filled with four columns of numbered items. "And 

one of the things I'm looking for is a wife. She needs to be smart enough to 

hold up her end of any conversation and have enough style and beauty to 

turn heads when she walks into a room." 

"Well, look at you," Mystery said. "You look average. People think if 

they look generic, then they can seduce a wide array of women. Not true. 

You have to specialize. If you look average, you're going to get average girls. 

Your khaki pants are for the office. They're not for clubs. And your 

sweater-burn it. You need to be bigger than life. I'm talking over the top. If 

you want to get the 10s, you need to learn peacock theory." 

Mystery loved theories. Peacock theory is the idea that in order to at- 

tract the most desirable female of the species, it's necessary to stand out in 

a flashy and colorful way. For humans, he told us, the equivalent of the 

fanned peacock tail is a shiny shirt, a garish hat, and jewelry that lights up 

in the dark-basically, everything I'd dismissed my whole life as cheesy. 

When it came time for my personal critique, Mystery had a laundry list 

of fixes: get rid of the glasses, shape the overgrown goatee, shave the expen- 

sively trimmed tumbleweeds on my head, dress more outrageously, wear a 

conversation piece, get some jewelry, get a life. 

I wrote down every word of advice. This was a guy who thought about 

seduction nonstop, like a mad scientist working on a formula to turn 

peanuts into gasoline. The archive of his Internet messages was 3,000 posts 

long-more than 2,500 pages-all delcated to cracking the code that is 

woman. 

"I have an opener for you to use," he said to me. An opener is a prepared 

script used to start a conversation with a group of strangers; it's the first 

thing anyone who wants to meet women must be armed with. "Say this 

when you see a group with a girl you like. 'Hey, it looks like the party's over 
here.' Then turn to the girl you want and add, 'If I wasn't gay, you'd be so 

mine.' " 
A flash of crimson burned up my face. "Really?" I asked. "How is that 

going to help?" 

"Once she's attracted to you, it won't matter whether you said you were 

gay or not." 
"But isn't that lying?" 

"It's not lying," he replied. "It's flirting." 

To the group, he offered other examples of openers: innocent but in- 

triguing questions like "Do you think magic spells work?" or "Oh my god, 

did you see those two girls fighting outside?" Sure, they weren't that spec- 

tacular or sophisticated, but all they are meant to do is get two strangers 

talking. 
The point of Mystery Method, he explained, is to come in under the 

radar. Don't approach a woman with a sexual come-on. Learn about her 

first and let her earn the right to be hit on. 
"An amateur hits on a woman right away," he decreed as he rose to 

leave the hotel. "A pro waits eight to ten minutes." 

Armed with our negs, group theory, and camouflage openers, we were 

ready to hit the clubs. 



We piled into the limo and drove to the Standard Lounge, a velvet-rope- 

guarded hotel hotspot. It was here that Mystery shattered my model of real- 

ity. Limits I had once imposed on human interaction were extended far 

beyond what I ever thought possible. The man was a machine. 

The Standard was dead when we walked in. We were too early. There 

were just two groups of people in the room: a couple near the entrance and 

two couples in the corner. 

I was ready to leave. But then I saw Mystery approach the people in the 

corner. They were sitting on opposite couches across a glass table. The men 

were on one side. One of them was Scott Baio, the actor best known for 

playing Chachi on Happy Days. Across from him were two women, a 

brunette and a bleached blonde who looked like she'd stepped out of the 

pages of Maxim. Her cut-off white T-shirt was suspended so high into the 

air by fake breasts that the bottom of it just hovered, flapping in the air 

above a belly tightened by fastidious exercise. This woman was Baio's date. 

She was also, I gathered, Mystery's target. 

His intentions were clear because he wasn't talking to her. Instead, he 

had his back turned to her and was showing something to Scott Baio and 

his friend, a well-dressed, well-tanned thirty-something who looked as if he 

smelled strongly of aftershave. I moved In closer. 

"Be careful with that," Baio was saying. "It cost forty-thousand dollars." 

Mystery had Baio's watch in his hands. He placed it carefully on the 

table. "Now watch this," he commanded. "I tense my stomach muscles, in- 

creasing the flow of oxygen to my brain, and. . . ." 
As Mystery waved his hands over the watch, the second hand stopped 

ticking. He waited fifteen seconds, then waved his hands again, and slowly 

the watch sputtered back to life-along with Baio's heart. Mystery's audi- 
ence of four burst into applause. 

"Do something else!" the blonde pleaded. 
Mystery brushed her off with a neg. "Wow, she's so demanding," he 

said, turning to Baio. "Is she always like this?" 

We were witnessing group theory in action. The more Mystery per- 

formed for the guys, the more the blonde clamored for attention. And every 

time, he pushed her away and continued talking with his two new friends. 

"I don't usually go out," Baio was telling Mystery. "I'm over it, and I'm 

too old." 
After a few more minutes, Mystery finally acknowledged the blonde. He 

held his arms out. She placed her hands in his, and he began giving her a 

psychic reading. He was employing a technique I'd heard about called cold 

reading: the art of telling people truisms about themselves without any 

prior knowledge of their personality or background. In the field, all 

knowledge-however esoteric-is power. 
With each accurate sentence Mystery spoke, the blonde's jaw dropped 

further open, until she started asking him about his job and his psychic 

abilities. Every response Mystery gave was intended to accentuate his youth 

and enthusiasm for the good life Baio said he had outgrown. 

"I feel so old," Mystery said, baiting her. 

"How old are you!" she asked. 

"Twenty-seven." 

"That's not old. That's perfect." 

He was in. 

Mystery called me over and whispered in my ear. He wanted me to talk 

to Baio and his friend, to keep them occupied while he hit on the girl. This 

was my first experience as a wing-a term Mystery had taken from Top Gun, 

along with words like target and obstacle. 

I struggled to make small talk with them. But Baio, looking nervously 

at Mystery and his date, cut me off. "Tell me this is all an illusion," he said, 

"and he's not actually stealing my girlfriend." 

Ten long minutes later, Mystery stood up, put his arm around me, and 

we left the club. Outside, he pulled a cocktail napkin from his jacket pocket. 

It contained her phone number. "Did you get a good look at her?" Mystery 

asked. "That is what I'm in the game for. Everything I've learned I used to- 

night. It's all led up to this moment. And it worked." He beamed with self- 
satisfaction. "How's that for a demonstration?" 

That was all it took. Stealing a girl right from under a celebrity's nose- 
has-been or not-was a feat even Dustin couldn't have accomplished. Mys- 
tery was the real deal. 

As we took the limo to the Key Club, Mystery told us the first command- 



ment of pickup: the three-second rule. A man has three seconds after spotting 

a woman to speak to her, he said. If he takes any longer, then not only is the 

girl likely to think he's a creep who's been staring at her for too long, but he 

will start overthinking the approach, get nervous, and probably blow it. 

The moment we walked into the Key Club, Mystery put the three- 

second rule into action. Striding up to a group of women, he held out his 

hands and asked, "What's your first impression of these? Not the big hands, 

the black nails." 

As the girls gathered around him, Sin pulled me aside and suggested 

wandering the club and attempting my first approach. A group of women 

walked by and I tried to say something. But the word "hi" just barely 

squeaked out of my throat, not even loud enough for them to hear. As they 

continued past, I followed and grabbed one of the girls on the shoulder 

from behind. She turned around, startled, and gave me the withering what- 

a-creep look that was the whole reason I was too scared to talk to women in 

the first place. 

"Never," Sin admonished me in his adenoidal voice, "approach a 

woman from behind. Always come in from the front, but at a slight angle so 

it's not too direct and confrontational. You should speak to her over your 

shoulder, so it looks like you might walk away at any minute. Ever see 

Robert Redford in The Horse Whisperer? It's kind of like that." 

A few minutes later, I spotted a young, tipsy-looking woman with long, 

tangled blonde curls and a puffy pink vest standing alone. I decided that 

approaching her would be an easy way to redeem myself. I circled around 

until I was in the ten o'clock position in front of her and walked in, imagin- 

ing myself approaching a horse I didn't want to frighten. 

"Oh my God," I said to her. "Did you see those two girls fighting out- 

side!" 

"No," she said. "What happened?" 

She was interested. She was talking to me. It was working. 

"Um, two girls were fighting over this little guy who was half their size. 

It was pretty brutal. He was just standing there laughing as the police came 

and arrested the girls." 
She giggled. We started talking about the club and the band playing 

there. She was very friendly and actually seemed grateful for the conversa- 
tion. I had no idea that approaching a woman could be this easy. 

Sin sidled up to me and whispered in my ear, "Go kino." 

"What's kino?" I asked. 

"Kino?" the girl replied. 

Sin reached behind me, picked up my arm, and placed it on her shoul- 

der. "Kino is when you touch a girl," he whispered. I felt the heat of her 

body and was reminded of how much I love human contact. Pets like to be 

petted. It isn't sexual when a dog or a cat begs for physical affection. People 

are the same way: We need touch. But we're so sexually screwed up and ob- 

sessed that we get nervous and uncomfortable whenever another person 

touches us. And, unfortunately, I am no exception. As I spoke to her, my 

hand felt wrong on her shoulder. It was just resting there like some disem- 

bodied limb, and I imagined her wondering what exactly it was doing there 

and how she could gracefully extricate herself from under it. So I did her 

the favor of removing it myself. 

"Isolate her," Sin said. 

1 suggested sitting down, and we walked to a bench. Sin followed and 

sat behind us. As I'd been taught, I asked her to tell me the qualities she 

finds attractive in guys. She said humor and ass. 

Fortunately, I have one of those qualities. 

Suddenly, I felt Sin's breath on my ear. "Sniff her hair," he was instruct- 

ing. 

I smelled her hair, although I wasn't exactly sure what the point was. I 

figured Sin wanted me to neg her. So I said, "It smells like smoke." 

"Nooooo!" Sin hissed in my ear. I guess I wasn't supposed to neg. 
She seemed offended. So, to recover, I took another whiff. "But under- 

neath that, there's a very intoxicating smell." 

She cocked her head to one side, furrowed her brow ever so slightly, 

scanned me up and down, and said, "You're weird." I was blowing it. 

Fortunately, Mystery soon arrived. 

"This place is dead," he said. "We're going somewhere more target- 

rich." To Mystery and Sin, these clubs didn't seem to be reality. They had no 

problem whispering in students' ears while they were talking to women, 

dropping pickup terminology in front of strangers, and even interrupting a 
student during a set and explaining, in front of his group, what he was do- 
ing wrong. They were so confident and their talk was so full of incompre- 
hensible jargon that the women rarely even raised an eyebrow, let alone 
suspected they were being used to train wanna-be ladies' men. 

I bid my new friend good-bye as Sin had taught me, pointing to my 



cheek and saylng, "Kiss good-bye." She actually pecked me. I felt very alpha. 
On the way out, as I stopped to use the bathroom, I found Extramask 

standing there, twirling an unwashed lock of hair in his fingers. "Are you 

waiting for the toilet!" I asked. 

"Sort of," he replied nervously. "Go ahead." 

I gave him a quizzical look. "Can I tell you something!" he asked. 

"Sure." 

"I have a lot of trouble peeing beside guys in urinals. When there's an- 

other guy standing there, I can't fucking pee. Even if I'm peeing already and 

a guy walks up, I stop. And then I just stand there all nervous and shit." 

"No one's judging you." 

"Yeah," he said. "I remember about a year ago, a guy and I were trying 

to piss in these urinals that were right next to each other, but we both just 

ended up standing there. We stood there for around two minutes, recog- 

nizing each other's pee-shyness, until I zipped up and went to another 

bathroom." 

He paused. "The guy never thanked me for changing bathrooms that 

day." 

I nodded, walked to the urinal, and discharged my duties with a dis- 

tinct lack of self-consciousness. Compared to Extramask, I was going to be 

an easy student. 

As I left the bathroom, he was still standing there. "I always liked urinal 

dividers," he said. "But you only seem to find them at the classy places." 

I was in high spirits in the limo to the next bar. "Do you think I could have 

kissed her!" I asked Mystery. 

"Ifyou think you could have, then you could have," he said. "As soon as  

you ask yourself whether you should or shouldn't, that means you should. 

And what you do is, you phase-shift. Imagine a giant gear thudding down 

in your head, and then go for it. Start hitting on her. Tell her you just no- 

ticed she has beautiful skin, and start massaging her shoulders." 

"But how do you know it's okay!" 

"What I do is, I look for 101s. An I01 is an indicator of interest. If she 

asks you what your name is, that's an 101. If she asks you if you're single, 

that's an 101. If you take her hands and squeeze them, and she squeezes 

back, that's an 101. And as soon as I get three IOIs, I phase-shift. I don't 

even think about it. It's like a computer program." 

"But how do you kiss her?" Sweater asked. 

"I just say, 'Would you like to kiss me?'" 

"And then what happens!" 

"One of three things," Mystery said. "If she says, 'Yes,' which is very 

rare, you kiss her. If she says, 'Maybe,' or hesitates, then you say, 'Let's find 

out,' and kiss her. And if she says, 'No,' you say, 'I didn't say you could. It 

just looked like you had something on your mind.' " 
"You see," he grinned triumphantly. "You have nothing to lose. Every 

contingency is planned for. It's foolproof That is the Mystery kiss-close." 

I furiously scribbled every word of the kiss-close in my notebook. No 

one had ever told me how to kiss a girl before. It was just one of those 
things men were supposed to know on their own, like shaving and car re- 
pair. 

Sitting in the limo with a notebook on my lap, listening to Mystery 
talk, I asked myseIf why I was really there. Taking a course in picking up 

women wasn't the kind of thing normal people did. Even more disturbing, 
I wondered why it was so important to me, why I'd become so quickly ob- 
sessed with the online community and its leading pseudonyms. 



Perhaps it was because attracting the opposite sex was the only area of 

my life in which I felt like a complete failure. Every time I walked down the 

street or into a bar, I saw my own failure staring me back in the face with red 

lipstick and black mascara. The combination of desire and paralysis was 

deadly. 
After the workshop that night, I opened my file cabinet and dug 

through my papers. There was something I wanted to find, something I 

hadn't looked at in years. After a half hour, I found it: a folder labeled "High 

School Writing." I pulled out a piece of lined notebook paper covered from 

top to bottom with my chicken scratching. It was the only poem I've ever at- 

tempted in my life. It was written in eleventh grade, and I never showed it to 

anyone. However, it was the answer to my question. 

SEXUAL FRUSTRATION 
BY NEIL STRAUSS 

The only reason you go out, 
The only objective in mind, 
A glimpse of a familiar pair 
Of legs on a busy street or 
A squeeze fiom a fimale who 
You can only callyour fiend. 

A scoreless nightfosters hostiliility. 
A scoreless weekend breeds animosity. 
Through red qes  all the world is seen, 
Angry atfiends andfamily for no 
Reason that t h q  can perceive. 
Only you know why you are so mad. 

There is the 'justfiends' one who you've 
Known for so long, who respectsyou 
So much thatyou can't do whatyou want. 
And she no longer bothers to put on her 
False personality andjlirt because she thinks 
You like herfor who she is when whatyou 
Liked about her was herflirtatiousness. 

When your own hand becomes your best lover, 
When your life-g2vzngfertilizer is wasted 
In a Kleenex and jlushed down the toilet 
You wonder when you are going to stop 
Thinkzng about what could have happened 

That nzght whenyou almostgot somewhere. 

There is the coy one who smiles 
And looks like she wants to meetyou, 
Butyou can't work up the nerve to talk. 
So instead she will become one ofyour nighttime 
Fantasies, whereyou could have but didn't. 
Your hand will be substituted for hers. 

When you neglect work and meaningful actzvitzes, 
When you neglect the ones who really love you, 
For a shot at a target thatyou rarely hit. 
Does everyoneget lucky wzth women butyou, 
Or do females just not want it as bad asyou do? 

In the decade since I'd written that poem, nothing had changed. I still 

couldn't write poetry. And, more important, I still felt the same way. Per- 

haps signing up for Mystery's workshop had been an intelligent decision. 

After all, I was doing something proactive about my lameness. 

Even the wise man dwells in the fool's paradise. 



"I just met them," she said. "My name is Elonova." She curtseyed 

clumsily. 
I took that as an 101. 

I showed Elonova an ESP trick Mystery had taught me earlier that eve- 

ning, in which I guessed a number she was thinking between one and ten 

(hint: it's almost always seven), and she clapped her hands together glee- 
On the last night of the workshop, Mystery and Sin took us to a bar called 

the Saddle Ranch, a country-themed meat market on the Sunset Strip. I'd 

been there before-not to pick up women, but to ride the mechanical bull. 

One of my goals in Los Angeles was to master the machine at its fastest set- 
I 

ting. But not today. After three consecutive nights of going out until 2:00 

A.M. and then breaking down approaches with Mystery and the other stu- 

dents far beyond the allotted half-hour, I was wiped out. 

Within minutes, however, our tireless professor of pickup was at the 

bar, making out with a loud, tipsy girl who kept trying to steal his scarf. 

Ill! Watching Mystery work, I noticed that he used the exact same openers, rou- 

tines, and lines-and got a phone number or a tonguedown nearly every 

time, even if the woman was with a boyfriend. I'd never seen anything like 

it. Sometimes a woman he was talking to was even moved to tears. 

As I walked toward the mechanical bull ring, feeling foolish in a red 

cowboy hat Mystery had insisted I wear, I saw a girl with long black hair, a 

formfitting sweater, and tan legs sticking out of a ruffled skirt. She was talk- 

ing animatedly to two guys, bouncing around them like a cartoon character. 

One second. Two seconds. Three. 

"Hey, looks like the party's over here." I spoke to the guys, then turned 

to face the girl. I stuttered for a moment. I knew the next line-Mystery had 

been pushing it on me all weekend-but I'd been dreading using it. 

"If. . . if I wasn't gay, you'd be so mine." 

A huge smile spread across her face. "I like your hat," she screeched, 

grabbing the brim. 

I guess peacocking did work. "Hey, now," I told her, repeating a line I 

had heard Mystery use earlier. "Hands off the merchandise." 

She responded by throwing her arms around me and telling me I was 

fun. Every ounce of fear evaporated with her acceptance. The secret to meet- 
ing women, I realized, is simply knowing what to say, and when and how to 
say it. 

"How do you all know each other?" I asked. 

fully. The guys, in the presence of my superior game, wandered off. 
When the bar closed, Elonova and I moved outside. Every AFC we 

walked past gave me the thumbs up and said, "She's hot" or "You lucky bas- 

tard." What idiots. They were fucking up my game-that is, if I could figure 

out a way to tell Elonova I was straight. Hopefully, she'd figured it out on 

her own by now. 
1 remembered Sin telling me to kino, so I put my arm around her. This 

time, however, she backed away. That was definitely not an 101. As I took a 

step toward her to try again, one of the guys she'd been with in the bar ar- 

rived. She flirted with him as I stood there stupidly. When she turned back 

to me a few minutes later, I told her we should hang out sometime. She 

agreed, and we exchanged numbers. 

Mystery, Sin, and the boys were all in the limo, watching the whole ex- 

change go down. I climbed inside, thinking I was hot shit for number- 

closing in front of them all. But Mystery wasn't impressed. 

"You got that number-close," he said, "because you forced yourself on 

her. You let her play with you." 

"What do you mean?" 1 asked. 

"Have I ever told you about cat string theory?" 

"No." 

"Listen. Have you ever seen a cat play with a string? Well, when the 

string is dangling above its head, just out of reach, the cat goes crazy trying 

to get it. It leaps in the air, dances around, and chases it all over the room. 
r 

But as soon as you let go of the string and it drops right between the cat's 

paws, it just looks at the string for a second and then walks away. It's bored. 
It doesn't want it anymore." 

"So . . ." 
"So that girl moved away from you when you put your arm around her. 

And you ran right back to her like a puppy dog. You should have punished 
her-turned away and talked to someone else. Let her work to get your at- 
tention back. After that, she made you wait while she talked to that dork." 



"What should I have done?" 

"You should have said, 'I'll let you two be alone,' and started to walk 

away, as if you were giving her to him-even though you knew she liked you 

more. You have to act like you are the prize." 

I smiled. I think I really understood. 

"Yeah," he said. "Be the dancing string." 

I grew silent and thought about it, kicking my legs up against the bar 

counter of the limousine and slouching into the seat. Mystery turned to 

Sin, and they talked amongst themselves for several minutes. It felt like 

they were discussing me. 

1 tried not to make eye contact with them. I wondered if they were go- 

ing to tell me that I'd held the workshop up, that I wasn't yet ready for it, 

that 1 should study for another six months and then take it again. 

Suddenly, Mystery and Sin ended their huddle. Mystery broke into a 

wide smile and looked straight at me. 

"You're one of us," he said. "You're going to be a superstar." 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Sex Magic 

AUTHOR: Mystery 

My Mystery Method workshop in Los Angeles kicked ass. I've decided to 

teach several impressive ways to demonitrate mind power through magic at 

my next workshop. After all, some of you need something with which to convey 

your charming personalities. If you are going in without an edge--like if you 

say, "Hi, I'm an accountant"-you will not capture your target's attention and 

curiosity. 

So, since the workshop, I've retired the FMAC model and broken down 

the approach to thirteen detailed steps. Here is the basic format to all 

approaches: 

1. Smile when you walk into a room. See the group with the target and follow 

the threesecond rule. Do not hesitate-approach instantly. 

2. Recite a memorized opener, if not two or three in a row 

3. The opener should open the group, not lust the target When talking, Ignore 

the target for the most part. If there are men in the group, focus your attention 

on the men. 

4. Neg the target with one of the slew of negs we've come up with Tell her, 

"It's so cute. Your nose wiggles when you laugh." Then get her friends to notice 

and laugh about it. 

5. Convey personality to the entire group. Do this by using stories, magic, an- 

ecdotes, and humor. Pay particular attention to the men and the less attractive 

women. During this time, the target will notice that you are the center of atten- 



tion. You may perform various memorized pieces like the photo r~ut ine ,~  but 

only for the obstacles. 

6. Neg the target again if appropriate. If she wants to look at the pictures, for 

example, say, "Oh my god, she's so grabby. How do you roll with her?" 

7. Ask the group, "So, how does everyone know each other?" If the target is 

with one of the guys, find out how long they've been together. If it's a serious 

relationship, eject politely by saying, "Pleasure meeting you." 

8. If she is not spoken for, say to the group, "I've sort of been alienating your 

friend. Is it all right if I speak to her for a couple of minutes?" They always say, 

"Uh, sure. If it's okay with her." If you've executed the preceding steps correctly, 

she will agree. 

9. Isolate her from the group by telling her you want to show her something 

cool. Take her to sit with you nearby. As you lead her through the crowd, do a 

kin0 test by holding her hand. If she squeezes back, it's on. Start looking for 

other 101s. 

10. Sit with her and perform a rune reading, an ESP test, or any other demon- 

stration that will fascinate and intrigue her. 

11. Tell her, "Beauty is common but what's rare is a great energy and outlook 

on life. Tell me, what do you have inside that would make me want to know 

you as more than a mere face in the crowd?" If she begins to list qualities, this 

is a positive 101. 

12. Stop talking. Does she reinitiate the chat with a question that begins with 

the word "So?" If she does, you've now seen three 101s and can . . . 

The photo routine involves carrying an envelope of photos in a jacket pocket, as if they've lust 
been developed. Each photo, however, is preselected to convey a different aspect of the PUA's 
personality, such as images of the PUA with beautiful women, with children, with pets, with 
celebrities, goofing off with friends, and doing something active like roller-blading or skydiving. 
The PUA should also have a short, witty story to accompany each photo. 

13, Kiss close. Say, out of the blue, "Would you like to kiss me?" If the setting 

or circumstances aren't conducive to physical intimacy, then give yourself a 

time constraint by saying, "I have to go, but we should continue this.'' Then get 

her number and leave. 

-- Is that a wig? Oh ... well it looks nice anyway. 
-- I think your hair would look better (upldown). 
--What do vou call that hairstyle,the waffle? "smile* 

--You have eye 
crusties. No, don't 
rub them.1 *like* 
eye crusties :-) 

-You have 
beautiful eyes. 
Can l touch them? 

-- How cute ...y our nose wiggles when you 
talk! Say something again. "smile* 

-- Eww ...y ou spit on me! 

-- You blink a lot. 

-- Nice nails ... are they real? 
Oh ... well they look nice anyway. 

--You kinda have man hands. 

i; 
-- I like that skirt.Those are really popular 

these days. 

--- I like that sk~rt. I just saw a girl wearing 
it a few minutes ago. 

--Those shoes look really comfortable. 

The Mystery Method course handout 



Sure, there is Ovid, the Roman poet who wrote The Art oflove; Don Juan, the 

mythical womanizer based on the exploits of various Spanish noblemen; 

the Duke de Lauzun, the legendary French rake who died on the guillotine; 

and Casanova, who detailed his hundred-plus conquests in four thousand 

pages of memoirs. But the undispured father of modern seduction is Ross 

Jeffries, a tall, skinny, porous-faced self-proclaimed nerd from Marina Del 

Rey, California. Guru, cult leader, and social gadfly, he commands an army 

sixty thousand horny men strong, including top government officials, in- 

telllgence officers, and cryptographers. 

His weapon is his volce. After years of studying everyone from master 
hypnotists to Hawaiian Kahunas, he claims to have found the technology- 

and make no mistake about it, that's what it is-that will turn any responsive 

woman into a libidinous puddle. Jeffries, who claims to be the inspiration 

for Tom Cruise's character in Magnolia, calls it Speed Seduction. 

Jeffries developed Speed Seduction in 1988, after ending a five-year 

streak of sexlessness with the help of neuro-linguist~c programming (NLP), 

a controversial fusion of hypnosis and psychology that emerged from the 

personal development boom of the 1970s and led to the rise of self-help gu- 

rus like Anthony Robbins. The fundamental precept of NLP is that one's 

thoughts, feelings, and behavior-and the thoughts, feelings, and behavior 

of others-can be manipulated through words, suggestions, and physical 

gestures designed to Influence the subconscious. The potential of NLP to 

revolutionize the art of seduction was obvious to Jeffries. 

Over the years, Jeffries has either outlasted, sued, or crushed any com- 
petitor in the field of pickup to make his school, Speed Seduction, the dom- 

inant model for getting a woman's lips to touch a man's-that is, until 

Mystery came along and started teaching workshops. 

Thus, the clamor online for an eyewitness account of Mystery's first 
workshop was overwhelming. Mystery's admirers wanted to know if the class 
was worthwhile; his enemies, particularly Jeffries and his disciples, wanted to 
tear hlm apart. So I obliged, posting a detarled descrlption of my experiences. 

At the end of my review, I issued a call for wings in Los Angeles, asking 

only that they be somewhat confident, intelligent, and socially comfortable. 

I knew that in order to become a pickup artist myself, I would somehow 

have to internalize everything I had seen Mystery do. This would happen 

only through practice-through hitting the bars and clubs every night until 

1 became a natural like Dustin, or even an unnatural like Mystery. 
The day my report on the workshop hit the Internet, I received an 

e-mail from someone in Encino nicknamed Grimble, who identified him- 

self as a Ross Jeffries student. He wanted to "sarge" with me, as he put it. 

Sarging is pickup artist jargon for going out to meet women; the term evi- 

dently has its origin in the name of one of Ross Jeffries's cats, Sargy. 
An hour after I sent him my phone number, Grimble called. More than 

Mystery, it was Grimble who would initiate me into what could only be de- 

scribed as a secret society. 
"Hey, man," he said, in a conspiratorial hiss. "So what do you think of 

Mystery's game?" 
1 gave him my assessment. 

"Wow, I like it," he said. "But you have to hang out with Twotimer and 

me some tlme. We've been sarging with Ross Jeffries a lot." 
"Really? I'd love to meet him." 

"Listen. Can you keep a secret?" 

"Sure." 

"How much technology do you use in your sarges?" 

"Technology?" 

"You know, how much is technique and how much is just talking?" 
"I guess fifty-fifty," I said. 

"I'm up to 90 percent." 
"What?" 

"Yeah, I use a canned opener, then 1 elicit her values and find out her 

trance words. And then I go into one of the secret patterns. Do you know 

the October Man sequence?" 
"Never heard of it, unless Arnold Schwarzenegger was in it." 

"Oh, man. I had a girl over here last week, and I gave her a whole new 

identity. I did a sexual value elicitation, and then changed her whole time- 
line and internal reality. Then I brushed my finger along her face, telling her 
to noticen-and here he switched to a slow, hypnotlc voice-"how wherever I 
touch.. . it leaves a trail of energy moving through you.. . and wherever 



you can feel this energy spreading. . . the deeper you want to allow your- 

self. . . to feel these sensations. . . becoming even more. . . intense." 

"And then what?" 

I had no idea what he was talking about. But I wanted this technology 
I thought back to all the times I'd taken women to my house, sat on the bed 

next to them, leaned in for the kiss, and been deflected with the "let's just be 

friends" speech. In fact, this rejection is such a universal experience that 

Ross Jeffries invented not just an acronym for it, LJBF, but a litany of re- 

sponses as well.3 

I 

I talked to Grimble for two hours. He seemed to know everybody- 
from legends like Steve P., who supposedly had a cult of women paying cash 

for the privilege of sexually servicing him, to guys like Rick H., Ross's most 

famous student, thanks to an incident that involved him, a hot tub, and five 

women. 

Grimble would make a perfect wing. 

"I brushed my finger along her lips, and she started sucking it," he ex- 
claimed triumphantly. "Full-close!" 

"Wow," I said. 

One such response from Jeffries is, "I don't promise any such thing. Friends don't nllr 

like that. The only thing I'll promise is never to do anything unless y 
comfortable, willing, and ready." 

r-- ----- 
,ou and I 

I drove to Grimble's house In Encino the following night to go sarging. This 

would be my first time in the field since Mystery's workshop. It would also 

be my first time hanging out one-on-one with a stranger I'd met online. All 
I really knew about him was that he was a college student and he liked girls. 

When 1 pulled up, Grimble strode outslde and flashed a big smile that I 

didn't quite trust. He didn't seem dangerous or mean. He just seemed slip- 

pery, like a politician or a salesman or, I suppose, a seducer. He had the 

complexion of barley tea, though he was actually German. In fact, he 

claimed to be a descendent of Otto von Bismarck. He wore a brown leather 

jacket over a silver floral-print shirt, which was unbuttoned to reveal an 

eerlly hairless chest thrust out further than his nose. In his hands was a 

plastic bag full of videotapes, which he dumped into the back of my car. He 

reminded me of a mongoose. 

"These are some of Ross's seminars," he said. "You'll really like the DC 

seminar, because he gets into synesthesia there. The other tapes are from 

Kim and Tomn-Ross's ex-girlfriend and her new boyfriend. "It's their New 

York seminar, 'Advanced Anchoring and Other Sneaky Stuff.'" 
"What's anchoring?" I asked. 

"My wing Twotimer will show you when you meet him. Ever experi- 

enced condiment anchoring before!" 

I had so much to learn. Men generally don't communicate to one an- 

other with the same level of emotional depth and intimate detail as most 

women. Women discuss everything. When a man sees his friends after get- 

ting laid, they ask, "How'd it go!" And in return, he gives them either a 

thumbs up or a thumbs down. That's how it's done. To discuss the experi- 

ence in detail would mean giving your friends mental images they don't re- 

dly want to have. It is a taboo among men to picture their best friends 
naked or having sex, because then they might find themselves aroused-and 
we all know what that means. 

So, ever since I'd first started harboring lustful thoughts in sixth grade, 

I'd assumed that sex was something that just happened to guys ifthey went 



Out a lot and exposed themselves to chance-after all, that's why they called 

it getting lucky. The only tool they had in their belt was persistence. of 
sexual. 

there were some men who were sexually comfortable around '11 am," she protested. 
who would tease them mercilessly until they had them eating out ''Then it to me," he said, smiling. "Let's try a little exercise. Itjs 

oftheir hands But that wasn't me. It took all of my courage to simply ask a 
called synesthesia." 

He took a step closer to her ''Have You ever heard 
 man for the time or where Melrose Avenue was. I didn't know anything 

synesthesia? Will enable you to find all kinds of resources to accomplish 
anchoring, eliciting values, finding trance words, or these other and feel the things you Want in life-" 

things Grimble kept talking about. Synesthesia is the nerve gas in the arsenal of the speed seducer Liter- 
EIow did I ever get lald without all this technology? ally, it is an overlapping of the senses. In the context of seduction, 
It was a quiet Tuesday night in the Valley, and the only place Grimble synesthesia refers to a type of waking hypnosis in which a Woman is put 

knew to go was the local T.G.1. Friday's. In the car, we warmed up-listening into a heightened state of awareness and told to imagine pleasurable im- 
to cassette tapes of sarges by Rick H., practicing openers, faking smiles, and ages and sensations growing in intensiv The g o d  to x~ake her uncontrol- 
dancing in our seats to get energetic. It was one of the most ridiculous 

she agreed and closed her eyes. I finally going to get hear One Of 

Ross.s secret patterns. ~ u t  as soon as Grimble began, a stocky, red-faced 
We walked in the door of the restaurant-confident, smiling, alpha. un- jock wearing a pocket undershirt marched up to him. 

no one noticed. There were two guys at the bar watching a base- '(What are you doing?" he asked Grimble. 
game on television, a group of businesspeople at a corner table, and a '11 was her a self-improvement exercise called synesthesia-" 

 ale bar staff. We strutted to the balcony. As we pushed the door "Well, that's my wife." 
Open, a Woman appeared. Time to put what I'd learned to the test. I had forgotten to check for a wedding ring, though I doubted minor 

"Hey," I said to her. "Let me get your opinion on something." inconveniences like marriage mattered to Grimble. 
She and listened. She was about four foot ten, with short, f i ~ ~  disarm the guy," Grimble turned to me and Kssed, "while I work 

hair and a marshmallow body, but she had a nice smile; she would be 
on the girl." 

good practice. I decided to use the Maury Povich opener. I had no idea how to disarm him. He didn't seem quite as laid-back as 
"MY friend Grimble there just got a call today from the Maury povich scott ~~i~~ can show you the exercise, too," I said wanly. 

show," I began. "And it seems they're doing a segment on secret admirers. 
cool." 

someone has a little crush on him. Do you think he should go on "1 know what the fuck you're talking about," the guy said. "What 
the show or not? 

is this thing supposed to do to me?" He took a Step closer and leaned his 
"Sure," she answered. "Why not?" face into mine. He smelled like whiskey and onion rings. 
"But what if his secret admirer is a man?'. I asked. "Talk shows always fqt tells you whether . . . whether . . ." I stammered. "Never mind." 

need to Put an unexpected twist on everything. Or what if it's a relative?" ~h~ guy lifted his hands and pushed me backward Though I tell girls 
It's not lying; it's flirting. ym five feet and eight inches, I'm actually five foot six. The top Of head 

She laughed. Perfect. "Would you do the showy I asked. just reached his shoulders. 
"Probably not," she answered. "Stop it; his wife, our former sarge, said. She turned to us. "He's 

Grimble stepped in. "SO you would make me go on the show, drunk. He gets like this." 
but You wouldn't do it yourself," he teased her. "You're not adventurous at "Like what?" 1 asked. "Violent?" 

are you?" It was great to watch him work. Where I would have let the She smiled sadly. 



"You seem like a great couple," I said. My attempt to disarm him had 

clearly failed, because he was about to disarm me. His red drunken face was 

two inches from mine and yelling about ripping something. 

"Pleasure meeting you both," I squeaked, slowly backing away. 

"Itemind me," Grimble said as we retreated to the car, "to teach you 
how to handle the AMOG." 

"The AMOG?" Four days later, as I sat at home alone on a Saturday afternoon watching 

"Yes, the alpha male of the group." the videos Grimble had given me, he called with good news. He and his 

wing, Twotimer, were going to meet Ross Jeffries at California Pizza 

Kitchen for an expedition to the Getty Museum, and I was invited. 
I arrived fifteen minutes early, selected a booth, and read through 

printouts of seduction board posts until Ross, Grimble, and Twotimer ar- 
rived. Twotimer had black hair gelled to the texture of a licorice vine, a 

matching leather jacket, and a snake-hke quality. With his round, babyish 

face, he looked like a Grimble clone who'd been inflated by a bicycle pump. 
As 1 stood up to introduce myself, Ross cut me off. He was not the most 

polite person I'd ever met. He wore a long wool overcoat, which flowed 

loosely around his legs when he walked. He was thin and gawky with gray 

stubble and greasy skin. His hairline was a receding mop of short, unkempt, 

ash-colored curls, and the hook in his nose was so pronounced he could 
have hung his overcoat on it. 

"So what did you learn from Mystery?" Ross asked with a sneer. 

"A lot," I told him. 
"Like what!" 

"Well, one of my sticking points was knowing when a girl was attracted 
to me. Now I know." 

"And how do you know?" he asked. 

"When I get three indicators of interest." 

"Name them." 

"Let's see. When she asks you what your name is." 
"That's one." 

"When you take her hands in yours and squeeze them, and she 

squeezes back." 
"That's two." 

"And, uh, I can't remember the rest right now." 
"Aha." He leapt to his feet. "Then he's not a very good teacher, is he?" 
"No, he was a great teacher," I protested. 



"Then name the third indicator of interest." <<well, we broke up," she said. "But it took a while. We were friends 
"I can't think of it right now." I felt like an animal backed into a corner. 

"Case closed," he sald. He was good. 
A short waitress with blue nails, a touch of baby fat, and sandy brown 

hair arrived to take our order. Ross looked at her, and then winked at me. 

"These are my students," he told her. "I'm their guru." 

"Really!" she asked, feigning interest. 

"What would you say if I told you that I teach people how to use mind 

control to attract any person they desire?" 

"Get out of here." 

"Yes, it's true. I could make you fall in love with any person at this 

table." 

"And how's that? With mind control?" She was skeptical, but bordering 

on curious. 

"Let me ask you something. When you're really attracted to somebody, 

how do you know? In other words, what signals do you get from yourself, 

inside, that allow you to realizen-and here he lowered his voice, slowly pro- 

nouncing each word-"you're . . . really. . . attracted. . . to . . . this guy?" 

The purpose of the question, I would find out later, was to make the 

waitress feel the emotion of attraction in his presence, and thus associate 

those feelings with his face. 

She thought about it for a moment. "Well, I guess I get a funny feeling 

in my stomach, like butterflies." 

Ross put his hand, palm up, in front ofhis stomach. "Yes, and I bet that 

the more attracted you become, the more those butterflies rise up from 
your stomachn-he began slowly raising his hand to the level of his heart- 

"until your face begins to flush . . . like it is rlght now." 

Twotimer leaned over and whispered: "That's anchoring. It's when you 
associate a feeling-like attraction-w~th a touch or a gesture. Now, every 

time Ross raises his hand like that, she gets attracted to him." 

After a few more minutes of Ross's flirtatious hypnospeak, the wait- 
ress's eyes began to glaze over. Ross seized the opportunity to toy with her 

mercilessly. He raised his hands like an elevator from his stomach to his face 

every few seconds, smiling as it made her blush every time. The dishes she 
was carrying were forgotten, balancing precariously on her weakening arm. 

"With your boyfriend," Ross continued, "were you attracted right 
away?" He snapped, freeing her from her trance. "Or did it take time?" 

first." 
[qsn't it so much better, though, when you just feel that sense of 

attraction"-he moved his hand up like an elevator and her eyes began to 

glaze again-"right away for someone." He pointed to himself, which 1 as- 

sumed was another NLP trick to make her think he was that someone. "It's 

incredible, isn't it?" 
"yes," she agreed, completely oblivious to her other tables. 

"What was wrong with your boyfriend?' 

"He was too immature." 

Ross seized the opportunity. "Well, you should date more mature men." 

"I was just thinking that, about you, as we were talking." She giggled. 

"I bet that when you first came to the table, I was the last person you 

thought you'd be attracted to." 
"It's strange," she said, "because you're not my usual type." 

Ross suggested they get together for coffee when she wasn't working, 

and she jumped at the opportunity to give him her phone number. His tech- 

nique was so different than Mystery's, but he seemed to be the real deal too. 

Ross let out a loud, victorious laugh. "Well, your other customers are 

probably getting angry. But before you go, I'll tell you what. Why don't we 

take all those good feelings you're having right now"-raising his hands 

again-"and put them into this pack of sugarn-he picked up a sugar pack 

and rubbed his raised hand on it-"so that you can carry them around with 
you all day." 

He handed her the sugar pack. She put it in her apron and walked away, 
still beet red. 

"That," Twotimer hissed, "is condiment anchoring. After he's gone, the 

sugar pack will remind her of the positive emotions she felt with him." 

As we left the restaurant, Ross ran the exact same routine on the host- 
ess and collected her number. Both women were in their twenties; Ross was 
in his forties. I was floored. 

We pressed into Ross's Saab and headed to the Getty. "Anything you 
want from a woman-attraction, lust, fascination-is just an internal pro- 

cess that she runs through her body and her brain," he explained as he 

drove. "And all you need to evoke that process are questions that make her 
go into her body and brain and actually experience it in order to answer 
you. Then she will link those feelings of attraction to you." 



Sitting in the back seat with me, Twotimer scanned my face for a reac- 

tion. "What do you think?" he asked. 

"Amazing," I said. 

"Evil," he corrected, letting a thin smile creep over his lips. 

When we arrived at the Getty, Twotimer turned his attention to Ross. "I 

wanted to ask you about the October Man sequence," he prodded. "I've 

been switching around a few of the steps." 

Ross turned to him. "You understand that these things are very bad?" 

As he spoke, Ross wagged a finger at Twotimer's chest, over his heart. He 

was anchoring again, trying to associate the notion of badness with the for- 

bidden pattern. "There's a reason I don't teach them at my seminars." 

"Why is that?" Twotimer asked. 

"Because," Ross answered, "it's like giving dynamite to children." 

Twotimer smiled again. I could tell exactly what he was thinking- 

because, in my mind, the word euzl was anchored to that smile. 

"Darwin talked about survival of the fittest," Twotlmer explained to 

me as we walked through the museum's collection of pre-twentieth century 

art. "In earlier times, this meant that the strong survived. But strength 

doesn't help one get ahead in society today. Women breed with seducers, 

who understand how to trigger, through words and touch, the fantasy 

parts of the female brain." There was something artificial and rehearsed 

about the way he spoke, the way he moved, the way he looked at me. It felt 

as if he were sucking my soul into his eyes. "So the whole idea of survival of 

the fittest is an anachronism. As players, we stand at the gate of a new era: 

the survival of the smoothest." 

I 

We lurked through the galleries, gazing at the people gazing at paint- 

ings. I watched as Grimble and Twotimer talked to various women. But I 
was far too scared to approach in front of Ross: It felt like trying to play the 

cello in front of Yo-Yo Ma. I was afraid he'd criticize everything I did or get 

that I wasn't using enough of his technology. On the other hand, this 

was a guy who advised students to get over their fear of approaching by 

walking up to random women and saying, "Hi, I'm Manny the Martian. 
What's your favorite flavor of bowling ball?" So I really didn't have to worry 

looking foolish in front of him. He created fools. 
At the end of the day, Ross had three numbers. Twotimer and Grimble 

had two each. And I had nothing. 

I As we took the train downhill to the museum parking lot, Ross slid 

into the seat next to me. "Listen," he said. "I have a seminar coming up in a 

! 
few months. And I will let you sit in and take it for free." 

"Thanks," I said. 

"I am going to be your guru. Not Mystery. You'll see that what I am 

teaching is a hundred times more powerful." 

I wasn't sure how to respond. They were competing over me-an AFC. 

"And one more thing," Ross said. "In exchange, I want you to take me 

to five-no, six-Hollywood parties, with super-hot babes. I need to widen 

my horizons." 

He smiled and asked, "Do we have a deal?" as he rubbed his thumb on 

his chin. I was sure he was anchoring me. 

I liked the idea, though unfortunately I was no smoother than I was 

strong. My voice was fast and choppy, my movements effete, my body lan- 

guage awkward. For me, survival was going to take work. 

"Casanova was one of us," Twotimer went on. "But we live a better I 
lifestyle." 

"Well, it probably took a lot more work to seduce a woman back then 

because of the morals of the day," I said, trying to contribute something 

useful. 
"And we have the technology." 
"You mean NLP?' 

"Not just that. He had to work alone." He grinned as his gaze bore 
deeper into my eyes. "We have each other." 





The best predators don't lie on the jungle floor with their teeth bared and 

claws out. The prey is going to avoid them. They approach the prey slowly 

and harmlessly, win its trust, and then attack. 

At least, that's what Sin told me. He facetiously called it Sin Method. 

Though Mystery had flown back to Toronto after the workshop, I 
stayed in touch with Sin. I'd watch as a woman came over to his house for 

the first time and he'd throw her against the wall by her neck, then release 

her just before he kissed her, shooting her adrenaline level through the roof 

with equal parts fear and arousal. Then he'd cook her dinner and never 

speak a word about it until dessert, when he'd stare at her like a tiger eying 

its prey and say, in a tone of restrained lust, "You don't even want to know 

the things I'm thinking of doing to you right now." That was generally the 

point when I'd excuse myself to go home. 

Along with the sneakier Grimble, the more predatory Sin became a 

faithful wing. But our friendship didn't last long. One afternoon, after a 

sarging session at the Beverly Center mall, Sin informed me that he'd en- 

rolled in the Air Force as an officer. 

"The military is a steady paycheck," he explained as we sat in a mall 

caf6. "And I can live wherever 1 want. I've been an unemployed computer 
programmer for too long." 

I tried to talk him out of it. Sin was into astral projection, goth rock, S 

and M, and pickup. He would have to hide all that if he joined the military. 

But his mind was made up. "I was talking to Mystery about you," he said, 

leaning low over the metal latticework of the table. His tone, as always, was 
deadly serious. "He wants to schedule his next workshop in December. 

Since I'm not going to be around to wing him, he wants you to do it." 

AS I thought of another weekend with Mystery and all his secrets, like 
the triple-stacked patterns he used to move girls to tears, I tried to control 
the excitement in my voice. "I think I'll be free," I said. 

Out of all the potential pickup artists in the world, I couldn't believe 
that Mystery was choosing me. He must not know that many people. 
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There was just one small problem: I wasn't going to be free in Decem- 

ber. I'd booked a flight to Belgrade to visit Marko, the schoolmate who had 

introduced me to Dustin and his natural ways. It was too late to cancel on 

Marko, but there was no way I was going to miss the opportuniry to wing 

Mystery either. 

There had to be a solution. 

That night, I called Mystery in Toronto, where he was living with his 

parents, his two nieces, his sister, and her husband. 

"Hey, buddy," Mystery said when he answered. "I'm bored out of my 

mind here." 

"I find that hard to believe." 

"Well, it's raining and I want to go out. But I have no one to go out with 

and no clue where to go." He paused to tell his nieces to shut up. "I'll prob- 

ably just get some sushi alone." 

I'd assumed that the great Mystery would have girls lined up every 

night of the week and a wait-list of sargers eager to take him out clubbing. 

Instead, he was stagnating at home. His father was sick. His mother was 

overburdened. And his sister was separating from her husband. 

"Can't you go out with Patricia?" I asked. Patricia was Mystery's girl- 

friend, the one pictured in her negligee in his pickup resume. 

"She's mad at me," he said. Mystery had met Patricia four years ago, 

when she was fresh off the boat from Romania. He tried to mold her into 

his ideal girl-he talked her into getting a boob job, giving him blow jobs 
(which she'd never done before), and taking a job as a stripper-but she 

drew the line at bisexuality. For Mystery, this was a dealbreaker. 

Everyone has their own reason for getting into the game. Some, like Ex- 

tramask, are virgins who want to experience what it's like to be with a 

woman. Others, like Grimble and Twotimer, desire new girls every night. 

And a few, like Sweater, are searching for the perfect wife. Mystery had his 

own specific goal. 

"I want to be loved by two women," he said. "I want a blonde 10 and an 

Asian 10, who will love each other as much as they love me. And Patricia's 

heterosexuality is affecting my sex life with her, because unless I imagine 
another girl there, I can't always keep my boner." He moved the phone to 
another room because his sister and her husband were arguing, and contin- 
ued, "I'd just break up with Patricia, but there aren't any 10s in Toronto. No 
outrageous glitter girls. It's all 7s, at best." 

"Move to L.A.," I urged. "This is where all the peacocky girls you like 

live." 
"Yeah, I really need to get out of here," he sighed. "So I want to schedule 

a bunch of workshops. I've got people interested in Miami, Chicago, and 

New York." 

"How about Belgrade!" 

"What? Isn't there a war going on there?" 

"No, the war's over. And I have to visit an old friend. He said it's safe. 

We can stay with him for free, and Slavic women are supposed to be the 

most beautiful in the world." 
He hesitated. 

"And I have a free companion ticket." 

i Silence. He was considering it. 

I pushed further. "What the hell. It's an adventure. At the very worst, 

i 
you'll have a new picture for your photo routine." 

Mystery thought like a flowchart. And if he agreed to something, his as- 

sent was given instantly and always with the same word, which he spoke 

next: "Done." 

"Great," I said. "I'll e-mail you the flight times." I couldn't wait for the 

six hour plane ride. 1 wanted to vacuum every piece of knowledge-every 

magic trick, every pickup line, every story-out of his head. I wanted to 

mimic exactly what I'd seen him do, word for word, trick for trick, simply 

because it worked. 

"But wait," he said. "There's something else." 

"What?" 

"If you're going to be my wing, you can't be Neil Strauss," he said with 
the same air of finality with which he had spoken the word done. "It's time 

for you to change, to just snap and become someone else. Think about it: 

Neil Strauss, writer. That isn't cool. Nobody wants to sleep with a writer. 

They're at the bottom of the social ladder. You must be a superstar. And not 

just with women. You are an artist in need of an art. And I think your art is 
actually the social skills you're learning. I watched you in the field; you 

adapted quickly. That's why Sin and I picked you. Hold on a minute." 
I heard him rustling through some papers. "Listen," he said. "These are 

my personal development goals. 1 want to raise the money for a touring il- 
lusion show. I want to live in posh hotels. I want a limo to and from shows. 
I want specials on TV with big illusions. I want to levitate over Niagara 



Falls. I want to travel to England and Australia. I want jewelry, games, a 

model airplane, a personal assistant, a stylist. And I want to act in Jesus 

Christ Superstar-as Jesus." 

At least he knew what he wanted in life. "What I'm really after," he fi- 

nally said, "is for people to be envious of me, for women to want me and 

men to want to be me." 

"You never got much love as a child, did you?" 

"No," he replied sheepishly. 

At the end of the conversation, he said he was going to e-mail me the 

password to a secret online community called Mystery's Lounge. He had 

created Mystery's Lounge two years before, after an enterprising bartender 

he'd slept with in Los Angeles found an Internet post he'd written about her 

on a public seduction newsgroup. After spending a weekend poring 

through the rest of his online archive, she e-mailed Mystery's girlfriend, Pa- 

tricia, and told her about her boyfriend's extracurricular activities. The fall- 

out nearly destroyed his relationship, and in the process taught him that 

there was a downside to being a pickup artist: getting caught. 

Unlike the other seduction boards I had been reading, where hundreds 

of newbies were constantly begging for advice from just a few experts, Mys- 

tery had cherry-picked the best pickup artists in the community for his pri- 

vate forum. Here they not only shared their secrets, stories, and techniques, 

but also posted pictures of themselves and their women-even, on occasion, 

video and audio recordings of their exploits in the field. 

"But remember," Mystery said sternly. "You are no longer Neil Strauss. 

When I see you in there, I want you to be someone else. You need a seduc- 

tion name." He paused and reflected: "Styles?" 

"How about Style?" That was one thing I prided myself on: I may never 

have been socially comfortable, but at least I knew how to dress better than 

those who were. 

"Style it is. Mystery and Style." 

Yes, it was Mystery and Style giving a workshop. It had a nice ring to it. 

Style the pickup artist-teaching lovable losers how to meet the women of 
their dreams. 

But as soon as I hung up, I realized something: First, Style needed to 
teach himself. After all, it had only been a month since my workshop with 
Mystery. I still had a long way to go. 

It was time for a motherfucking change. 

One of my teenage heroes was Harry Crosby. He was a poet from the 1920s, 

and, frankly, his poetry sucked. But his lifestyle was legendary. The nephew 

godson of J. P. Morgan, he hobnobbed with Ernest Hemingway and 

D. H. Lawrence, was the first person to publish parts of Joyce's UCysses, and 

became a decadent symbol of the lost generation. He lived a fast, opium- 

enhanced life, and swore he would be dead by the age of thirty. When he was 

twenty-two, he married Polly Peabody, the inventor of the strapless bra, and 

persuaded her to change her name to Caresse. For their honeymoon, they 

locked themselves in a bedroom in Paris with stacks of books and just read. 

At the age of thirty-one, when he realized that his lifestyle hadn't killed him 

yet, Crosby shot himself. 

I didn't have a Caresse to lock up with me, but I shut myself in the 

house for a week Harry Crosby-style, reading books, listening to tapes, 

watching videos, and studying the posts in Mystery's Lounge. I immersed 

myself in seduction theory. I needed to shed Neil Strauss and rewire myself 

to become Style. I wanted to live up to Mystery and Sin's faith in me. 

To do so, I'd have to change not just the things I said to women, but the 

way I acted around them. I needed to become confident, to become inter- 
esting, to become decisive, to become graceful, to become the alpha male I 

was never raised to be. I had a lot of lost time to make up for-and six weeks 
to do it in. 

1 bought books on body language, flirting, and sexual technique. I read 
anthologies of women's sexual fantasies, like Nancy Friday's My Secret Gar- 
den, in order to internalize the idea that women actually want sex as much 

as-if not more than-men; they just don't want to be pressured, lied to, or 

made to feel like a slut. 
I ordered books on marketing, like Robert Cialdini's seminal Influence, 

from which I learned several key principles that guide the majority of peo- 
ple's decisions. The most important of these is social proof, which is the no- 
tion that if everyone else is doing something, then it must be good. So if 

YOU are in a bar with a beautiful female friend on your arm (a pivot, as they 



call it in the community), it's much easier to meet women than if you're 

hanging out alone. 

I watched the videos Grimble had given me and took notes on each, 

memorizing affirmations ("if a woman enters my world, it will be the best 

thing that can ever happen to her") and patterns. There is a difference be- 

tween a line and a pattern. A line is basically any prepared comment made 

to a woman. A pattern is a more elaborate script, specifically designed to 

arouse her. 

Men and women think and respond differently. Show a man the cover 

ofplayboy, and he's ready to go. In fact, show him a pitted avocado and he's 

ready to go. Women, according to the speed seducers, aren't persuaded as 

easily by direct images and talk. They respond better to metaphor and sug- 

gestion. 

One of Ross Jeffries's most famous patterns uses a Discovery Channel 

show about roller coaster design as a metaphor for the attraction, trust, and 

excitement that are often necessary preconditions for sex. The pattern de- 

scribes the "perfect attraction," which provides a feeling of excitement as 

the roller coaster rises to a summit and then whooshes down in a rush; then 

it offers a feeling of safety, because it was designed to allow you to have this 

experience in a comfortable, safe environment; finally, as soon as the ride is 

over, you want to climb back on and ride it again and again. Even if it seems 

unlikely that a pattern like this will turn a girl on, at least it's better than 

talking about work. 

It wasn't enough, though, for me just to study Ross Jeffries. A lot of his 

ideas are simply applications of neuro-linguistic programming. So I went to 

the source and bought books by Richard Bandler and John Grinder, the 

University of California professors who developed and popularized this 

fringe school of hypnopsychology in the 1970s. 

After NLP, it was time to learn some of Mystery's tricks. I spent one 

hundred and fifty dollars at magic stores, buying videos and books on levi- 

tation, metal bending, and mind reading. I'd learned from Mystery that one 

of the most important things to do with an attractive woman was to 

demonstrate value. In other words, what makes me any different from the 

last twenty guys who approached her? Well, if I can bend her fork by looking 

at it or guess her name before even speaking to her, that's a little different. 
To further demonstrate value, I bought books on handwriting analy- 

sis, rune reading, and tarot cards. After all, everyone's favorite subject is 
themselves. 

I took notes on everything I studied, developing routines and stories to 

test in the field. I neglected my work, my friends, and my family. I was on an 
eighteen-hour-a-day mission. 

When I finally crammed as much information in my brain as it could 

hold, I started working on body language. I signed up for lessons in swing 

and salsa dancing. I rented Rebel WithoutA Cause and A Streetcar Named Desire 

to practice the looks and poses of James Dean and Marlon Brando. I stud- 

ied Pierce Brosnan in the remake of The Thomas Crown Affair, Brad Pitt in 

Meet Joe Black, Mickey Rourke in Wild Orchid, Jack Nicholson in The Witches of 

Eastwick, and Tom Cruise in Top Gun. 
I looked at every aspect of my physical behavior. Were my arms swing- 

ing when I walked? Did they bow out a little, as if trying to get around mas- 

sive pectorals? Did I walk with a confident swagger? Could I stick my chest 

out further? Hold my head up higher? Swing my legs out further, as if try- 

ing to get around massive genitalia? 
After correcting what I could on my own, I signed up for a course on 

Alexander Technique to improve my posture and rid myself of the round- 

shouldered curse I'd inherited from my father's side of the family. And be- 

cause no one ever understands a word I say-my voice is too fast, quiet, and 

mumbly-I started taking weekly private lessons in speech and singing. 

I wore stylish jackets with bright shirts and accessorized as much as I 
could. I bought rings, a necklace, and fake piercings. I experimented with 

cowboy hats, feather boas, light-up necklaces, and even sunglasses at night 

to see which received the most attention from women. In my heart, I knew 

most of these gaudy accouterments were tacky, but Mystery's peacock the- 

ory worked. When I wore at least one item that stood out, women who were 

interested in meeting me had an easy way to start a conversation. 

I went out with Grimble, Twotimer, and Ross Jeffries nearly every night 

and, chunk by chunk, learned a new way to interact. Women are sick of 
generic guys asking the same generic questions: "So where are you from? . . . 
What do you do for work!" With our patterns, gimmicks, and routines, we 

were barroom heroes, saving the female of the species from certain ennui. 

Not all women appreciated our efforts, of course. Though I was never 
hit, yelled at, or doused with a drink, stories of spectacular failures circled 
constantly in the back of my mind. There was the story of Jonah, a twenty- 
three-year-old virgin in the seduction community who was hit in the back 
of the head-twice-by a drunk girl who took his negs the wrong way. And 
there was Little Big Dick, a sarger from Alaska, who was sitting at a table 



talking to a girl when her boyfriend came up from behind, yanked him out 

of his seat, threw him to the ground, and kicked him in the head for two 

minutes straight, fracturing his left eye socket and leaving boot marks on 

his face. 

But they were the exceptions, I hoped. 

These beat-downs were foremost in my mind as I drove my car to West- 

wood, home to UCLA, for my first attempt at sarging during the daytime. 

Despite the cheat sheet of my favorite openers and routines in the back 

pocket of my jeans, I was petrified as I roamed the streets, trying to select 

someone for my first approach. 

As 1 walked past an Office Depot, I saw a woman with brown glasses 

and short blonde hair that danced on her shoulders. She was thin, with 

smooth, gentle curves, jeans that were just tight enough, and a beautiful 

complexion, like burned butter. She looked like the undiscovered treasure 

of the campus. 

She walked into the store, and I decided to move on. But then I saw her 

again through the window. She looked like a cool intellectual whose inner 

bombshell hadn't blossomed yet, someone I could talk with about 

Tarkovsky movies and then take to a monster truck rally. Maybe this would 

be my Caresse. I knew that if I didn't approach her, I'd chastise myself af- 

terward and feel like a failure. So I decided to attempt my first daytime 

pickup. Besides, I told myself, she probably wasn't that good-looking up 

close anyway. 

I walked into the store and found her in an aisle looking at mailing 

envelopes. 

"Hey, maybe you can help me settle a debate I'm having," I told her. As 

I recited the Maury Povich opener, I noticed that she was even more beauti- 

ful at close range. I had stumbled across a genuine 10. And I had to follow 

protocol and neg her. 

"I know this is wrong to say," I blurted, "but I: grew up on Bugs Bunny 

cartoons as a child, and you have the most adorable Bugs Bunny overbite." 

I was worried I'd gone too far. I'd made the neg up on the spot and was 
probably about to get slapped. But she actually grinned. "After all those 
years of braces, my mom's going to be mad," she replied. She was flirting 
back with me. 

I performed the ESP routine, and fortunately she picked seven. She was 
amazed. I asked her what she did for work, and she said she was a model 

and hosted a show on TNN. The longer we talked, the more she seemed to 

the conversation. But as I noticed the material working, 1 became ner- 

vous. I couldn't believe that a woman who looked like this was into me. 

Everyone in Office Depot was staring at us. I couldn't go on. 
<?'m late for an appointment," I told her. My hands were shaking from 

nemes. " ~ u t  what steps can we take to continue this conversation?" 

This was Mystery's number-close routine. A pickup artist never gives a 

girl his phone number, because she might not call. A PUA must make a 

woman comfortable enough to give him her number. He must also avoid 

asking for it directly, because she could always say no, and instead lead her 

to suggest the idea herself. 
"I could give you my number," she offered. 

She wrote down her name, followed by her number and e-mail address. 

I couldn't believe it. 
"I don't go out much, though," she warned, as an afterthought. Maybe 

she was already having regrets. 

When I returned home, I pulled the scrap of paper out of my pocket 

and placed it in front of the computer. Since she was supposedly a model, I 

wanted to look for a picture of her online. She had only given me her first 

name, Dalene, but fortunately her e-mail address contained her last name, 

Kurtis. I typed the words into Google, and nearly a hundred thousand re- 
sults came up. 

1 had just number-closed the reigning Playmate of the Year. 
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(<Okay. I beat off, clean up, and then pull up my underwear, right?" He 

I sat in front of my phone and stared at Dalene Kurtis's number every eve- 

ning. But I couldn't bring myself to call. I wasn't confident and good- 

looking enough for this perfect specimen of femininity. I mean, what was 1 

going to do on a date with her? 

I remember meeting a girl named Elisa for lunch at a summer job when 

I was seventeen. I was so nervous, I couldn't stop my hands from shaking or 

my voice from quavering. And the more awkward I became, the more un- 

comfortable she grew. By the time the food arrived, I was too self-conscious 

even to chew in front of her. It was a disaster-and it wasn't even a date. So 

what hope did I have with the Playmate of the Year? 

There's a word for this: unworthiness. I felt unworthy. 

So 1 waited three days to call, then put it off to the next day, and then 

decided that calling on the weekend would sound like I had no social life, so 

I figured I'd call her Monday. And by then a week had passed. She'd proba- 

bly forgotten about me. We'd talked for ten minutes at most, and it had 

been, admittedly, a soft close. I was just some weird, interesting guy she had 

met in an office-supply store. There was no reason this woman, who could 

have her choice of any man in the hemisphere, would want to see me again. 

So 1 never called. 

I was my own worst enemy. 

My first legitimate success didn't come until a week later. Extramask, 

from Mystery's workshop, dropped by my apartment in Santa Monica 

unannounced one Monday night. He was very excited because he'd just 

made a fascinating discovery. 

"I always used to think jerking off and pain came hand in hand," he an- 
nounced the moment I opened the door. 

Extramask looked different. He had dyed and spiked his hair, pierced 
his ears, and bought rings, a necklace, and punk-looking clothes. He actu- 
ally appeared cool. In his hands, he had an Anthony Robbins book, Unlim- 
ited Power. We were clearly on the same path. 

"What are you talking about?" I asked. 

walked inside and flopped onto my couch. 

cy guess I follow." 

" ~ u t  what I didn't realize until yesterday was that I still had cum in my 

penis hole. So I'd go to sleep, and the cum would harden in my cockhole. 

Then I'd wake up in the morning and take a pee, but the pee wouldn't come 

out.n He put a hand on his crotch and wiggled it to illustrate the point. "So 

1 ~d push harder and a chunk of jizz would fly out of my penis and smash 

into the wall or some shit." 

"You're out of your mind." I'd never experienced or even heard of 

I this phenomenon before. Extramask was the strange result of a repres- 

sive Catholic education and an expansive stand-up comedy ambition. I 
could never tell if he was experiencing serious angst or just trying to en- 

tertain me. 
"It hurt like a fucker," he continued. "It was so bad I even stopped jerk- 

ing off for a week because I didn't want the pain. But last night I squeezed 

that shit right out of the cock as soon as I blew a load." 

"And now you can masturbate to your heart's delight?" 

"Exactly," he said. "And I haven't even told you the good news yet." 

"I thought that was the good news." 

He raised his voice excitedly. "I can pee beside people now! It's all about 

confidence. So the stuff I learned in Mystery's workshop isn't just for chicks 
after all." 

"That's true." 

"It's used for pissing too." 

We drove to La Salsa for burritos. At a table nearby, there was an attrac- 

tive but slightly unkempt woman stuffing receipts into a bulging Filofax. 

She had long, curly brown hair; tiny ferret-like features; and immense 

breasts that refused to be concealed by her sweatshirt. I broke the three- 
second rule by about two hundred and fifty seconds but finally worked up 

the confidence to approach. I didn't want to look like an AFC in front of 
Extramask. 

"I've been taking a course in handwriting analysis," I told her. "While 
we're waiting for our food, do you mind if I practice on you?" She looked at 

me skeptically but then decided I was harmless and consented. I handed her 
my notebook and told her to write a sentence in it. 

"Interesting," I said. "Your handwriting has no slant. It's straight up 



I and down, which means you're a self-sufficient person and don't always "what is that!" she asked. 
need to be around others to feel good about yourself." 

1 made sure she was nodding in agreement, and then continued. This 

was a technique I had learned from a book on cold-reading that exposed the 

truisms and body-language-reading techniques that sham psychics use. 

"You don't have a great organizational system to your writing, which means 

that in general you're not good at keeping yourself organized and sticking 

to a schedule." 

With each tidbit I told her, she leaned in closer and nodded her head 

more vigorously. She had a wonderful smile and was easy to talk to. She'd 

just finished a comedy class nearby, she said, and offered to read me some 

jokes from her notebook. 

"I open my shows with this one," she said after my analysis. "I just got 

back from the gym, and boy are my arms tired." This was her opener. She 

had it on a cheat sheet that she kept in her back pocket. Picking up women, 

I realized, was a lot like stand-up comedy or any other performing art. They 

each require openers, routines, and a memorable close, plus the ability to 

make it all seem new every time. 

She said she was spending the night at a hotel in town, so I offered to 

drive her there. As I dropped her off, I pointed to my cheek and said, "Kiss 

goodbye." She kissed my cheek. Extramask kicked the back of my seat excit- 

edly. Then I told her I had work to do, but that I'd call her for a drink when 

I was finished. 

"Do you want to go out clubbing with Vision and me tonight?%xtra- 

mask asked after she left. 

"No, I should see this girl." 

"Well, I'm going out anyway," he said. "But when I get home afterward, 
I'm going to pound out the biggest batch thinking about that girl who just 

kissed you." 

Before leaving to pick her up that night, I printed one of the forbidden 

Ross Jeffries patterns Grimble had e-mailed me. I was determined to make 

up for my recent mistake. 

We went to a dive bar and had a drink. She had changed into a frayed 
blue sweater and saggy jeans, which made her look somewhat dumpy. 
Nonetheless, I was happy to be on an actual date with a woman I'd picked up. 
Finally, I had an opportunity to experiment with more advanced material. 

"There's a way," I told her, "that you can bring better focus to your 
goals and your life." I felt like Grimble in T.G.I. Friday's. 

' ~ 1 ~ ~ ~  a visualization exercise. A friend taught it to me. 1 don't know it by 

heart, but I can read it to you." 

She wanted to hear it. 
K G ~ ~ ~ . "  I said, as 1 unfolded the paper with the pattern on it and began 

reading, "Maybe you can try to remember the last time you felt happiness or 

pleasure. AS you feel it now, where in your body are those feelings!" 
She pointed to the center of her chest. 

"And how good does it feel on a scale of one to ten?" 

"Seven." 
"Okay, now, as you focus in on this feeling right here, notice that you 

can begin now to see a color flowing from this feeling. What is the color!" 

"Purple," she said, as she closed her eyes. 
"Good, now what would it be like if you were to allow all of the purple 

flowing from that spot to fill with warmth and intensity? With each breath 

that you take, I want you to let the purple grow just a little bit brighter." 
Her body began to relax; I could see her chest rise and fall through her 

sweater. 1 was doing it now-evoking a response like the one I had seen Ross 

Jeffries get at California Pizza Kitchen. I continued with the pattern more 

confidently, making the color expand and grow in intensity inside her as 

she fell deeper into trance. I imagined Twotimer mouthing the word evil in 
the background. 

"How do you feel now, on a scale of one to ten?" I asked. 

"Ten," she said. I guess it was working. 

Then I had her shrink the color to a tiny purple pea that contained all 

the power and intensity of the pleasure she was feeling. I had her place the 
imaginary pea in my hand. Then I traced my hand all along her body, first at 
a distance and then lightly touching it. 

"Notice how my touch can become like a paintbrush, transferring 

those colors and that sensation up your wrist, through your arm, and to the 
surface of the face." 

To be honest, I had no idea whether this was turning her on or not. She 
i was listening, and she seemed to be enjoying it, but she didn't start sucking 

my fingers like the girl in Grimble's story. In fact, 1 felt not only a little stu- 

pid but also lecherous using the pretext of hypnosis to touch her. I didn't 
like these forbidden patterns. I got into the game to learn confidence, not 
mind control. 

I stopped and asked her what she thought. "It felt good," she said, and 



smiled her ferret smile. I couldn't tell whether she was humoring me or not, 

but I suppose most people are willing to try something new if it seems safe. 

1 folded the piece of paper, put it in my pocket, and drove her back to 

her hotel. But instead of dropping her off, I pulled into the garage. We 

climbed out of the car, and I followed her to her room. I was too scared to 

say a word, afraid she might suddenly turn on me and ask, "Why are you 

following me!" But she seemed to have mentally consented: It looked like 

we were going to have sex tonight. I couldn't believe my luck. After all that 

practice, I was finally getting results. 

According to Mystery, it takes roughly seven hours for a woman to be 

comfortably led from meet to sex. These seven hours can take place all in 

one night, or over several days: approaching and talking for an hour; speak- 

ing on the phone for an hour; meeting for drinks for two hours; talking on 

the phone for another hour; and then, on the next meeting, hanging out for 

two more hours before going to bed together. 

Waiting seven hours or more is what Mystery calls solid game. But oc- 

casionally a woman either goes out with the specific intention of taking 

someone home, or can be easily led to sex in a shorter amount of time. Mys- 

tery calls this fool's mate. I had spent an hour with this girl at La Salsa and 

two hours at the bar. I was about to experience my first fool's mate. 

She put the card key in the lock of her room and the green light 

appeared-an omen, I felt, of the night of passion to come. She opened the 

door, and I followed her inside. She sat on the foot of the bed-just like in 

the movies-and pulled her shoes off. First the left, then the right. She was 

wearing white socks, which I found rather endearing. She flexed the toes of 

both feet upward, then curled them downward as she collapsed backward 

on the bed. 

I took a step toward her, prepared to fall on her in an embrace. But sud- 

denly the foulest smell I have ever encountered assalled my nostrils. It hter- 

ally pushed me backward. It was the exact rancid-cheese smell that 

homeless alcoholics on New York subways have. The kind that clears the 

whole subway car. No matter how many steps back I took, the intensity of 

the smell did not diminish. It filled the entire room, every available space. 

I looked at her, lying back on the bed, wanton, oblivious. It was her feet. 
Her feet were stinking up the room. 

I had to get out of there. 

Evev night afer outings and dates, seduction students and masters post online 
break,downs of their experiences, called field reports. The goals in chronicling their 
,&ventures vary: Some want help with mistakes, others want to share new techniques, 
and a few just want to brag. 

The day after my misadventure with the stinkyzy-footed comedian, Extramask 
posted afield repon online. Evidently, he had experienced his own odd adventure 
that same night. His time in the seduction community had already paid 08 He 
could pee in toilet stalls next to other men; he could masturbate without hurting 
himself; and, now, at the age of twenty-six, he had finally lost his virginity- 
though not in the way he expected. 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Field Report-l F-closed a Girl! 

AUTHOR: Extramask 

I, Extramask, have f-closed a girl for the first time--eliminating my virgin status 

(even though I didn't blow my load). I'll start from the beginning. 

On Monday, I went sarging with Vision. We went to this three-story club 

that had about fifteen rooms, each with its own individual bar. We pretty much 

sarged the whole place. 

Overall for the night, I was feeling out of state, and it was reflecting in my 

sarges. I wasn't doing as well as I normally do. I went to the second floor and 

found Vision. Some girl was wearing his scarf and he couldn't find her. SO I 
was talking to him about this, and then this girl, WideFace, walked by and 

gave me serious eye contact. She said, "Hi." 

Chicks rarely open me, so I said to her, "Hey, have you seen this guy's 

scarf?" 

I just talked bullshit. I knew it didn't matter what I said by the look on her 

wide face. 

After scarf chat: 



WIDEFACE: You are very beautiful [spoken with a quarter Chinese/quarter 

English/quarter rich Chinese/quarter Zsa Zsa Gabor accent). 

EXTRAMASK: Is that right? Thank you. 

WIDEFACE: So, when did you get here? 

~~~ven ient ly ,  WideFace forgot about the pizza and accidentally passed by 

+he store. We dropped her friend off, and I moved to the front seat. I was 

looking at her mediocre body thinking, 'This is cool. I'm gonna get to touch all 

of that shit." 

As you can see, the conversation was lame, but I knew it was on. I knew if I 

ran my routines on her, then I'd be going backward in the surge. 

We talked about standard shit: work, what we did tonight, brief history 

of ourselves, etc. We moved to a location that wasn't as crowded. (She 

requested the move.) As we stood around chatting, Vision gave me social 

proof by occasionally walking by and patting me on the shoulder and shit like 

that. It all helps. 

WIDEFACE: What are you looking for tonight? 

EXTRAMASK: [Thinking: Holy Shit-l think I'm gonna get laid.) 

EXTRAMASK: I don't know. What are you looking for? 

WIDEFACE: I am looklng for excltement. 

EXTRAMASK: Yeah, I'm looking for excltement too (spoken casually). 

WIDEFACE: Would you like to come with my friend and me? 

EXTRAMASK: Sure, lust let me tell my friend that I'm leaving 

WIDEFACE: Okay, I'll be right over there. ) 

I went looking for V~sion 

EXTRAMASK: Dude, it's on. I think I'm gonna get laid , 

VISION: Go, go. Get out of here. 

Okay, so I found WideFace and her Serbian girlfriend We held hands and 

walked to her car, which was a bout flfteen minutes away I was pretty nervous 

about the whole thlng Then I calmed the fuck down 

What did we talk about on the way to her car2 Nothlng much, lust lame 

talk about how cold it was, what I do, and other general chitchat It was so 

implied that this was a onenight stand We got to her car and her friend sa~d 

she wanted pizza. Here's what Extramask was thlnklng: 

EXTRAMASK: FUCK PIZZA, YOU STUPID BITCH. I'M A VIRGIN AND I 
WANT TO GET LAID FUCKING N O W  G O  TAKE YOUR O W N  

CAR AND GET YOUR O W N  FUCKING PIZZA. 

-- -- 

- 
Again, the conversation in the car wasn't about sex It was lame chthat. 

When I previously asked her what course she was taklng In school, she said, 

o~ f I I  tell you later" I asked her t h s  about three times, and each time she got 

I more frustrated wlth me I dldn't care It fucklng bugged me that this was the 
only thmg she wouldn't tell me 

I She ended up telling me when we were alone In her car It was some 

lam0 general college course It was a nonlssue Then she told me her "dream 

" I asked her about ~t, even though I dldn't give a shit 

WIDEFACE: I want to be a pollce offlcer 

EXTRAMASK: [Th~nk~ng You'd be the worst police officer on the planet. 

You'll never be a police offlcer 

EXTRAMASK: Why don't you pursue your dream? 

WIDEFACE: Blah blah blah, drivel drivel drivel, iibber iabber iibber iabber. 

We got to her place. She lives in the penthouse of this big fucking condo with 

a roommate. Her room was fucking huge. She had this big Trinitron TV in it. 

She told me to choose some music, because she was going to the bathroom 

for a bit. I put on some hip-hop channel since she said she liked that kind of 

stuff earlier. 

She came out in her pajamas. I pinned her to the ground and bukkaked 

her! No, seriously . . . she came out in her paiamas and told me I could 

go use the bathroom. I didn't need to, but I figured this was part of the 

whole sex thing, so I went. Remember, brothers, I was virgin at this point- 

I had no clue. So I went to the bathroom and just kinda stood there. I didn't 

wash my cock or anything. The only thing I thought of doing was calling 

Vision to tell him that I was about to fuck her, but I thought that would be 

lame. 

SO, I was thinking, should I walk out totally nude? Hmm. I decided to walk 

out the same way I went in, which was wearing everything except for my dress 

shirt. Imagine if I walked out totally nude with o throbbing boner iust pulsating 

in the air? 

The lights were off. She was lying on the bed. I walked over and started 

making out with her. I kissed her neck and her earlobes. Then she took my 



hand and Put if on her right boobiel So I started rubbing that whle kissing her, I was sitting there pumping this girl missionary style for fifteen minutes 

Then s~mehow I started rubbing her vagina (over her paiamas) She was genlng no feeling 
moaning and shlt. So I took my pants off, but I left my underwear on She was all moaning and shit, and I'm lust pumplng away like a tool So I 

I bet you fuckers didn't think I'd be wr~t~ng this much detail, did you? decided to move her around and try some positions-lust like in the porno 

So I was kissing her and rubblng her poon down. This was pretv hard, I 
couldn't concentrate on kissing her and rubbing her at the same time, I was I had her on top. I had always fantasized about this So she was on top of 
doing my best though. ,, and I was thinking, "Holy shlt, thls fucking hurts My cock 1s gonna fucklng 

She started rubbing my cock, and it felt pretty cool to t .  snap off " 
,qjer about two minutes, I changed positions because it hurt so much I got 

WIDEFACE: Fuck me Extramask. her into doggy-style posit~on I thought t h ~ s  would be interesting So I had her 
EXTRAMASK: Okay. from behind and I was try~ng to find the slot, but I couldn't. I was slttlng there 

fishlng around her ass and upper legs looklng for the entry. It was horrible, lust 

So I tore off my fucking underwear. I kneeled there on her bed with my like the sex I couldn't find the hole She started to whine because of the long 

rock-hard boner pulsating, t h r ~ b b i n ~ - ~ o ~  know it delcly I was thinking, "You're whin1ng2 Calm ~t down, Ch~na-ser~ously." I 

wasn't gett~ng any arousal out of this deal. 
WIDEFACE: Put on a condom. I have one. I got it in for two strokes, then ~t popped out. Then she started whining 

EXTRAMASK: I have one of my own. again. So I switched positions and, for some reason, I went to the her-on-top 

position again. Dumb move, Extramask I feared my cock would break right the 

I didn't want to use hers. I was freaked out about it for some reason, Ilke she fuck off After about four minutes of that, we went back to mlsslonary, and I 
would sabotage it or some shit. slammed her hard. 

Hey, she sa~d she wanted it 
WIDEFACE: What brand2 I was saylng shlt like 
EXTRAMASK: Sher k "You like that2" 

"Say my namel" 

Again. I was a virgin at this polnt and I didn't know how to properk put a "You l~ke it hard?" 

Keep in m~nd, I was bored out of my mind during this whole experience. I 
was pretty disappointed. LOL. 

EXTRAMASK: Put the condom on, it turns me on. After th~rty minutes: 

WIDEFACE: Change your condom. 

She couldn't get the condom on, SO she went to get hers. As she went and got EXTRAMASK: (Th,nk,ng: I guess this is something you do after a half hour of 

hers, I ended up getting my own on. Then I fucked her! I sex. But overall I was pissed that the sex wasn't over.) 

I fucked her and fucked her and fucked her and fucked her and fucked her 
and fucked her. So I took my condom off and opened a new one. 

Fhout fifteen minutes into the whole thing, I was thinking, ' ~ h ~ ~  fucking 

sucks. This is fucklng sex2 I hate this. I want to leave." I Iegtlmately to WIDEFACE: What are you do1ng2 
leave. I was thinking, "I busted my fucking balls for months for thlszn EXTRAMASK: I'm putting on another condom. 



WIDEFACE: Why? 

EXTRAMASK: I thought you said you wanted me to? 

r 

1, I didn't want to fuck her again. 

WIDEFACE: NO. 2, It was o b ~ ~ o ~ s  this was a one-night stand. 

I didn't care. I was happy with that. just to be on the safe side, I made sure I wrote down her exact address 

So then we lust lay naked together and klssed a bit She wanted to when 1 left-just in case I forgot s h ~ t  there. I would rather have it than not have if. 

cuddle I dldn't really want to, but I did. so that!s it. I stuck my junk In a chick. I lost my virg~n~ty. The sex was 

This was a mistake on my part. After sex I should have ripped my condom horrible I felt a bit d~rty and used after the act. 

off. sat on her bed, and jerked off until complet~on I should have wocked my overall, I don't feel any d~fferent compared to when I was a virgin. 

load all over the place, her face, and her Trinltron n/ set. However, I believe this will help me subconsciously in my surges I mean, I've 

had sex now, I know this. So from here on in, any g~rl  I chat with, 1'11 be even 

WIDEFACE: Lie down and rest for five minutes. Then I will call a cab, more like, "Who gives a fuck2 I don't need what you got." 

EXTRAMASK: What2 Five mlnutes? Why are you trying to rush me out of 

here? -Extramask 

WIDEFACE: No, I didn't mean it lrke that. It's lust good to rest after sex for 
five minutes 

EXTRAMASK: What's with the five minutes thlng2 , 
WIDEFACE: N o  Just relax. 

EXTRAMASK: But why five minutes? 

Five minutes later she called a cab. She was on hold with the cab company, 

and she started getting all frustrated because she had to wait, which was 

annoying. So I got ready to leave. 

I chatted with her a bit more. She said she noticed in the club that I had 

lots of energy. She liked it. I 
WIDEFACE: What are you going to do now? (It was 3:30 A.M.] 

EXTRAMASK: I'm going to another club to hook up with my friends. (I got 

even more energetic. I jumped around.) 

She totally didn't like that I sad I was going out again. And I really wasn't. I 

lust lied to her. I did it because I was pissed that she was trying to get rid of 

me so quickly. Overall, I wanted to leave her place immediately-I lust wanted 

to leave on my terms. 

So the cab arrived and I left her place We kissed about three times 

before my exit 

I didn't get her number because: 



7 
,..I. nr Several hours at our next meeting), I was too scared to break the rap- 

How do you kiss a girl? 

The distance between you and her is just three inches. It's not a long 

stretch, by any standard. You barely even have to move your body to bridge 

the gap. Yet it is the most difficult three inches a man has to move in his life. 

It is the moment when the male must concede all the privileges that are his 

birthright; put his pride, ego, esteem, and hard work aside; and just hope- 

hope that she doesn't deflect it with her cheek or, even worse, the let's-just- 

be-friends speech. 

As I went out every night training to wing Mystery's workshop, I soon 

developed a routine that worked-at least to a point. Rejection wasn't an 

option. I knew how to open a group, respond to most contingencies, and 

leave with a phone number and a plan to meet again. 

Every time I went home, I reviewed the events of the night, looking for 

parts of a sarge that I could have done better. If the approach didn't work, I 

thought of ways to improve it-angles of advance, backturns, takeaways, 

time constraints. If I didn't get the phone number, I didn't blame it on the 

girl for being cold or bitchy, as so many other sargers did. I blamed myself 

and analyzed every word, gesture, and reaction until I pinpointed a tactical 

error. 

I had read in a book called Introducing NLP that there is no such thing ~ as failure, only learning lessons. I wanted the learning lessons to take place 

in my head, so that in the field I was flawless. 1 would have to prove myself 

to Mystery's students, just as Sin had proven himself to me. And one public 

failure would discredit everything. The students would post reviews saying 

that Style was an imposter, a joke. 

But there was still one problem I couldn't work through. Though an 
opener, a neg, and a demonstration of higher value were enough to get any- 

one's phone number, I had no idea what to do next. No one had taught me. 
I mean, I technically knew the words of the Mystery kiss-close: "Would 

you like to kiss me?" But I was too petrified to actually speak them. After 
spending so much time bonding with a girl (whether for a half hour in a 

ClUU -- - 
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and trust I had built. Unless she gave me a clear indication that she was 

saually interested in me, I felt like trying to kiss her would drsappoint her 

md she'd think I was just like all the other guys. 
1, was such stupid AFC thinking. There was still a nice guy lurking in 

my head that I had to get rid of. But, unfortunately, there wasn't going to be 
time to do so before Belgrade. 



I'd learned several sleights of hand, a principle of magic called equivoque, 

the fundamentals of rune reading, and a way to make lit cigarettes disap- 

pear. It had been the most productive plane trip of my life. And now Mystery 

and I were in Belgrade at probably the worst time of the year. Ice and slush 

lay heavy on the street as Marko drove us to his apartment in a silver 1987 

Mercedes that had a habit of stalling every time he put it into second gear. 

Mystery, hair unwashed and held back in a greasy ponytail, fumbled 
through his backpack in the front seat, producing a long black overcoat. He 

had cut away the bottom third of the coat and sewn in its place black fabric 

covered with stars. It looked like something one would wear to a Renais- 

sance fair. Mystery had made his ring himself, too, painting an eyeball on 

the plastic surface. He was clearly more of a geek than I had ever been. His 

greatest illusion was transforming himself into a good-looking player every 

night he went out. 

"You're going to have to shave your head," he said as he looked at me. 

"No thanks. What if I have a strange-shaped skull, or weird marks on 

my head like my dad!" 

"Look at you. You're wearing glasses because your vision sucks. You 

have a hat on to cover a huge bald spot. You're ghostly white. And you look 

like you haven't seen the inside of a gym since grade school. You're doing 

well because you're smart and you're a fast learner. But looks count too. 

You're Style, so start being Style. Just snap: shave your head, get Lasik, join 

a gym." 

He was a very persuasive geek. 

He turned to Marko: "Is there a barbershop around here?" 

Unfortunately, there was. Marko pulled in front of a small building, 
and we walked inside to find an elderly Serbian man presiding over an 

empty shop. Mystery sat me in a chair, told Marko to instruct the barber to 
remove my tumbleweeds, and then supervised the procedure to make sure 
the barber shaved down to the skull. 

"Balding is not a choice, but bald is a choice," he said. "If anyone asks 
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your head is shaved, tell them, 'I used to have it down past my ass, 

but then I realized I was covering up my best feature.' " He laughed. "Or you 

say, 'Well, most Greco-Roman wrestlers shave their heads." I made a 

mental note to add both replies to my cheat sheet. 
When the barber finished, I looked in the mirror and saw a chemo pa- 

tient staring back at me. 
" ~ t  looks good," Mystery said. "Let's see if there's a tanning salon 

around here. We'll have you looking like a thug in no time." 
"Okay. But I'm not getting Lasik in Serbia." 

MY first thought once I was shaven-headed and tan was: What took me 

so long? 1 looked much better. I had transformed from a 5 to a 6.5 on the at- 

tractiveness scale. This trip was turning out to be a good idea. 
Marko looked as if he could use a makeover himself. A big-boned six 

foot three, he was much stockier than most Serbians, with an olive com- 

plexion and the out-of-proportion head of a Peanuts character. He wore an 

overcoat that was one size too big, a thick gray Brooks Brothers sweater 

with flecks ofwhite, and a cream-colored turtleneck that actually made him 

look like a turtle. 

Marko had been unable to live his dream of being a high-society so- 

cialite after graduating from college in America, so he'd moved to a smaller 

pond, Serbia, where his father was a well-known artist. 

He drove us to his one-bedroom apartment, which contained only a cot 

and a twin bed. Because there was no sleeping bag or even a couch, we 

agreed to take turns sharing the larger bed. 

While Mystery showered, Marko pulled me aside. 

"What are you doing with this guy?" 
"What do you mean?" 

"I mean, he's totally superficial. We went to the Latin School of 
Chicago. We went to Vassar College. This is not the kind of guy who can fit 

in at these places. He's not one of us." 

"I know. I know. You're right. But trust me, this guy will change your 
life." 

"Well," Marko said. "We'll see. I met a girl last month who's different 
than all the rest, and I want to do it right. So make sure Mystery doesn't 
ruin it with all his pickup tricks and embarrass me." 

Marko hadn't dated a single woman since he'd moved to Belgrade. But 
a few months ago, through friend of his, he'd met a girl named Goca, and 



"Have you slept with her yet?" I asked him. 

"No. I haven't even kissed her." 
1 "Dude, you're behaving like a total AFC. One day a guy is going to walk 
I up to her in a club, say, 'Do you think magic spells work? and take her 

home. She wants an adventure. She wants to have sex. All girls do." 

"Well," Marko said, "she's different from all those girls. People have 

more class here than they do in L.A." 

The PUAs have a name for this: They call it one-itis. It's a disease AFCs 

get: They become obsessed with a girl they're neither dating nor sleeping 

with, and then start acting so needy and nervous around her that they 

end up driving her away. The cure for one-itis, PUAs like to say, is to go out 

and have sex with a dozen other girls-and then see if this flower is still so 

special. 

The prop bag I wore to the Belgrade workshop was black, Armani, and the 

size of a hardcover novel, with a single shoulder strap so that it could be 

1 slung artfully across my torso. With so many magic tricks, gimmicks, and 

other tools of the trade necessary to use in the field, it was impossible to fit 

everything into just four pants pockets. So nearly every PUA in the game 

had a prop bag. The contents of mine were as follows: 

1 PACK OF GUM, WRIGLEY'S BIG RED 

No matter how good your game is, you're not going to get a kiss- 

close if your breath reeks. 

1 PACK OF CONDOMS, TROJAN, LUBRICATED 

Necessary not only in case you have sex but also for the psycho- 

logical boost of knowing you're prepared to. 

1 PENCIL, 1 PEN 

For writing down phone numbers, taking notes, performing 

magic tricks, and analyzing handwriting. 

1 PIECE OF DRYER LINT 

For the lint opener: Walk up to a woman, stop, wordlessly remove 

lint (hidden in the palm of your hand) from her clothing, ask, 

"How long has that been there?," then hand her the piece of lint. 

1 ENVELOPE OF PRESELECTED PHOTOS 

For Mystery's photo routine. 

1 DIGITAL CAMERA 

For Mystery's hgital photo routine: First take a photo of yourself 

and a girl smiling, then another one striking a serious pose, and, 



finally, one kissing (on the cheek or lips). Afterward, look through 

the photos with her. At the final photo, say, "We make a good cou- 

ple, don't we!" If she agrees, you're in. 

1 BOX OF TIC TACS 

For the Tic Tac routine: Put two Tic Tacs in your hand. Eat one 

very slowly. Then feed the second one to her. If she accepts it, say, 

"There's something I forgot to tell you. I'm an Indian giver. I want 

my Tic Tac back." Then kiss her. 

LIP BALM, COVERUP, EYELINER, BLOTTING PAPER 

Optional male makeup. 

CHEAT SHEET, THREE PAGES 

One page of favorite routines for quick reference. Two pages of 

new routines and lines to practice. 

1 SET OF WOODEN RUNES I N  CLOTH BAG 

For rune readings. 

1 NOTEBOOK 

For phone numbers, notes, magic tricks, and Ross Jeffries's crappy 

sketch artist opener, in which you very seriously draw a portrait of 

a girl, tell her "your beauty has inspired me to high art," and then 

show her a stick figure with a title like, "Semipretty Girl in Coffee 

Shop, 2005." 

1 KRYPTOLIGHT NECKLACE 

Glow in the dark necklace, for peacocking. 

2 SETS OF FAKE EAR AND LIP PIERCINGS 

Optional body adornment. 

1 SMALL DIGITAL RECORDER 

For surreptitiously recording sarges to play back and critique 
afterward. 

2 SPARE CHEAP NECKLACES, 2 SPARE THUMB RINGS 

TO give to girls as gifts after a number-close. Ask, "You're not a 

thief, are you?" Then slowly remove your necklace or thumb ring, 
put it on her, kiss her, and say, "This is still mine. It's something 

to remember me by. I want it back next time I see you." After she 

leaves, replace your jewelry with a spare from the bag, 

I 1 SMALL BLACKLIGHT 

For pointing out lint and dandruff on girls' clothing-a neg. 

4 SAMPLE BOTTLES OF DIFFERENT COLOGNES 

For smelling good. And for the cologne opener: Spritz a different 

cologne on each wrist. Then have a girl smell your wrists and 

choose a favorite. Afterward, mark her choice on the appropriate 

wrist with a pen. Tally the results at the end of the night to find 

the best scent for yourself. 

VARIOUS MAGIC TRICKS 

For bending forks, making cigarettes vanish, and levitating beer 
bottles. 

Yes, I was bringing out the big guns. It was an important night-my 

first workshop as a wing-and I needed to prove myself. 

I had neglected to tell Mystery that his standard workshop fee was half 

the annual salary of the average Serbian, so most of our students were from 

out of the country. They met us at Ben Akiba, a lounge just off the central 

I square in Belgrade. Exoticoption was an American who had taken a train 

from Florence, Italy, where he was going to school; Jerry was a ski instructor 

from Munich, Germany; and Sasha was a local who had been studying in 
Austria. 

T Strangers size each other up in seconds: a hundred tiny details, from 
! dress to body language, combine to create a first impression. Mystery's 

task-and now mine-was to fine-tune the details and make PUAs out of 
1 these three. 

Exoticoption was cool; in fact, he was trying so hard to be cool that it 
was going to work against him. Jerry had a great sense of humor but came 
off on first impression as boring. And Sasha-well, he was badly in need of 



I repair. Just socializing was going to be a challenge for him: He looked like a sasha did the worst. He fumbled through his openers, stared at his 

I big baby goose with acne. shoes, and lacked even a modicum of confidence. Girls listened to him only 

This time, it was my turn to go around the table and ask, "What's your ofpoliteness. 

score!" and "What are your sticking points!" and "How many girls would the bar, I noticed a delicate black-haired girl and a tall blonde with a 

you like to sleep with?" perfect fake tan, deep dimples, and hair in Bo Derek braids. They radiated en- 

Exoticoption, who was twenty, had been with two women. "I have the and confidence. This was not going to be an easy set. So I gave it to Sasha. 

balls to approach, and I did pull some hons in the past," he began, draping "GO into the two-set over there," I instructed him. It didn't take any 

his left arm casually over a neighboring seat. "But my sticking point is the at- game to send guys into sets. "Tell them you're showing some friends from 

tract phase. Even when I get vibes that I attract them, I still don't close." America around and want suggestions for good clubs to take them to." 

I Jerry, who was thirty-three, had been with three women. "I can work 

coffee shops and most other low-noise environments, but I'm uncomfort- 

able in clubs." 

And Sasha, who was twenty-two, said he had been with one woman, 

though we suspected he was exaggerating by one. "I'm into the game be- 

cause it's like Dungeons and Dragons. When I learn a neg or a routine, it's 

like getting a new spell or a staff that I can't wait to use." 

One by one, they placed their fears, and their voice recorders, on the 

~t was a crash-and-burn mission. Sasha meekly approached them from 

behind and tried several times to get them to notice him. Once he had their 1 
attention, it was a struggle for him to keep it. Like many guys, he didn't 

communicate with energy. All those years of insecurity and social ostracism 

had chased his spirit and joy of life deep within his body. Whenever he 

opened his mouth, there was no need for anyone to strain to make out his 

faint mumblings. The message was clear: "I was built to be ignored." 

"Go in," Mystery said to me as he watched Sasha flounder with the Bo 

them open sets: watched their body language and the responses of the 

women, then gave them feedback: 

table. My job was to get them into the game. I needed to get what was in my 

head into theirs. 

"You were leaning into the set, which showed neediness. Stand up straight 
and rock on your back foot as ifyou might walk away at any moment." 

Derek blonde. 
"What!" 

"You were making them uncomfortable by hovering over them for so long. 
You should have sat down and given yourselfa time consttaint. Say, 7 can 
only stay for a couple minutes because I have to rejoin my fiends soon.' This 
way t h q  won't wony thatyou're going to sit there all night." 

The teaching portion of the workshop was easy. All I had to do was "Go in. Help him out. Show the boys how it's done." 

keep Mystery on track-he loved the sound of his own voice-and give them Fear seizes hold in your chest first. It clamps gently to the top of the 

material. The challenge was going to be the demonstration part. heart, like a vice made of rubber. Then you really feel it. Your stomach 

As we spoke, we sent the boys on missions to various tables. We had churns. Your throat closes. And you swallow, desperately trying to avoid the 
dryness and hoping that when you open your mouth, a confident, clear 

voice will emerge. Even after all my training, I was terrified. 

Women, by and large, are much more perceptive than men. They can 

instantly spot insincerity and bullshit. So a great pickup artist must either 

be congruent with his material-and really believe it-or be a great actor. 

Anyone talking to a woman while simultaneously worrying about what she 
thinks of him is going to fail. Anyone caught thinking about getting into a 

woman's pants before she starts thinking about what's in his pants is going 
to fail. And most men fall into this category. Sasha does. I do. We can't help 

it: It's our nature. 
Mystery calls it dynamic social homeostasis. We are constantly buffeted 

about by, on one hand, our overwhelming desire to have sex with a girl and, 

on the other, the need to protect ourselves when approaching. The reason 
this fear exists, he says, is because we are wired evolutionarily for a tribal ex- 

A set is a group of people in a publ~c place. A two-set is a group of two people; a three-set is 
three people, and so on. istence, where everyone in the community knows when a man is rejected by 



a woman. He is then ostracized and his genes, as Mystery puts it, are un- 

apologetically weeded out of existence. 
As I approached, I tried to push the fear out of my chest and rationally 

assess the situation. Sasha's problem was his body position. Both women 

were facing the bar, and he had approached from behind. So they had to 

turn around to respond. 

But if they wanted to get rid of him, all they had to do was to turn back 

toward the bar, and he'd be shut out. 

"Hi," I rasped. I cleared my throat. "I'm the friend Sasha was telling you 

about. So what clubs did you recommend?" 
I could sense a silent sigh of relief from all parties that someone had 

come in to make things less awkward. 

"Well, Reka is a fun place for dinner," the black-haired girl said. "And 

along the waterfront there are some great boats, like Lukas, Kruz, and Exil. 

Underground and Ra are fun too, though they're not the kinds of places I 

go to." 

"Hey, as long as we're talking, I want to get your opinion on some- 

thing." I was on familiar ground now. "Do you think spells work?" 

By now, I was getting used to telling the spells opener-a story about a 

friend who fell in love with a woman after she surreptitiously cast an attrac- 

tion spell on him. So while my mouth moved, my brain thought strategy. I 

needed to reposition myselfnext to the Bo Derek blonde. Yes, I was going to 
steal my student's girl. It's not like he had a chance with her anyway. 

When I finished, 1 said, "I'm asking because I never believed in that 

stuff before, but 1 had an amazing experience recently. Heren-I addressed 
the blonde-"let me show you something." 

1 maneuvered myself around to the other side of their stools, so that I 

was next to my target. 

I looked back. Mystery and the other two students were watching me as 
I approached. I had to work the angles right. So I came in from the left side 
of the bar, next to the black-haired girl-the obstacle, as Mystery would say. 



Now that 1 was one-on-one with her, I still needed to sit down; other- 

wise she'd eventually get uncomfortable with me lurking over her. However, 

there weren't any open stools, so I'd have to improvise. 

"Give me your hands," I told her, "and stand up for a moment." 

As soon as she stood, I wheeled around behind her and slid into her 

seat. Now I was finally in the set, and she was lurking awkwardly on the out- 

side. This was the science of approaching perfectly executed, like a good 

game of chess. 

"I just stole your chair," I laughed. 

She smiled and punched me teasingly in the arm. 
"I'm iust kidding," I continued. "Stay close. We'll t 

The game had begun. 
:ry an ESP experiment. - 

But I can only stay for a moment. Then you can have your chair back." 
Even though I guessed her number wrong (it was ten), she still enjoyed 

the process. As we talked afterward, Mystery walked up to Sasha and told 

him to keep the black-haired woman occupied so she wouldn't pull my tar- 

get away. 
Marko was right: The girls were gorgeous here. They were also extremely 

bright and, much to my relief, spoke better English than I did. I truly en- 

joyed listening to this girl; she was captivating, well-read, and had an MBA. 
When it came time to leave, I told her it would be great to see her again 

before I left. She pulled a pen from her purse and gave me her phone num- 

ber. I could feel Mystery's approval-and the students' acceptance. Style was 

the real deal. 
Sasha was still talking to the black-haired girl, so I whispered in his ear, 

"Tell her we have to go, and ask for her e-mail." He did and, lo and behold, 

she gave it to him. 
We rejoined the group and left the cafk. Sasha was a new man. Flushed 

with excitement, he skipped down the street like a little boy, singing in Ser- 

bian. He was being, in his own awkward way, himself. He'd never gotten a 

girl's e-mail address before. 

"I'm so happy," Sasha raved. "This is probably the best day of my life." 

As anyone who regularly reads newspapers or true-crime books knows, 

a significant percentage of violent crime, from kidnappings to shooting 

sprees, is the result of the frustrated sexual impulses and desires of males. 

By socializing guys like Sasha, Mystery and I were making the world a safer 
place. 

Mystery threw his arm around my neck and pulled my face into his wiz- 

ard's overcoat. "You've done me proud," he said. "It's not just about getting 

the girl. It's about the students seeing it happen and believing it can be 
done." 

It was then that 1 realized the downside to this whole venture. A gulf 
was opening between men and women in my mind. I was beginning to see 

women solely as measuring instruments to give me feedback on how I was 

progressing as a pickup artist. They were my crash-test dummies, identifi- 

able only by hair colors and numbers-a blonde 7, a brunette 10. Even when 

I was having a deep conversation, learning about a woman's dreams and 

war 
set 

Point of view, in my mind 1 was just ticking off a box in my routine marked 

rapport. In bonding with men, 1 was developing an unhealthy attitude to- 

'd the opposite sex. And the most troubling thing about this new mind- 
was that it seemed to be making me more successful with women. 

Marko drove us to Ra, an Egyptian-themed nightclub guarded by two 
concrete statues of Anubis. Inside, it was nearly empty. There were just se- 



I curity guards, bartenders, and a group of nine noisy Serbians clustered on 

barstools around a small circular table. 

We were about to leave when Mystery spied, among the group of Ser- 

bians, a lone girl. She was young and slender with long black hair and a 

red dress that showed off a set of perfectly tapered legs. It  was an impossi- 

ble set: She was surrounded by stocky guys with crewcuts. These were men 

who had clearly been in the military during the war, men who had proba- 

bly killed before, maybe even with their bare hands. And Mystery was go- 

ing in. 

The pickup artist is the exception to the rule. 

"Here," he told me. "Clasp your hands together. And when I say so, act 

as if you can't open them." 

He pretended, through the art of illusion, to seal my hands together. I 

pretended to be amazed. 

The commotion attracted the attention of the bouncers in the club, 

who asked him to try the feat with their hammy fists. Instead, Mystery per- 

formed his watch-stopping illusion for them. Soon, the club manager was 

giving him free drinks and the table of Serbians had halted their conversa- 

tion and were gawking at him, including his target. 

"If you can make a girl envy you," Mystery told the students, "you can 

make a girl sleep with you." 

Two principles were at work. First, he was generating social proof by 

earning the attention and approval of the club staff. And, second, he was 

pawning-in other words, he was using one group to work his way into an- 

other, less approachable group nearby. 

For his coup de grace, Mystery told the club manager he would levitate 

a beer bottle. He approached the table of Serbians, asked to borrow an 

empty bottle, and made it float in the air in front of him for a few seconds. 

Now he was in his target's group. He performed a few illusions for the guys 

and ignored the girl for the requisite five minutes. Then he relented, started 

talking to her, and isolated her to a couch nearby. He had pawned the entire 

club just to meet her. 

Since the girl spoke only a little English, Mystery used Marko as a 
translator. It was a longer set than usual, because Mystery needed to con- 
vince her that he wasn't practicing any form of witchcraft or black magic. 
"Everything you've seen tonight is fake," Mystery finally told her, via 
Marko. "I created all this to meet you. It's a social illusion." 

The two finally exchanged numbers-"I can't promise you anything 

other than good conversation," Mystery instructed Marko to tell her-and 
collected the students to leave the club. However, on our way out, an 

AMOG from the table blocked Mystery's path. He wore a tight black 

T-shirt, exposing a physique that made Mystery's doughy body look femi- 
nine in comparison. 

"So you like Natalija, magic man?" he asked. 

"Natalija? We're going to be seeing each other. Is that okay with you?" 

"She's my girlfriend," the AMOG said. "I want you to stay away from 

her." - 
"That's up to her," Mystery replied, taking a step closer to the AMOG. 

Mystery wasn't backing down. He was an idiot. 
I looked at the AMOG's hands and wondered how many Croatian 

necks he had snapped in his day. 
The AMOG lifted his waistband, exposing the black handle of a pistol. 

"So, magic man, can you bend this?" This was no invitation; it was a threat. 

Marko turned to me, panicked. "He's going to get us killed," he said. 

"Most of the guys at these clubs are ex-soldiers and mobsters. Killing some- 
one over a girl is nothing for them." 

Mystery waved his hand over the AMOG's forehead. "You saw me move 

that beer bottle without touching it," he said. "It weighs eight hundred 

grams. Now imagine what I could do to one tiny brain cell in your head." He 

snapped his fingers to indicate the pop of a brain cell. 

The AMOG looked Mystery in the eyes to see if he was bluffing. Mys- 

tery held his eye contact. One second passed. Two seconds. Three. Four. 

Five. It was killing me. Eight. Nine. Ten. The AMOG lowered his shirt back 

over the gun. 

Mystery had the advantage here: No one in Belgrade had ever seen a 

magician perform live before. They'd only been exposed to magic on televi- 

sion. SO when Mystery disproved in an instant the belief that magic was just 
camera tricks, an older belief replaced it: the superstition that just maybe 
magic is real. 



Some girls are different. 

That's what Marko thought. After everything he'd seen during Mys- 
tery's workshop, he was in no way a convert. Goca wasn't like those other 

girls, he insisted. She came from a good family, she was well-educated, and 

she had morals, unlike that materialistic club trash. 

I'd heard it all before from dozens of guys. And I'd heard just as many 
intelligent women say, "That wouldn't work on me," when I told them 

about the community. Yet minutes or hours later, I'd see them exchanging 

phone numbers-or saliva-with one of the boys. The smarter a girl is, the 

better it works. Party girls with attention deficit disorder generally don't 

stick around to hear the routines. A more perceptive, worldly, or educated 

girl will listen and think, and soon find herself ensnared. 

And so it was that Mystery and I found ourselves out on New Year's Eve 
with Marko and his one-itis, Goca. Marko put on a gray suit, picked her up 

at 8:00 P.M., ran around and opened the car door for her, and handed her a 

dozen roses. She seemed like a bright, successful, well-bred girl. She was 

short with long chestnut hair, gentle eyes, and a smile that arced just a little 

wider on one side. Marko was right: She did look like the marrying kind. 

The restaurant was traditional Serbian fare, heavy on the red peppers 

and red meat. And the music was pure anarchy: Four brass bands wandered 

the rooms, blaring a cacophony of overlapping parade marches. I watched 

Marko and Goca carefully all night, curious to see if this whole dating thing 

worked. 

They sat next to each other awkwardly. Their interaction consisted only 

of the necessary formalities of the evening: the menu, the service, the at- 

mosphere. "Ha ha, wasn't that funny when the waiter gave you my steak?" 

The tension was killing me. 

It wasn't as if Marko was a natural. In grade school he'd never been that 
popular, largely on account of being foreign, having the nickname Pump- 
kinhead, and joining the Young Republican Club. By the time he had grad- 
uated, he was probably worse off than I was: At least I'd kissed a girl. 

Y 

In college, he began taking steps toward relations with the opposite 

,ex. He purchased a leather jacket, invented an aristocratic background for 

himself, put Terence Trent D'Arby braids in his hair, and bought his first 

~ ~ ~ ~ e d e s - B e n z .  The effort earned him some attention, even a few female 

I friends. But it wasn't until junior year that he was finally comfortable 

enough around women to start removing clothes with them, thanks largely 

to a younger student he befriended: Dustin. The taste of those first small 

victories was so sweet that Marko stayed in college for three more years, 
basking in his hard-won popularity. 

One of Marko's more peculiar habits is that he takes hour-long show- 

ers every night. No one has ever come up with a plausible explanation of 

what he does in there, because nothing makes sense-masturbating, for ex- 

ample, doesn't take that long. If you have any theories, please send them to: 

ManOfStyle@gmail.com. 
After watching Marko sit uselessly next to Goca for an hour, I cracked. 

1 grabbed my camera and ran Mystery's digital photo routine on the pair. I 

asked them to take a picture smiling, then one looking serious, and finally a 

passionate picture-kissing, for example. Marko stuck his neck out toward 

her, chicken-like, and pecked. 

"No, a real kiss," I insisted, concluding the routine as the two would- 

be betrothed's lips bumped in what was the clumsiest first kiss I had ever 

witnessed. 

After dinner, Mystery and I terrorized the two-room restaurant, danc- 

ing with the old men, performing magic tricks for the waiters, and flirting 

indiscriminately with the married women. When we returned to the table 

glowing, Goca's eyes met mine; for a moment they seemed to sparkle, as if 

searching for something in my gaze. I could swear it was an 101. 

That night, I was awoken by a warm body climbing under the covers. It 

was my turn to share the bed with Marko, but this wasn't Marko. It was a 

woman's body. I felt a pair of warm hands caress my newly shaven skull. 
"Goca?!" 

"Shh," she said, and sucked my upper lip into her mouth. 
I pulled loose. "But what about Marko?" 
"He's in the shower," she said. 
"Did you and he . . . 2" 

"No," she said with a contempt that surprised me. 
Goca and I had hit it off that night; so had Goca and Mystery. She had 



made a pass at Mystery earlier, and he'd pretended not to notice. But it was 

harder not to notice her when she was in my bed, in my nostrils, in my 

mouth. Sure, she'd had a few drinks, but alcohol has never caused anyone 

to do something they didn't want to. It only enables them to do what 

they've always wanted but repressed. And right now it looked like Goca 

wanted to be with a man who possessed all six of the five characteristics of 

an alpha male. 

Logically, it's easy to say that it's wrong to sleep with a girl your friend 

is pursuing. But when her body is pressed against yours so submissively, 

and you can smell the conditioner in her hair (strawberry), and that storm 

cloud of passion created by her desire has begun gathering around the two 

ofyou, try saying no. It's just too. . . right there. 

I ran my hands beneath her hair and slowly dragged my fingernails up- 

ward along her scalp. A shiver of pleasure ran through her body. Our lips 

met, our tongues met, our chests met. 

I couldn't do this. "I can't do this." 

''Why?" 

"Because of Marko." 

"Marko?" she asked, as if she'd never heard the name before. "He's 

sweet, but he's just a friend." 

"Listen," I said. "You should go. Marko will probably be out of the 

shower soon." 

Fifty minutes later, Marko was out of the shower. I heard him and Goca 

arguing in Serbian in the hallway. A door slammed. 

Marko walked wearily into the room and collapsed onto his half of 

the bed. 

"Well?" I asked. He was never one to show much emotion. 

"Well, I want to take Mystery's next workshop." 

I couldn't bridge the fucking gap. There she was, my Bo Derek blonde with 

MBA, sitting next to me on a couch at a caf6. Her thigh was grazing 

mine. She was playing with her hair. And I was wussing out. 
The great Style, the apprentice PUA whose magnetism was so strong 

that it made Marko look like an AFC to his own true love, was still too 

scared to kiss a girl. 

I had great opening game, but no follow through. I should have taken 

care of the problem before Belgrade. But it was too late. I was blowing it. I 

was scared of rejection, and of feeling uncomfortable afterward. 
Mystery, in the meantime, was getting along just fine with Natalija, 

who was thirteen years his junior. They had nothing in common, not even a 

language. But there they were, sitting together. His legs were crossed and he 

was leaning back, letting her work to get his attention. She was leaning into 
him, with her hand on his knee. 

I walked my date back to her house after coffee. Her parents weren't 

even home. All I had to say was, "Can I use the bathroom?," and I could have 

been upstairs. But my mouth wouldn't speak the words. Countless success- 

ful approaches had helped reduce my fear of social rejection and made me 

seem like a promising pickup artist to others, but inside I knew I was just an 

approach artist. To become a PUA, there was a far-more-devastating mental 

obstacle I still needed to overcome: my fear of sexual rejection. 
In the course of my seduction research, I'd read Madame Bovary by Gus- 

tave Flaubert. And I remembered how much work and persistence it had 

taken the aristocratic dandy Rodolphe Boulanger de la Huchette to get just 

a kiss from the unhappily married Madame Bovary. But once he persuaded 
her to submit the first time, it was all over. She was obsessed. 

One of the tragedies of modern life is that women as a whole do not 

hold a lot of power in society, despite all the advances made in the last cen- 
tury. Sexual choice, however, is one of the only areas where women are in- 
&sputably in control. It's not until they've made a choice, and submitted to 
it, that the relationship is inverted-and the man is generally back in a posi- 



II tion of power over her. Perhaps that is why women, to the frustration of of and there's not a bloody revolution in progress there, I'm game. ~ i f e  is 
men everywhere, are so cautious about saying yes. 

In order to excel at anything, there are always hurdles, obstacles, or 

I challenges one must get past. It's what bodybuilders call the pain period. 
Those who push themselves, and are willing to face pain, exhaustion, hu- 

miliation, rejection, or worse, are the ones who become champions. The rest 

are left on the sidelines. To seduce a woman successfully, to inspire her to 

take the risk of saying yes, I would have to grow some balls and be willing to 

leave my comfort zone. And it was by watching Mystery win over Natalija 

that I learned this lesson. 

"I just got a haircut," he told her as they left the cafe. "I have itchy hairs 

on my neck. I want to take a bath. Come wash me." 

Natalija, predictably, said that seemed like a bad idea. "Oh, okay," he 

told her. "I gotta get going, because I need to take a bath. Bye." 

As he walked away, her face fell. The thought that she might never see 

him again seemed to flash through her mind. This is what Mystery calls a 

false takeaway. He wasn't really leaving; he was just letting her think he was. 

Mystery took five steps-counting as he went-then turned around and 

said, "I've been living in a shitty apartment for the past week. I'm going to 

get a hotel room right there and take a bath." He pointed to the Hotel 

Moskva down the street. "You can come with me or just get an e-mail from 

me in two weeks when I return to Canada." 

Natalija hesitated for a moment, then followed him. 

And that's when I realized the mistake I'd been making my whole life: 

to get a woman, you have to be willing to risk losing her. 

When I returned to the house, Marko was packing. 

"I'm in shock," Marko said. "I tried to do everything right. Goca was my 

last hope for all women." 

"So what are you doing? Moving to a monastery!" 

"No, I'm driving to Moldova." 

"Moldova!" 

('Yeah, all the most beautiful girls in Eastern Europe come from 

Moldova." 
"Where's that?' 
"It's a tiny country that used to be part of Russia. Everything there is 

dirt-cheap. Just being American is enough to get you laid." 
My philosophy is, if someone wants to go to a country I've never heard 

short and the world is large. 
Between us, we didn't know a single person who'd ever been to 

~ ~ l d o v a  or could even pronounce the name of its capital, Chisinau. So I 
~ 

couldn't think of a better reason to drive there. I like the Idea of filling in a 

colored shape on a map with real fact, feeling, and experience. And traveling 
with Mystery would be a perk. We would have adventures everywhere, the 
kind I'd always dreamed about. 1 



There are few moments in life as shot through with potential as that of hav- 

ing a car, a full tank of gas, a map of an entire continent spread out in front 

of you, and the best pickup artist in the world in your back seat. You feel 

like you can go anywhere you want. What are borders, after all, but check- 

points letting you know that you've reached a new stage in your adventure? 

Well, all this may be true most of the time, but let's say you're working 
at Rand McNally, finishing the latest edition of your map of Eastern Eu- 

rope. And let's say there's a tiny country bordering Moldova-perhaps a 

renegade Communist state-but no other government recognizes this 

country diplomatically, or in pretty much any other way. What do you do? 

Do you include the country on your map or not? 

A magician, a faux aristocrat, and I were driving across Eastern Europe 
when we quite accidentally discovered the answer to this question. It had 

been a fruitless drive so far. Mystery was slumped in the back seat under- 

neath a blanket, unable to conjure his way out of a fever. Oblivious to the 

dramatic snowy Romanian landscape that passed by each day, he covered 

his eyes with his hat and complained. Every so often, he'd leap to alertness 

and disgorge the contents of his mind. And every time the contents of his 

mind were another map of sorts. 

"My plan is to tour North America and promote my shows in strip 
clubs," he said. "I just need to come up with a good illusion for strippers. 

You can be my assistant, Style. Imagine that: You and I touring strip clubs 

and taking all the girls to the show the next day." 

After a couple of uneventful days in Chisinau-where the only beauti- 
ful women we saw were on magazine covers and billboards-we figured, 

"Why stop there?" Odessa was so close. Maybe the adventure we were seek- 

ing lay further ahead. 

So we left Chisinau on a cold, snowy Friday and drove northeast to the 
Ukrainian border. The snow-blanketed roads out of the city were recogniz- 
able only by icy tire tracks stretching into the horizon. The vista looked like 
a scene from an epic Russian romance, with tree branches coated with crys- 

7 T 

&zed ice and frozen wine groves running along the hilly landscape. The 

reeked of Marlboro smoke and McDonald's grease; every time it stalled, 
it became trickier to restart. 

But soon, all of that was the least of our problems. What looked on the 

map like a forty-five-minute trip to Odessa ended up taking nearly ten 

hours. 
The first sign that something unusual was afoot came when we reached 

a bridge over the Dniester River and found a military checkpoint complete 

with several army and police vehicles, camouflaged bunkers on either side 

of the road, and an immense tank with its barrel pointing in the direction 

of traffic. We stopped in a line of ten cars, but a military officer 

directed us around the queue and waved us through the checkpoint. Why? 

We will never know. 

Mystery wrapped himself tighter in his blanket in the back seat. "I have 

a version of the knife-through-body illusion I want to do. Style, do you 

think you can dress up as a clown and heckle me from the audience? Then 

I'm going to bring you onstage and push you into a chair. I'll play 'Stuck In 

the Middle With You' from Reservozr Dogs while I put my fist straight 

through your stomach. I'll wiggle my fingers when they reach the other side. 

Then I'm going to lift you straight up, out of the chair, impaled on my arm. 
I need you to do that with me." 

The second sign that something was not quite right came when we 

stopped by a gas station to stock up on snack food. When we offered them 

Moldovan lei, they told us they didn't accept that currency. We paid in 

American dollars, and they gave us change in what they said were rubles. 

When we examined the coins, we noticed that each had a large hammer- 

and-sickle on the back. Even stranger, they had been minted in 2000: nine 

years after the Soviet Union had supposedly collapsed. 

Mystery pulled his hat down to just above his mouth, which was mov- 

ing with the grandiosity of a carnival barker. "Ladies and gentlemen," he an- 

nounced from the back seat as Marko worked to start the car, "he levitated 
over the Niagara Falls, he jumped off the Space Needle and survived. . . pre- 
senting superstar daredevil illusionist, Mystery!" 

I guess his fever was breaking. 

As we drove on, Marko and I began to see Lenin statues and commu- 
nist posters through the car window. One billboard depicted a tiny sliver of 
land with a Russian flag on its left and, on its right, a red and green flag I 
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with a slogan beneath. Marko, who spoke some Russian, translated it as a 

call for a Soviet Re-union. Where were we? 

"Imagine this: Mystery the superhero." Mystery wiped his nose with a 

shredded tissue. "There could be a Saturday morning cartoon, a comic 

book, an action figure, and a feature film." 

Suddenly, a police officer (or at least someone dressed as one) stepped 

into the road in front of the car with a radar detector in his hand. We'd been 

driving ninety kilometers an hour, he told us-ten over the speed limit. Af- 

ter twenty minutes and a two-dollar bribe, he let us go. We slowed down to 

seventy-five, but a few minutes later we were pulled over again. This officer 

also told us we were speeding. Though there were no signs, he claimed that 

the speed limit had changed half a kilometer back. 

Ten minutes and two dollars later, we were on our way again, crawling 

at fifty-five just to be safe. In short order, we were pulled over and told we 

were driving below the minimum speed. Wherever we were, it was the most 

corrupt country on earth. 

"I need to figure out my ninety-minute show. It will begin with a raven 

flying into the audience and landing on the stage. Then-boom-it will turn 

into me." 

When we finally reached the border, two armed soldiers asked for our 

papers. We showed our Moldovan visas, and that was when we were told 

that we were no longer in Moldova. They showed us the local passport-an 

old Soviet document-and yelled something in Russian. Marko translated: 

They wanted us to drive back to the military checkpoint on the bridge we 

had crossed three police bribes ago and obtain the proper documents. 

"I will dress as Mystery, with platform boots and the works. I won't 

wear suits anymore. I will be goth and club cool. I will tell the audience how 

as a child I'd play with my brother in the attic and dream about being a ma- 

gician. Then I'll go back in time and turn into a child." 

When Marko told a border guard there was no way we were going back 

to the bridge, he pulled out his gun and pointed it at Marko. Then he asked 

for cigarettes. 

"Where are we!" Marko asked. 
With pride, the guard answered back, "Pridnestrovskaia." 
If you've never have heard of Pridnestrovskaia (or Trans-Dniester, in 

English), don't worry: neither had we. Trans-Dniester is neither recognized 
diplomatically nor mentioned in any of the guide books or maps we carried. 

~~t when there's a border guard pressing a pistol into your waist, well, sud- 

denly pridnestrovskaia seems very real. 
<?'I1 do a sclence experiment where I transport a lab technician over the 

Internet. Then the finale will be a bank heist and cage vanish. So I need a 

male kid, a raven, you, someone to play the lab technician, and a couple 
people to be bank guards." 

Marko gave the guard his entire pack of Marlboros and started arguing 

with him. The guard didn't lower his gun once. After a long exchange, 

Marko yelled something and thrust out his hands as if asking to be hand- 

cuffed. Instead, the guard turned and disappeared into an office. When 

Marko returned to the car, I asked him what he had said. 
"I said, 'Listen, just arrest me. I'm not going back.'" 

This was getting ugly. 

Mystery thrust his head over the seat partition. "Imagine this. A poster 

ofjust my hands, with black nails, and the word Mystery at the bottom. How 

amazing would that be?" 
For the first time, I lost it with him. "Dude, this is not the fucking time. 

Open your eyes." 

"Don't tell me what to do," he snapped. 

"We're about to get thrown in jall. No one wants to hear your shit right 

now. Does nothing exist except for you and your fucking magic show?" 

"Listen, if you want to go at it, 1'11 go at it," he thundered. "I'll take you 

down right now. Just step out of the fucking car, and I'll deal with you." 

The guy was a foot taller than me, and the border crossing was full of 

armed soldiers. There was no way I was going to tangle with him. But I was 

angry enough to consider it. Mystery had been dead welght this entire trip. 

Maybe Marko was right: Mystery wasn't one of us. He hadn't gone to the 
Latin School of Chicago. 

1 took a deep breath and stared straight ahead, trying to contain my 

rage. The guy was a narcissist. He was a flower that bloomed with attention- 

be it positive or negative-and wilted when ignored. Peacock theory wasn't 

Just to attract girls. It existed first and foremost to attract attention. Even 
picking a fight with me was just another plea for attention, because I'd been 
ignoring him for the past hundred miles. 

When I glanced at the rearview mirror and saw him pouting in the back 
seat with his hat pulled over his eyes, however, 1 actually began to feel bad 
for him. "I didn't mean to snap at you," I told him. 



"I don't like it when someone tells me what to do. My dad used to tell cc~hy?" he asked. 

me what to do. And I hate him." 

"Well, I'm not your dad," I said. 

"Thank God for that. He ruined my life and my mom's life." He pulled 

his hat up. Tears lay over his eyes like contact lenses, unable to escape on 

their own. "I used to lie in bed at night, thinking of ways to kill my dad. 

When I got really depressed, I'd imagine going to his bedroom with a 

shovel, smashing his head in, and then killing myself." 

He paused and wiped his eyes with the back of his gloved hand. "When 

I think of my father, I think of violence," he continued. "I remember seeing 

him punch people in the face when I was really young. When we had to kill 

our dog, he took a gun out and blew its head off right in front of me." 

The border guard emerged from an office and motioned for Marko to 

step out of the car. They spoke for several minutes; then Marko handed him 

several bills. While we waited to see if our bribe of forty dollars-the equiva- 

lent of one month's salary in Trans-Dniester-was effective, Mystery opened 

up to me. 

His father, he said, was an alcoholic German immigrant who verbally 

and physically abused him. His brother, who was fourteen years older than 

him, was gay. And his mother blamed herself for smothering his brother 

with love to make up for her husband's abuse. So, to compensate, she was 

emotionally distant from Mystery. When he was still a virgin at age twenty- 

one, he began to worry that maybe he was gay. So, in a bout of depression, 

he began formulating what would become the Mystery Method, dedicating 
his life to pursuing the love he never received from his parents. 

It took two more bribes of equivalent sum, spread between two other 

officials, to grease our way across the border. It was never enough for them 

just to accept the money. Each separate bribe took an hour and a half of dis- 

cussion. Maybe they were just trying to give Mystery and I more time to get 

to know each other. 

When we finally reached Odessa, we asked our hotel clerk about Trans- 

Dniester. She explained that the country was the result of a civil war in 

Moldova, triggered largely by former communist apparatchiks, military 

elite, and black berets who wanted to return to the glory days of the Soviet 
Union. It was a place with no rules-the Wild West of the Eastern bloc and a 
country few foreigners dared to visit. 

When Marko told her about our experience at the border, she said, 
"You shouldn't have asked them to arrest you." 

"Because they don't have jails there." 

"Then what would they have done with us?" 
1 She shaped her fingers into a gun, pointed them at Marko, and said, 

"POW." 
When we returned to Belgrade, driving some five hundred miles out of 

our way to avoid Trans-Dniester, Marko's voice mail was full. Mystery's 

seventeen-year-old, Natalija, had left a dozen messages. Mystery phoned her 

back, but the call was intercepted by her mother, who cussed him out for hi- 

jacking her daughter's mind. 
Natalija continued to call Marko after Mystery and I flew home, asking 

when he was going to come back for her. Finally, Marko put her out of her 

misery. "He was a wizard," he told her. "He put a spell on you. Get some 

help and stop calling me." 
Marko e-mailed me constantly in the months that followed, asking for 

a password to Mystery's Lounge. He had tasted the forbidden fruit and 

wanted more. But I never let him in. At the time, I thought it was because I 

wanted to keep my new identity separate from my past. But the truth was 

that, despite all my rationalizations, I still felt embarrassed by what I was 

doing and the degree to which I was letting it consume my life. 



MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Sticking Point 

AUTHOR: Style 

I'm hitting a sticking point, which I hope you all can help me get past. 

Mystery and I just returned from Belgrade, where I met a beautiful, 

intelligent girl who probably would have been my Serbian girlfriend if it weren't 

for my sticking point: I'm having huge trouble kiss-closing. 

For some reason, transitioning to the kiss is a big hurdle for me. I'll feel the 

window open, and then instantly I start thinking all the "what-ifsn--"what if she 

rejects me," "what if I ruin the rapport we have," "what about that thing she 

said about her ex-boyfriend." Then either I build up too much anxiety and go 

for it tentatively (and fuck up), or the window closes and I miss it and get 

pissed at myself. 

So what's my problem? I'm so damn close to that golden ring of PUAdom, 

but this little sticking point is holding me back. 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Re: Sticking Point 

AUTHOR: Nightlight9 

What if she rejects me? Yeah, and what if a meteor hits your house. 

You asked how to tell if she's ready. The way to tell is the other three 

second rule. It works 100 percent of the time. While sitting close, just let the 

conversation trail off. Look her in the eye while you pause the conversation. If 

she looks back for a count of three seconds, she wants to kiss. The uncomfort- 

ableness you may experience is my favorite thing in the whole world-sexual 

tension. 

HSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

1 
SUBJECT: Re Stlcklng Po~nt 

AUTHOR: Maddash 

I I've never had a woman over to my place in a oneonone situation who I 
didn't at least kissclose. Here is my rout~ne: 

1.1 have her come over to pick me up and only let her stay a couple 

minutes This 1s because it's a lot easier to get a woman back to your house 

at the end of the nght ~f you've already had her over and noth~ng has 

happened. 

I 2. At the end of the date, I invite her back to my place and pour drinks. 

3. If she notices my guitar (it is prominently placed), I pick it up and play her a 

song. 

4. We play with my puppy. 

I 5. 1 show her the rooftop. 

6. 1 bring her back to the apartment and show her the Winamp music program 

on my computer while I sit her down on my lap While she2  laying with the 

visualizations in Winamp, I kiss her on the cheek. 

7. She either turns and kisses me on the lips, or she continues w laying with 

W ~ n a m ~ .  If she hes~tates, I just show her more things on the computer and then 

kiss her on the cheek again She wants to be directed and ordered about. Thai 

is what almost all women want. 

8. You can figure out the rest. 

-Maddash 



MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Re: Sticking Point 

AUTHOR: Grrmble 

One of my favorite closing routines is massage When we're back at my 

place, I tell her I'm sore from playing basketball and need a back massaae. 
" 

But during the massage, I constantly tell her she's doing it all wrong Finally, I 

pretend to be exasperated and insist on showing her how it's done Whrle 

massaging her back, l tell her she carrres a lot of tensron in her legs and that I 

grve amazing leg massages to my friends I start to massage her through her 

pants, but then tell her to remove them because they're getting in the way. If 

you act as if you are the authorrty, she wrll not questron you. 

At frst, I stick to the legs But, slowly, I work my way up to her buttocks 

When she begins to get turned on, I beg~n rubb~ng her through her pantres until 

1 she's drrpping wet At this point, I usually lust unbutton my pants, put on a con- 
dom, and start fuckrng her without krssing or actual foreplay. 

This technique IS not for the trmrd. 

--Grirnble 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Re. Strckrng Pornt 

AUTHOR: Mystery 

Want to know how I solve this problems I don't just say, "I don't care what she 

thinks " l actually don't care what she thnks When I was younger, thrs was 

such a b ~ g  deal for me. But now, whether I get it or not, I am st11 the guy who 

goes for rt 

It helps to just thrnk of the grrl as practice If the fear is stII there rnsde, lust 

say, "Phase-shift1 I'm now a cavernanl I'm no longer Style. Let's see if she hates 

me If so, fuck rt. I don't grve a shit " 

Look back to grrls you d~dn't caveman, and they aren't in your life So fuck- 

ing what2 Do you care that she has a fond memory of some guy she met six 

months ago whrle a caveman IS now fucking her2 You gotta actually hit on her 

sometrme Say, "Stick your tongue out " Then suck on rt. If she slaps you, goodl 

That story would rock 

Maddash talked about how using well-chosen props are a great way to 

focus a attention on something else so she doesn't resist overt sexual 

moves. I agree. Say, "Look at the puppet show over there,' while you play with 

her tits. If she hesitates about the tit-play, simply point to the puppets and laugh, 

"took at the puppets. Look, they are funny puppets." Then play with the tits 

again. 

-Mystery 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Sticking Point Solved 

AUTHOR: Style 

Thanks for all your help. I think I finally figured out a solution. The answer came 

to me out of the blue a week ago, and I've field-tested it successfully nearly 

every night since. 

It struck me when I was sitting at the Standard with an Irish girl who told 

me she married young, recently divorced, and now craves adventure. When I 
started to get IOls, I thought about your posts. I realized that if I lunged for her, 

she'd be startled and reiect me. So I decided to take baby steps in the direc- 

tion of kissing while doing something like Mystery's puppet show and talking 

logically the whole time. Lo and behold, it worked, as it has ever since. Prob 

lern solved. 

Here's what I did-the evolution phase-shift routine: 

1. I leaned in and told her she smelled good. I asked her what perfume she 

was wearing, and then discussed how animals always sniff each other before 

they mate and how we're evolutionarily wired to feel aroused when someone 

smells us. 

2. Then I discussed how lions bite each other's mane during sex, and how 

pulling the back of the hair is another evolutionary trigger. As I spoke, I ran my 

hand up the back of her neck, grabbed a fistful of hair at the roots, and ~ul led 

it firmly downward. 

3. She didn't seem upset, so I pushed further. I told her how the most sensitive 

parts of the body are usually hidden from contact with the air-for example, 

where the arm bends on the other side of the elbow. Then I took her arm, bent 



it a little, and erotically bit the crease on the opposite side of the elbow. She 

said it gave her the chills. 

4. Afterward, I said, "But do you know what the best thing in the world is? A 

bite . . . right . . . here." l pointed to the side of my neck. Then 1 said, "Bite my 

neck," as if I expected her to do it. She refused to at first, so I turned away 

calmly to punish her I waited a few seconds, then turned back and repeated, 

"Bite me right here." This time, she did. It was cat-string theory in action. 

5. However, her bite was lame. So I told her, "That's not how you bite. Come 

here." Then I swept her hair aside, gave her a good bite on the neck, and 

instructed her to try again. This time, she did a great job. 

6. 1 smiled approvingly and said, very slowly, "Not bad.. Then we finally 

kissed. 

We had a few more drinks, then I took her to my place. After a brief tour, I 
did a Maddash move and had her sit on my lap while showing her a video on 

the computer. I massaged and kissed the back of her neck until she turned 

around and started making out with me. Then she asked if she could lie on the 

floor for a second I laid down next to her and-guess what happened-she 

passed out. Cold! 

I took off her shoes, threw a blanket over her, put a pillow under her head, 

and climbed into my own warm bed. 

So the joke was on me, but at least 1 get it now All it took was one night, 

really, to get to the other side of this. 

I am ready, finally, for the next step. 



Choose a dojo. 
There's Ross Jeffries and the school of Speed Seduction, where sublim- 

inal language patterns are used to get a girl aroused. 
Or Mystery and the Mystery Method, in which social dynamics are ma- 

nipulated to snag the most desirable woman in a club. 
Or David DeAngelo and Double Your Dating, in which he advocates 

keeping the upper hand over a woman through a combination of humor 

and arrogance that he calls cocky funny. 

Or Gunwitch and Gunwitch Method, in which the only thing students 

have to do is project animalistic sexuality and escalate physical contact un- 

til the woman stops them. His crude motto: "Make the ho say no." 

Or there's David X, David Shade, Rick H., Major Mark, and Juggler- 

the newest guru on the scene, who appeared online one day claiming he 

could pick up women better and faster than any other PUA simply by read- 

ing his grocery list. Then there are the inner-circle teachers, like Steve P. and 

Rasputin, who reveal their techniques only to those they deem worthy. 

Yes, there are plenty of mentors to choose from, each with his own 

methods and disciples, each operating under the belief that his way is the 

way. And the giants do battle constantly-threatening, name-calling, de- 

bunking, competing. 

My goal was to feed from all of them. I've never been a true believer in 
anything. I've preferred to combine teaching and wisdom from various 

sources, find what applies to me, and discard what doesn't. The problem is 

that when you drink from the source of knowledge, there is a price. And that 

price is faith. Every single teacher wanted to know that he was the best, that 

his students were the most loyal, that the competition wasn't getting laid. 
Yet every single student wanted to absorb as much information from as 

many different experts as possible. It is a crisis that's specific not to the com- 
munity but to humanity: Power is retained by attracting loyalty, and subju- 
gation is guaranteed by giving it. 

Though I had enjoyed teaching in Belgrade, I didn't want followers. I 
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wanted more teachers. I still had a lot to learn. I found that out when E ~ -  rhe./.'d come up with anything. But they stood there and taught me sign lan- 
tramask took me to a party at the Argyle hotel on Sunset Boulevard. 

1 was dressed rakishly, in a black sport coat with long talls and a thin, 

shaped goatee. Extramask, meanwhile, looked better and more outrageous 

every time I saw him. He now had his hair cut and spiked into a four-inch 

Mohawk. 
I 

At the party, I noticed a pair of heavily peacocked twins sitting on a 

couch like alabaster statues. Though their well-coiffed hair and matching 

vintage dresses earned them admiring looks; the girls didn't say a word to 

anyone all night. 

"Who are they!" I asked Extramask, who was talking to a petite moon- 

faced woman who seemed very interested in him. 

"They're the Porcelain TwinZ," he said. "They do a goth burlesque show 

together. They're also well-known groupies. They double-team band members. 

I've masturbated with my penis about them and blown spectacular loads." 

"Introduce me." 

"But I don't know them." 

"That's okay. Introduce me anyway." 

Extramask walked over to the girls and said, "This is Style." 

I shook their hands. They were surprisingly warm hands for girls who 

looked half-dead. "We were just having a discussion about magic spells," I 

told them. "Do you think spells work?' 

I knew this was the perfect opener, because it was clear they believed in 
spells-for some reason, most girls who strip or exploit their sexuality for a 

living do. Then I transitioned into the ESP number-guessing routine. 

"Entertain us more," they cooed. 

I'd gone too far. "I'm not a dancing monkey," I replied. "Besides, I'm a 
guy. I need a few minutes to recharge." 

It was a line of Mystery's. They laughed on cue. 

"I'll tell you what," I continued. "I've shown you a couple ofcool things. 
Why don't you teach me something?" 

They had nothing to show me. "I'm going to talk to some friends," I 
said. "I'll give you five minutes to think of something." 

I wandered away and struck up a conversation with a cherubic little 
punk named Sandy. Ten minutes later, the twins approached. 

"We have something to teach you," they said proudly. 
I actually hadn't planned on speaking to them again. I didn't think 

guage for five minutes. 101. 

We sat down together and made small talk, which the PUAs refer to 

somewhat disparagingly as fluffing. The girls were easy to tell apart, be- 

cause one had chicken pox scars and the other had punctures in her face 

from removed piercings. They were visiting from Portland and planned to 

fly home the next day. They told me about their striptease show, in which 

they dance on stage and simulate lovemaking together. 
As we talked, I realized they were just ordinary, insecure girls. That's why 

I 

they'd been so quiet. Most men make the mistake of believing that an attrac- 

tive woman who doesn't talk to or acknowledge him is a bitch. Most of the 

time, however, she's just as shy or insecure as the less attractive women he's 

ignoring-if not more so. What made the Porcelain TwinZ different is that 

they tried to compensate for their inner plainness with outer ostentatious- 

ness. They were just sweet girls looking for a friend. And now they had found 

one. As we exchanged numbers, I felt the window open. But I didn't know 

whether to go for one twin, the other, or both. I couldn't figure out how to 

separate them, but 1 didn't know what to do to seduce them simultaneously 

either. I was stuck. So I excused myself and went to find to Sandy. 
As I talked to Sandy, she sidled up next to me. She seemed like she 

wanted something. So 1 did the evolution phase-shift routine, then pulled 

her into the bathroom to make out. I wasn't really attracted to her: I was 

just excited about being able to kiss women so easily now. I was already 
abusing my newfound power. 

When we emerged ten minutes later, the twins had left the party. I'd 

blown it once again by taking the easy road rather than pushing myself. 

I returned to my apartment in Santa Monica empty-handed. Mystery 

was sleeping on my couch, and I told him about my failure with the twins. 

Fortunately, the next day, I received a message from the girls. Their plane 

had been canceled, and they were stuck at a Holiday Inn near the airport. I 

still had a chance to redeem myself. 
"What should I do?" I asked Mystery. 

"Invite yourself over. Just say, 'I'm coming over.' Don't give them any 
1 option." 

"Then what happens when I'm in this weird hotel room with them? 
How do I get things started?" 

"Do what I always do. As soon as you walk in, run yourself a bath. Then 
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take off your clothes, get in, call the girls in to scrub your back, and take it the tub and handed her the soap. I was too embarrassed to look her in 

from there." 

"Wow. That's pretty ballsy." 

"Trust me," he said. 

So I called the twins back that evening and told them I was coming over. 

"We're just lying around in our sweats watching TV," they warned. 

"No problem. I haven't showered or shaved in a month." 

"Are you serious?" 

"No." 

So far, everything was going according to plan. 

I drove to the hotel, rehearsing every move in my head. When I walked 

in the room, they were lying on adjacent twin beds watching The Simpsons. 

"I need to take a bath," I told them. "My hot water at home isn't work- 

ing." 

It's not lying; it's flirting. 

I made small talk while the water ran. Then I turned the corner into the 

bathroom, left the door open, removed my clothes, and sat in the tub. 

I didn't want to use soap yet because it would make the water dirty. So 

I sat naked in the bathwater, trying to work up the courage to call the girls 

in. I felt so vulnerable sitting there pale, skinny, and naked. I needed to take 

Mystery's advice and start working out. 

A minute passed. Five minutes. Ten minutes. I could still hear The Szmp- 

sons coming from the television set. The girls probably thought I'd drowned 

by now. 

I had to make my move. I'd hate myself if I didn't. I sat there for five 
more minutes until I finally mustered the courage to stutter: "Hey, can you 

help me sort ofwash my back?" 

One of the girls yelled something. There was silence, then whispering. I 
sat in the bathtub panicking, worried they wouldn't even come in. What a 

dumb thing to say. The only thing more embarrassing would be if they ac- 

tually came in, and saw me sitting here naked with my dick floating in the 

water like a lily pad. I thought of my favorite line from Uhsses, when sexually 

frustrated Leopold Bloom imagines his impotent manhood in the bath- 
water and calls it the limp father of thousands. And then I thought, if I was 
smart enough to quote James Joyce in the bathtub, why did I feel so stupid 
in front of these girls? 

Finally, one of the twins walked in. I'd been hoping for both, but beg- 
gars can't be choosers. With my back to her, I reached over the side of 
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the eye. 
I straightened my spine so it didn't look too much like the dinosaur 

scales of Mr. Burns. She rubbed the soap in circles on my back. It wasn't 

erotic; it was workmanlike. I knew she wasn't turned on, and 1 hoped she 

wasn't grossed out. Then she wet the washcloth in the tub and wiped the 

soap off. My back was clean. 

NOW what? 

I thought sex was supposed to automatically happen afterward. But 

she was just kneeling there, doing nothing. Mystery hadn't told me what I 

was supposed to do after asking them to wash my back. He'd just said take 

it from there, so I assumed the whole sex thing would unfold organically. 

He hadn't told me how to transition from a back scrub to a hand job. And I 

had no idea. The last woman to wash my back was my mother, and that was 

when I was small enough to fit in the sink. 
But now was the moment. Something had to be done. 

"Um, thanks," I told her. 

She walked out of the bathroom. 

Fuck. I'd blown it. 

I finished washing myself, climbed out of the bath, toweled off, and put 

my dirty clothes back on. I sat on the edge of the bed of the girl who had 

washed me, and we talked. I decided to try to adapt the evolution phase-shift 

pattern to a party of two. 1 told the other sister to sit on the bed with us. 

"Mmm, you both smell so good," I began. Then I pulled their hair si- 

multaneously and bit each of their necks. But it still didn't get anything go- 

ing. They were both so passive. 
I had them each massage one of my hands as we talked about their 

stage show. I wasn't going to leave the room a failure. 

"YOU know what's funny," one of them said. "We get all our physicality 

out on stage. We never even touch or hug each other in real life. We're prob- 

ably mote distant than most sisters." 
1 left their hotel room, a failure. On the way home, I stopped by Extra- 

mask's house, where he lived with his parents. 

"I'm confused," I told him. "I thought you said they did guys together." 
"Yeah, but I was just joking around. I thought you knew." 
Extramask had a date the following week with the moon-faced woman 

he'd been talking to at the party. Women with wide faces seemed to find 
him attractive. 



I 
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We lay on the floor for two hours talking about the game and our 

progress. Since adolescence, whenever I'd had the opportunity to make a 
1, wish (on an eyelash, a digital clock at 11:11, an ever-increasing number of 

1 
birthday candles), thrown in with the usual pleas for world peace and per- 

sonal happiness, I'd ask for the ability to attract any woman I wanted. I had 
I 

i fantasized about an incredible seductive energy entering my body like a I 

lightning bolt, suddenly making me irresistible. But instead it was coming 

in a slow drizzle and I was running around underneath it with a bucket, 

working to catch each drop. 

In life, people tend to wait for good things to come to them. And by 

waiting, they miss out. Usually, what you wish for doesn't fall in your lap; it 

falls somewhere nearby, and you have to recognize it, stand up, and put in 

the time and work it takes to get to it. This isn't because the universe is 

cruel. It's because the universe is smart. It has its own cat-string theory and 

knows we don't appreciate things that fall into our laps. 

I would have to pick up my bucket and work. 

So I took Mystery's advice. I got Lasik surgery, shedding my nerdy 

glasses once and for all. I paid to get my teeth laser-whitened. And I joined a 

gym and took up surfing, which was not only a cardiovascular workout but 

also a way to get tan. In some respects, surfing reminded me of sarging. 

Some days you go out and catch every wave and think you're a champ; other 

days you don't get one good wave and you think you suck. But no matter 

what, every day you go out and you learn and you improve. And that's what 

keeps you coming back. 

However, I hadn't joined the community just to get a makeover. I 

needed to complete my mental transformation, which I knew would be 

much more difficult. Before Belgrade, I had taught myself the words, skills, 

and body language of a man of charisma and quality. Now I needed to de- 

velop the confidence, self-worth, and inner game to back it up. Otherwise, 

I'd just be a fake, and women would sense it instantly. 

I had two months off until my next workshop with Mystery in Miami, 

and I wanted to really blow away the students there. I aimed to outdo Mys- 

tery's sarge at Club Rain Belgrade. So I gave myself an assignment: to meet, 
in the next few months, every top PUA there was. I planned to make myself 
a seducing machine, designed from pieces of all the best PUAs. And now 
that I had some status in the community as Mystery's new wing, it would be 
easy to meet them. 

Oefirstperson I wanted to learn fiom was Juggler. His posts intrigued me. He advised 
AFCS to overcome their shyness by hying to talk a homeless person intogiving them a 
quarter or by calling people randomly out of the phone book to ask for movie recom- 
mendation~. He told others to challenge themselves and intentionally make pickups 
more difficult by saying they worked as trash collectors and drove '86 Impalas. He was 
an original. And he had just announced his first workshop. The cost: flee. 

One of the reasons Juggler rose so quickly in the community, besides his competi- 
tive pricing, was his writing: His posts had flair. They weren't the disorganized scrawl- 
ing~ of a high school senior in perpetual conflict with his testosterone. So when I called 
Juggler to discuss using afield report of his in the book, he asked ifhe could write some- 
thing new instead: the st09 of the day he surged me at his first workshop in Sun Fran- 
cisco. 

FIELD REPORT-THE SEDUCTION O F  STYLE 
BY JUGGLER 

I clicked off the cell phone. "Style talks really fast," I said to my housemate's 

cat, who understands these things and was my longstanding partner in crime 

when it came to getting girls to the house. (The offer of, "Want to come back 

to my place and watch the cat do back flips?" hardly ever failed.) 

That was my first impression of Style's real life persona. Two weeks later I 
sat in a restaurant in Sun Francisco's Fisherman's Wharf waiting for Style to 

arrive, mentally tallying a list of crazy things that could be wrong with him. I 
ignored the waiter who was trying to upgrade my beer and made a prayer to 

myself. "Please, goddess of seduction and patron saint of pickup artists and 

guys trying to get nookie everywhere, please do not let Style be weird." 

Talking too fast is usually a sign of a deep lack of confidence. People who 

feel that others aren't interested in what they think talk fast for fear of losing the 

attention of their audience. Others are so in love with perfection that they have 

a difficult time editing it all down and continuously speed up in hopes of 

getting it all in. Such people usually become writers. That was it: weirdo or 



writer I hoped 11 was the latter I needed a fr~end and equal In this world of and thin wlth b~ts of pr~ckly straw st~cklng out of my sleeves I sat down on the 

seduct~on, not another student bench there She relaxed Our eyes touched-hers almond green, mlne blood- 

I'd first heard of Style on the Internet We had come to admire each I <hot from let lag The best seduct~ons happen when the woman seduces you. 

1 
". 

postlngs on a website ded~cated to the art of seduct~on. He wrote with grace you have to lead to be a good seducer but you also have to follow. In that 

and eloquence. He seemed to be a pos~tive guy who was focused on sharing moment I reallzed I wanted her to take me by the hand to her secret camp in 
What he saw in my posts I can only guess. the woods. I wanted her to show me her goofy magic trick. I wanted her to 

Style entered the room with a galloping lope. Were those platform shoes read me the naughty poems she wr~tes on coffee shop napkins. 
he was wearing2 He made easy eye contact, beamed with a beautiful smile, 1 CLICKIlY CLOMP, CLlCKlTY CLOMP, CLlCKlTY CLOMP. 
and was a touch nervous in just the right amount to make him endearing--an 

effect I'm sure was deliberate. With his relatively short stature, baby-like shaved 

head, and soft-spoken voice, no one would ever suspect him of being a pickup 

artist. I perked up. This guy could be good. 

I liked Style right away. He was obviously very practiced at making 

people like him. He made me feel important. He had a way of summing up 

many of my more clunkily expressed ideas into simple, beautiful statements--all 

the while attributing the eloquence back to me. He was the perfect accomplice 

for an up-and-coming guru. 

And yet I wasn't sure what his weakness was. We all do that as we get to 

know someone. Like a tabloid editor, we search for both greatness and 

weakness, jotting notes in our heads for future exploitation. We are never 

comfortable with those who have no visible flaw. Style's softness was not real 

weakness. My only guess as to Style's flaw was a pride in his ability to get 

others to open up and reveal themselves. Pretty lame as far as a weakness 

goes but that was all I had to go on. 

He was a cool guy. But he had a lack of confidence that made no sense, 

as if he felt there was something missing about himself-* piece that would 

make him complete. I was pretty sure he was searching for it outside when he 

would eventually find it inside. 

After lunch, we did exactly what all hot pickup artists on the make do in 

San Francisco. We went to the Museum of Modern Art. 

We walked downstairs and spread out--commandoes of seduction. I 
turned a corner in the dimly lit new media section and noticed a cute 

twenty-year-old. She was small. I love petite women. There is something about 

their inherent weakness that turns me on. I ioined her at a video projection on 

the floor. The scene looped every minute or so-white petals falling delicately 

off seasoned branches. 

Height can be intimidating. I am the scarecrow in The Wizard of O ~ t a l l  

Style and h ~ s  shoes were movlng along the backs~de of the dlvlder that 

brsected the long room I d~dn't want h~m to loin us It IS not that I d~dn't 

i apprec~ate Style He had me at a humble, "Greet~ngs, I am the one called 

Style " It was lust that the vlbe between her and me and the never-end~ng 

wh~te petals was so mesmerlzlng And also because I am a wolf and thls 

little doe separated from her herd was mine If Style shows up, I might have 

to b~te hls face 

The f ~ r s t  thing you say to a woman matters very little Some guys tell me 

they can't th~nk of anything or they need a really good l~ne I tell them they are 

thlnklng too much You are not that ~mportant I am not that Important We have 

never thought a thought so great that ~t needs to be wrapped w~th so much 

care Glve up your need for perfect~on As far as openlng l~nes go, a grunt or 

a fart IS suff~c~ent 

"How are you2" I asked 

I That IS one of my usual openers Just someth~ng you hear every day from 

the grocery store clerk N~nety-f~ve percent respond w~th a one-word, noncom- 

mlttal answer "f~ne" or "okayu Three percent respond w~th enthus~asm "great" 

or "super" Those are the ones you learn to stay away from-they're nuts And 

two percent respond w~th an honest, "Terrible My husband lust left me for h ~ s  

yoga teacher's recept~on~st How fucklng Zen " Those are the ones you love 

She tells me she IS "f~ne " Her volce IS rough for such a small package I She must have been up late screaming at the Courtney Love concert I am not 

I 
really Into the loud rock scene I l~ke elevator muslc But I forglve her I don't 

screen women That would only l~m~t  my adventures I only screen on how well 

I get treated 

1 I look at her expectedly She takes the h~nt "How are you2" she asks 

I ponder a moment "I'm an 8 " 
I'm always an 8, somet~mes an 8 5. 
There are two paths to move a conversat~on You can e~ther ask quest~ons. 



"Where are you from?"; "How many ways can you curl your tongue?"; "Do She laughed musically. It was like the soundtrack to falling leaves. 

you believe in reincarnation?" CL~CKITY CLOMP, CLICKITY CLOMP, CLlCKlTY CLOMP. 

Or you can make statements: "I live in Ann Arbor, Michigan-home to FOCUS is passe. In the modern world we want to feel everything all the 

hundreds and hundreds of ice cream shopsu; "I had a girlfriend who could curl time, There is no point in just taking a walk in the park when we can also listen 

her tongue into a poodle"; "My housemate's cat is the reincarnation of Richard I, headphones, munch on a hot dog, crank up our vibrating soles to the 

Nixon." maximum, and check out the passing carnival of humanity. Our choices shout 

I spent my early twenties trying to get to know girls by asking tons of the creed of a new world order: stimulation! Thought and creativity have be 
questions-open-ended questions, smart questions, strange questions, the most come subservient to the singular goal of saturating our senses. But I'm old 

heartfelt questions wrapped in beautiful boxes. I thought they would appreciate school. If you are not prepared to focus on me when you are with m e  

my interest. All I got was name, rank, serial number, and sometimes the finger. conversation, touch, our momentary entwining of souls-then get out of my 

Interrogation is not seduction. Seduction is the art of setting the stage for two face and go back to your 500 channels of surround-sound life. 

people to choose to reveal themselves to each other. "Look, I can't talk to you anymore." 

Talking in statement form is the way old friends speak to each other. "Why not?" 

Statements are the mode of the intimate, the confident, and the giving. They "I am enjoying this but you either have to commit to talking with me or go 

invite others to share and make perfect metaphysical sense. Trust me on that- look at art. And, besides, with you standing there I'm going to get a crick in 

you do not have to spend nights lying in the grass, staring up into our my neck." 

spread-eagled Milky Way galaxy figuring it all out. I have done it for you. She smiled and joined me on the bench. Ah. 

"This video makes me feel peaceful," I said. "Like raking leaves into a big CLlCKlTY CLOMP, CLICKITY CLOMP, CLICKITY CLOMP. 

pile and falling into them. But if they had some actual leaves here that we "I'm Juggler." 

could play in-now that would be art." "I'm Anastasia." 

She smiled. "I got thrown in the leaves a lot by my older brothers when I "Hi Anastasia." 

was growing up." Her tiny hand felt calloused. Her nails were trimmed short. They were the 

I chuckled. The thought of this tiny girl being tossed gleefully into a huge hands of a worker bee. I needed to investigate fully. I pulled her closer. She 

pile of leaves was funny. came willingly. 

"You know," I said, "I have a friend who swears he can figure out a CLICKITY CLOMP, CLICKITY CLOMP, CLlCKlTY CLOMP CLOMP CLOMP. 

person's personality based on the age and sex of their siblings." Style entered the scene. His perfume wisped and his Italian fabric rustled. 

"Like having older brothers makes me butch?" She adjusted her Harley- Did he flourish? It felt like he flourished. What was wrong with him? Couldn't 

Davidson belt buckle. "That is so much bullshit." he see I was enioying an intimate moment with this girl? Was he so focused on 

You can't lead without being able to follow. "Crazy bullshit," I agreed. some sort of entertainment ~hase of seduction that he couldn't see we were 

"The guy is completely wigged out. Of course, he did read me exactly." beyond that? My moment with this girl evaporated. A growl built deep in my 

"Really?" chest. 

"Yeah, he knew I had one older sister. just like that." "DO I know you?" I asked him. 

"How did he know?" "Does anyone truly know anyone?" Style retorted. 

"He said I was needy." He made me laugh. Damn him to hell-in that moment I hated Style for his 

"Are you?" mischievous timing but loved him for his way with words. I decided not to bite 

"Yes, of course. All my girlfriends have to write me love notes and give me his face-this day. 
*$ 

backrubs. I'm high maintenance." I could tell Style was eager to demonstrate himself in action. I introduced I 



the two of them. Then something freaky happened. Style's eyes rolled back in Later my research shifted toward understanding ~eople and myself. I 
his head, and he became someone else. My best guess as to whom he was 

channeling was Harry Houdini--a fast-talking Harry Houdini. He 

tricks. He had her punch him in the stomach. He mentioned sleeping on a bed 

of nails. She was enjoying herself. Her phone number appeared out of thin air. 

That was good enough for Harry. We left her where I found her. 

There is pride involved in being a pickup artist. It is a challenge. I have 

performer friends who can explode on stage like samurai and kill five hundred 

people, but they are afraid to approach a girl in a bar. I don't blame them. 

Most audiences are horny to be fucked. They want it hard and deep. But the 

girl sitting on the barstool is more difficult. She is scarier. She is the five hundred 

pound gorilla in a little black dress. And she can bust you up, if you let her. But 

she is also horny to be fucked. We are all horny to be fucked. 

San Francisco was my first group workshop. I had booked six guys. We met 

up with them at a restaurant near Union Street. Style helped me quickly check 

their credentials. They were six members in good standing of the community. 

We spent dinner making up conversation starters, such as the pretend- 

someone-is-a-movie-star opener. On the way back from the restroom, I up- 

proached a good-looking middle-aged couple at a nearby table. 

"I hope I am not interrupting," I said to the woman, "but I just had to tell 

you that I loved you in that one with the boy and the lighthouse. It made me cry 

for three days. I stayed up late watching it with my housemate's cat. He used to 

be the president." 

They nodded and smiled amicably. "You . . . thank. . . very much," the 

woman responded in broken English. "It is great." 

"Where are you from?" I asked. 

"Czechoslovakia. " 

I gave her a hug and shook the man's hand. "Welcome to America." 

Pickup artists are the only real diplomats left in the world. 

I didn't start out as a pickup artist. I began as a small boy obsessed with 

taking things apart. I carried a screwdriver everywhere. I had a burning desire 

to know firsthand how things worked. Toys, bicycles, coffee makers- 

everything comes apart if you know where the screws are. My dad would go 

to cut the grass, but the lawnrnower would be in pieces. My sister would 

switch on the television . . . and nothing. All the vacuum tubes were under my 

bed. I was much better at taking things apart than putting them back together. 

My family was reduced to living in the Stone Age. 

became a variety act-juggler, street performer, comedian. It's the backwater of 

entertainment, but a great place to learn about human interaction. As a side 

effect, I became good with women. By my twenty-third birthday, I had slept with 

one woman. By my twentyeighth, I could sleep with as many as I wanted. 

MY approach became subtle and efficient, my game graceful and compact. 

Then I found the community. Although my interest was much broader than 

just seduction, their dedication to understanding human interaction was like 

coming home. 

Then I met Style and felt a kinship on an entirely new level. Style listened. 

Most people don't listen because they are afraid of what they might hear. Style , . 

had no preconceived notions. He was cool with however anyone wanted to 

be. He didn't find bitchy girls who had to be broken. He found feisty girls who 

were fun to play with. He didn't see a path of random obstacles. He saw an 

opportunity to explore new territory. Together we were the Lewis and Clark of 

seduction. 

When the workshop ended at 3:00 A.M., Style and I decided to share a 

hotel room with some of his family who were in town. We talked in hushed 

voices so as not to wake them. I teased Style's fashion sense. He made fun of 

my midwestern sensibilities. We shared stories from our experiences with the 

community and counted up the loot--a couple of kisses for Style, a couple of 

telephone numbers for me. 

The mood was giddy. We felt on the edge of something. 

"It's really amazing, man," Style said. "I can't wait to see where all this 

leads." 

He was so full of wideeyed optimism in the power of pickup, in the 

benefits of self-improvement, in the belief that we-the community-had the 

answer to the that had plagued him his whole life I wanted to tell 

him that the answer he was seeking lay elsewhere But I never got around to it. 

We were havlng too much fun. 



When 1 returned home from San Francisco, where the only person I spent 

the night with was Juggler, I received a phone call from Ross Jeffries. 

"I'm having a workshop this weekend," he said. "If you want, you can 

come sit in for free. It's at the Marina Beach Marriott hotel on Saturday and 

Sunday." 

"Sure," I told him. "I'd love to go." 

"There's just one thing: You owe me parties. Good Hollywood parties 

with hot chicks. You promised me." 

"Got it." 

"And, before we hang up, you can wish me a happy birthday." 

"It's your birthday!" 

"Yes, your guru of gash is forty-four. And my youngest this year was 

twenty-one." 

I had no idea he was inviting me to his seminar not as a student, but as 

a conquest. 

I arrived on Saturday afternoon to find a standard hotel conference 

room, the kind that's so brightly lit and mustard yellow it seems designed 

as a habitat more for salamanders than for human beings. Rows of men sat 

behind white rectangular tables, facing the front of the room. Some were 

greasy-haired students, others were greasy-haired adults, and a few were 

greasy-haired dignitaries-top-ranking officials at Fortune 500 companies 

and even the Justice Department. In the front was our porous, bony guru of 

gash, talking into a headset. 

He was telling the students about the hypnotic technique of using 

quotes in a conversation. An idea is more palatable, he explained as he paced 

the room, ifit comes from someone else. "The unconscious thinks in terms of 

content and structure. If you introduce a pattern with the words, 'My friend 

was telling me,' the critical part of her mind shuts off. Do you follow me!" 
He looked around the room for a response. And that was when he no- 

ticed me, sitting in the back row between Grimble and Twotimer. He 
stopped speaking. I felt the heat of his glare on me. "Brothers, this is Style." 

I smiled wanly. "He has seen what Mystery has to offer and decided to be- 
come my disciple. Isn't that right, Style?" 

Every greasy head in the room turned to look at me. The reviews of Mys- 

tery's Belgrade workshop had hlt the Internet, and my skills in the field had 

been soundly praised. People were curious to meet Mystery's new wing-or, 
,, R~SS's  case, to own him. 

I stared at the thin black headset coiling around his face like a spider. 

l ~ ~ ~ ~ e t h i n g  like that," I said. 

That was not enough for him. "Who is your guru?" he asked. 

~t was his room. But it was my mind. I didn't know what to say. Since 

the best way to deflect pressure is with humor, I tried to think of a joke re- 

sponse. I couldn't come up with one. 
I 

"I'll get back to you on that," I answered. 

1 could see that he wasn't happy with my response. After all, this wasn't 

just a seminar he was running. It was a cult. 
When the meeting broke for lunch, Ross pulled me aside. "Why don't 

you joln me for some Italian?" he asked, twirling his ring, a replica of the 

one worn by the superhero Green Lantern. 

"I wasn't aware that you were still a big supporter of Mystery," he said 

over lunch. "I thought you had come over to the good side of the force." 

"I don't think your two methods have to be mutually exclusive. I told 

Mystery what you did with the waitress at California Pizza Kitchen, and he 

flipped out. I think for the first time, he saw how Speed Seduction could re- 

ally be effective." 

Ross's face turned purple. "Stop!" he said. It was a hypnosis word, a 

pattern interrupt. "Do not share anything with him. I don't want that guy 

taking my best work, stealing it, and making money off it. This is disturb- 

ing." He stabbed a fork into his chicken. "I knew something was wrong. If 
~ 

you're going to be this deeply involved with Mystery, then I'm going to have 
a problem. If you're going to learn privately with me, I forbid you from 
telling him the details." 

"Listen," I tried to appease the angry guru. "I haven't told him anything ~ 
in detail. 1 just let him know that you were the real deal." 

"Fine, then. Just tell him you saw me get a chick hot as hell and wetting 
her panties just by asking a couple of questions and making some gestures. 
Let the arrogant fuck figure it out for himself!" 

I watched his nostrils flare and the veins in his forehead bulge as he 



spoke. He was clearly a guy who'd been beaten down early in life. Not by the 

brutality of his father like Mystery; Ross's parents were a smart, good- 

humored Jewish couple. I knew because they'd arrived at the seminar a few 

minutes after me and instantly started teasing him. Rather, Ross had been 

beaten down socially, which probably took a great toll on his psyche when 

combined with the constant teasing and high expectations of his parents. 

His siblings must have been overwhelmed as well. His two brothers had 

turned to God and became Jews for Jesus. As for Ross, he had turned to to a 

religion of his own making. 

"You are being led into the inner sanctum of power, my young appren- 

tice," he warned, wiping the gray stubble on his chin with the back of his 

hand, "and the price for betrayal is dark beyond measure of your mortal 

mind. Keep quiet and keep your promises, and I will keep opening the 

door." 

Ross's severity and anger, though unconscionable, were understand- 

able. The fact was that Ross had built the seduction community almost 

single-handedly. Sure, there'd always been a stable of men giving pickup ad- 

vice, like Eric Weber, whose book How to Pick Up Girls helped start the trend 

that culminated in the movie The Pick-Up Artist with Molly Ringwald and 

Robert Downey Jr. But there had never been a community of guys before 

Ross. The reason was fortuitous timing. As Speed Seduction was develop- 

ing, so was the Internet. 

In his twenties, by all accounts, Jeffries was an angry man. His ambi- 

tion was stand-up comedy and screenwriting. One of his scripts, They Still 

Call Me Bruce, was even produced, but it flopped. So Jeffries drifted be- 

tween paralegal jobs, lonely and girlfriendless. That all changed when he 

was in the self-help section of a bookstore and his hand, he claims, invol- 

untarily reached out and grabbed a book. That tome was Frogs Into Princes, 

the classic book on NLP by John Grinder and Richard Bandler. Ross went 

on to devour every book on the subject he could find. 

One of his heroes had always been the Green Lantern, who was en- 

dowed with a magic ring able to bring the desires of his will and imagina- 
tion to life. After using NLP to end a long streak of involuntary chastity by 

seducing a woman who'd applied for a job in the law office where he 
worked, Ross Jeffries believed he had found that ring. The power and con- 
trol that had eluded him his whole life was finally his. 

His professional pickup career began with a seventy-page self- 

7 T 

P &lished book. The title pretty much summed up where he was coming 
from emotionally at the time-How to Get the Women You Desire Into Bed: A 
Down and Dirty Guzde to Dating and Seduction for the Man Who's Fed Up Wzth 

B ~ ~ ~ ~ M ~ .  Ntce Guy. He sold the book through small classified ads in the back 

ofp/d,boy and Gallery. When he added seminars to his repertoire, he began 

marketing on the Internet as well. One of his students, a legendary com- 

puter hacker named Louis DePayne, soon created the newsgroup alt.seduc- 

tion.fast. Out of that forum, an international cabal of PUAs gradually came 

into being. 
<'when I first came out with this stuff, I was savagely ridiculed," Ross 

1 

said. "I was called every name in the book and accused of the worst things. I 

was really angry for a while. Very pissed off. But gradually the argument 
I ~ 

went from 'Is this real? to 'Should they be doing it? " 
And that is why every guru owes at least a pledge of allegiance to Ross 

Jeffries. He laid the groundwork. It's also why every time new teachers pop 

up, Ross tries to shoot them down; in a few cases, he has even threatened to 
reveal a young competitor's online seduction activities to his parents or ~ 
school administration. 

Worse than Mystery, in his mind, was a former Speed Seduction stu- 

dent named David DeAngelo. Originally, DeAngelo called himself I 

Sisonpyh-hypnosis spelled backward-and worked his way into the 

Speed Seduction hierarchy. But the two of them had a falllng out when 

ROSS supposedly hypnotized a girlfriend of DeAngelo's into fooling 
around with him. I 

According to Ross, DeAngelo had brought the girl to him to seduce. It 

wasn't uncommon, he said, for students to bring him women as a sacrifice 

of sorts. According to DeAngelo, Ross was in no way given permission to 

touch the girl. Whatever the case, the result was that the two stopped 

speaking and DeAngelo set up a rival business called Double Your Dating. 

It was based not on NLP or any other form of hypnosis, but rather on evo- 

C lutionary psychology and DeAngelo's principle of cocky funny. 

"You know, my cheapjack imitator David DeAnushole is having his 
first seminar in L.A.," Ross said. "The guy is so fucking good-looking and 

@ well-connected in the nightclub scene it just astounds me that people think 
he could ever understand their situation and the d~fficulties they encounter 
in dealing with women." 

I made a mental note to sign up for the seminar. I 



"There's a certain view of women that David DeAnushole, Gun Bitch. about the clualities women look for in a man. "I've never heard it said ,..,.- 
and Misery have," Ross continued, working himself into a rage. "These guys like that before. Where do you teach? I'd love to know more." 

are focusing on the worst tendencies of some of the worst women out there R~~~ collected her phone number and returned to the table. He turned 

and spreading it like a cloud of fertilizer on all women." to me, smiled, and said, "Now do you see who's teaching the true way?" 

Ross reminded me of an old rhythm-and-blues artist who has been Then he rubbed his thumb on his chin. 
ripped off so much that he trusts no one. But at least there are publishing 

companies and copyrights in place to protect songwriters. There is no way 

to copyright a woman's arousal, to declare certain authorship over her 

choice of a partner. His paranoia, sadly, made sense-especially when it 

came to Mystery, the only seducer with the ideas and skills to supplant 

him. 

The waiter cleared our pasta. "I am so passionate about this because 1 

care about these kids," Ross was saying. "I think that 20 percent of my stu- 

dents have been abused. They have been severely impacted. Not just with 

women but with all people, male and female. And a lot of problems in soci- 

ety come from the fact that we all have such strong drives, but live in a cul- 

ture that discourages us from exploring them freely." 

He turned around and noticed three businesswomen eating dessert a 

few tables away. He was about to freely explore his sex drive. 

"How's that berry cobbler?" Ross yelled at them. 

"Oh, it's good," one of the woman replied. 

"You know," Ross said to them, "people have signal systems for 

dessert." He was off and running. "The signals say: This is sugar-free; this 

melts in my mouth. And the signal system fires up your body's responsive- 

ness to get ready for what comes next. It's tracing an energy flow through 

your body." 

He had the women's attention now. "Really?" they asked. 

"I teach courses in energy flow," Ross told them. The women ooohed in 

unision. The word energy is the equivalent of the smell of chocolate to 

most women in Southern California. "We were just talking about whether 

men really understand women. And we think we've figured it out." 

In a flash, he was at their table. As he spoke, the women forgot com- 
pletely about their dessert and stared at him rapt. I couldn't tell sometimes 

if his patterns really worked on the sophisticated subconscious level he 
claimed, or if most conversations were so boring that simply saying some- 
thing different and intriguing was enough to trigger attraction. 

"Oh my God," one of the women said when he finished running a pat- 
@ 



In Sin's eyes, I was a pawn. 

"Ross is a seductionist and a plotter," he said when I called him in 

Montgomery, Alabama, where he'd been stationed. He was living with a girl 

he'd met who liked being taken out on the end of a leash and collar. Unfor- 

tunately, the military frowned on such perversions, so Sin had to drive all 

the way to Atlanta to walk her on the downlow. 

"You have a special place in Ross's plans," he warned. "You are the mar- 

keting tool he's using to attack Mystery. You are Mystery's first and best 

student, the only guy who's sarging regularly with him. So every time Ross 

asks you a question like, 'Are you lying to your guru?,' and you answer, the 
I presupposition that he's your guru is affirmed. Every little thing he does is 

to prove you are a convert and you've disavowed your old religion to em- 

brace the true one that actually works. That is his message. So be careful." 

There was a catch to learning NLP, manipulation, and self- 

improvement. No action-whether yours or another's-was devoid of in- 

tent. Every word had a hidden meaning, and every hidden meaning had 

weight, and every weight had its own special place on the scale of self- 

interest. However, as much as Ross may have been nurturing a friendship 

with me in order to crush Mystery, he also had a reputation for befriending 

younger students just so they'd take him to parties. 

I invited Ross to his first event the following week. Monica, a struggling 

but well-connected actress I'd sarged, had invited me to her birthday party at 

Belly, a tapas bar on Santa Monica Boulevard. I thought it would be a good 

scene full of beautiful people for Ross to dazzle with his skills. I was wrong. 

I met Ross at his parents' place, a middle-class red brick house on the 

west side of L.A. His father, a retired chiropractor, school principal, and 
self-published novelist, sat on a couch near his mother, who clearly wore 

the pants in the family. On the wall were a purple heart and a bronze star 
that Ross's father had won during World War I1 in Europe. 

"Style's very successful," Ross told them. "He gets a lot of chicks using 
my material." Even pickup artists in their forties still seek the approval of 
their parents. 

r 
1 talked to his mother for a while about her son's line of work. "Some 

people think if he talks about sex and women, it's terrible," his mom said. 

' ' ~ ~ t  he's not crude and vulgar. He's a very bright boy." She stood up and 

ambled to a wall of shelving. "I have a book of poetry he wrote when he was 

nine years old. Do you want to read some of it? One of them says he's a king 
and he's on a throne." 

"No, you don't want to read that," Ross interrupted. "Jesus Christ, this 

was a mistake. Let's get going." 
The party was a disaster. Ross couldn't handle himself around classy 

people. He spent most of the night thinking he was flirting by acting as if he 

were my gay lover and crawling on all fours behind Carmen Electra, pre- 

tending to be a dog sniffing her ass. When I was talking to another girl, he 

interrupted to brag about a pickup he had just done. At 10:OO P.M., he said 

he was tired and demanded that I drive him home. 
"Next time, we should stay later," I said. 

"No, next time we have to arrive at the right time," he scolded me. "I 

can stay out late, provided I get about twelve hours notice so I can take it 

easy and nap in the afternoon." 
"You're not that old." 

I made a mental note never again to take Ross anywhere cool. It was an 

embarrassment. Since I'd started spending so much time with PUAs, I'd 

lowered my standards for people 1 hung out with. All my old friends had 

fallen by the wayside. Now my social life was monopolized by a caliber of 
nerd I'd never associated with before. I was in the game to have more 

women in my life, not men. And though the community was all about 

women, it was also completely devoid of them. Hopefully, this was just part 

of the process, the way cleaning a house often makes it messier first. 

For the rest of the drive back to his apartment in Marina del Rey, Ross 
harangued me about his rivals. Of course, Ross's detractors weren't any 

kinder to him. They had recently nicknamed him Mine '99, claiming that 

whenever Ross took someone else's tactic and made it his own, he liked to 
insist it was something he had developed at his 1999 Los Angeles seminar. 

"That traitorous creep David DeAnushole," Ross seethed as I dropped 

him off. "His seminar is tomorrow, and I just found out some of my stu- 
dents are scheduled to speak. They I d n ' t  even have the courtesy to let me 
know." 

I didn't have the heart to tell Ross that I'd be going also. 



Attraction is not a choice. 

Those were the words David DeAngelo had projected on the wall. The 

seminar was packed. There were more than a hundred and fifty people in the 

room. Many of them I recognized from other seminars, including Extramask. 

It was getting to be an all-too-familiar sight: a person onstage with a 

headset instructing a group of needy men on how to save themselves from 

nightly onanism. But there was a difference. DeAngelo was a good-looking 

guy, like Ross Jeffries had said. He reminded me of Robert DeNiro, if 

DeNiro had been a mama's boy who'd never been in a fight in his life. 

DeAngelo stood out from the other gurus precisely because he didn't 

stand out. He wasn't charismatic or interesting. He didn't have the crazy 

gleam of a wanna-be cult leader or some gaping hole in his soul that he was 

trying to fill with women. He didn't even claim to be good at the game. He 

was very ordinary. But he was dangerous because he was organized. 

He had clearly spent months working on his seminar. It was not only 

entirely scripted but cleaned up for mass consumption. It was a school of 

pickup instruction that could be presented to the mainstream without 

shocking anyone with its crudeness, its attitude toward women, or the devi- 

ousness of its techniques-except, that is, for his recommendation of read- 

ing the book Dog Training by Lew Burke for tips on handling girls. 

DeAngelo was a bright guy-and a threat to Ross. Many of the speakers 

at his seminar were, like himself, Ross's former students: among them Rick 

H., Vision, and Orion, an uber-nerd who was famous as the first PUA to sell 

videotapes of himself approaching girls on the street. This video series, Mag- 

ical Connections, was considered hard evidence that nerds with hypnosis 

skills could get laid. 

"Seduction," DeAngelo read from his notes, "is defined in the diction- 
ary as an 'enticement to wrongdoing, specifically the offense of inducing a 
woman to consent to unlawful sexual intercourse by enticements which 
overcome her scruples.' " 

"In other words," he continued, "seduction implies tricking, being dis- 

Y 

honest, and hiding your motives. That is not what I am teaching. I'm teach- -- 
ing something called attraction. Attraction is working on yourself and im- 

1 
proving yourself to the point where women are magnetically attracted to 
you and want to be around you." 

Not once did DeAngelo mention the names of his competitors and ri- 

vals. He was too smart for that. He was going to try to take this whole un- 

derground world up for air, and he was going to do it by not acknowledging 

the underground world at all. He had stopped posting online and, instead, 

let his employees stick up for him when he was flamed. He wasn't a genius 

or an innovator like Mystery and Ross. But he was a great marketer. 

"How do you make someone want something?" he asked, after making 

his students practice giving each other James Dean underlooks. "You give it 

value. You show that others like it. You make it scarce. And you make them 

work for it. I want you to thlnk about other ways during lunch." 

I joined DeAngelo and some of hls other students for a burger and 

found out a little more about him. A struggling real estate agent from Eu- 

gene, Oregon, he moved to San Diego for a fresh start. Lonely, he yearned to 

cross that invisible barrier separating two strangers at a club. So he began 

searching the Web for tips and cultivating friends who were good with 

women. One of those friends was Riker, a Ross Jeffries prottgk who turned 

him onto using America Online to meet women. Sendng instant messages 

was a way for DeAngelo to practice flirting the way his new player friends 

did, but without risking public embarrassment. 

"That was the chi," he said as students milled about awkwardly, trying 

to overhear. "I was learning new ideas, implementing them, and then notic- 

ing how women responded on AOL. That's when I learned that busting 

women's balls and really slamming them immediately didn't have the effect 
that the intuitive mind would guess it would. So 1 became cocky and funny. 

I stole thelr lines, teased them, accused them of hitting on me, and never 
gave them a break." 

Flushed with his new findings, DeAngelo delivered a fifteen-page 
screed to Cliff's List, one of the most established online seduction newslet- 

ters. The then-nascent seduction community ate it up: A new guru had ar- 
rived. Cliff, the middle-aged CanadIan businessman who ran the list by day 

and hunted for new master PUAs to brlng into the community by night, 
helped convince DeAngelo to spend three weeks turning his manifesto into 
an e-book, Double Your Danng. 



While we were talking, Rick H. joined us. He was one of the friends "oh,  yeah," &ck said. "That's what we do." 

DeAngelo had cultivated and was now his roommate in the ~ ~ l l ~ ~ ~ ~ d  When the gurus left, I sat with ~xtramask. He was sipping apple Juice 

Hills. I'd heard a lot about Rick H. He was supposed to be the best, a master from a small can. He had a barbell-shaped plercing in the back of his neck 

PUA who specialized in bisexual women. His garish style of dress, like that now and if it weren't for his swollen eyes, he would have been the coolest 

of a Vegas lounge lizard, was one of the inspirations for Mystery's peacock looking guy at the seminar. 
"what happened to you?" I asked. 

Rick H. was short, slightly stocky, and dressed in a large-collared shirt cq went out with that moon-faced girl and got my second lay ever," he 

and a red blazer. Traillng behind him were six attraction adepts eager to said. w ~ ~ t  even though we fucked three times, I dldn't blow my load again. 

soak up his wisdom. I recognized two of them: Extramask, whose eyes were ~ i ~ h ~ ~  condoms fucklng suck or I have mental anxiety and need calm 

swollen nearly shut, and Grimble, who was beginning to have doubts about I down-or Mystery's right and I'm a homo." 

his application of Speed Seduction. Hypnotizing women into being groped f i ~ ~ ~  what does that have to do with your eyes? Did she punch you?" 

in clubs wasn't getting him any g~rlfriends. So after spendng time with yqo, she had a feather pillow or some shit, and I got an eye infection be- 
I 

&ck H., Grimble had turned cocky funny. His new approach was to stick cause of my allergies." 
his elbow out whenever a woman walked past, bump her, and then yell He said he met her for coffee. They sat together and he ran the ESP test, 

"owwwwloudly, as if she'd hurt him. When she stopped, he'd accuse her of a psychological game called the cube, and other demonstrations of value. 

grabbing his ass. It was much more rewarding, he realized, to be funny in a when she started laughing at all his jokes-even the ones that werenJt 
bar than creepy. funny-he knew she liked him. They rented the movie Insomnia, went back 

Rick took a seat at the table and spread himself out comfortably. While to her house, and cuddled together on the couch. 
students crammed around him, he began holding court. "1 had a pretty legit boner golng on," he said, matter-of-factly. "You 

He had two rules for women, he said. know, that kind of rock-hardness where you get the pre-cum dabbing Your 

The first: No good deed goes unpunished. (A phrase, ironically, that Underoos." 
was coined by a woman, Clare Boothe Luce.) "I know. Do go on." 

The second: Always have a better answer. I 
I "And it was cool because one of her legs was pressed up against my 

One of the corollaries of Rick's second rule was to never give a woman j u q ,  rock-hard cock. She definitely felt the hardness. I took off my shirt, 

astraight answer to a question. So if a woman asks what you do for a living, @ and she started kissing me and feel~ng my chest. It was cool.'' He paused 

keep her guessing: Tell her you're a cigarette lighter repairman or a white and took a sip of apple juice through a narrow straw. "Then I took hershlrt 

slave trader or a professional hopscotch player. The first time I tried this, it off, so she was wearing just a bra. I felt her boobles. But whenwewentto the 

didn't go so well. In a five-set in a hotel lobby one night, a woman asked bedroom, I had a problem." 

what my job was. I told her the response I had written on my cheat sheet for "An erectlon problem!" 
the night: white slave trader. As soon as the words left my mouth, I realized "No. She still had her bra on." 

I probably wasn't going to get a number-close. Everyone in the set was "So what's the problem? Just take it off." 
African-American. "1 have no clue how to take off bras. So I just left I t  on.'' 

One thing I noticed as  Rick talked was that people who liked the sound "1 guess unhooking a bra 1s something you learn from experience." 
of own voice tended to do better with women-except for soft-spoken "I have a plan, though. Want to hear it?" 
Dustin. Cliff, of Cliff's List, called it big mouth theory. 

"Why is this shit SO fun to talk about!" Rick H. asked DeAngelo. "What I'm going to do is take one of my mom's bras and tie it around a 

"Because we're guys," DeAngelo said, as if it were the most obvious pole or something. Then I'm gonna walk toward the pole blindfolded like 
thing in the world. in pin the tail on the donkey, reach the bra, and try to undo it.'' 



I gave him a funny look. I couldn't tell if he was joking or not. 

"I'm dead serious," he said. "It's a legit way to learn, and you know it'll 

''HOW was the sex this time?" 

''It was like last time. I fucked her beyond belief, for probably a half 

hour straight I was very hard and luscious. But I couldn't spunk a load. I 
hate this shit Serio~Sly, I redly want to blow it during sex." Though David DeAngelo taught the seminars On cocky funny, the h e a ~ -  

"You're probably thinking about it too much. Or maybe you're just not weight ofthe genre was a fortyyear-old Canadzan writer known as Zan  Where 
into the girls, pUAs like Mystev advocatedgoing under the radar, Zanflitunted that be 

"Or maybe I just adore the tight grip I use for masturbating," he s i d ,  wds a hdies' man. He considered himselfa seducer in the !~adlfion of and 

rubbing his eyes. "I think I got my first blow job, too. Like, I saw her head Zowo, and dressing up as themfor costume pames. Infouryears On the 

near my penis, and I couldn't tell whether she was sucking or not. ~~t it was seduction boards, he never once asked for a d v w  he onb gave it. 
cool when my balls were licked." 

Grimble walked by and clapped a hand on my shoulder. "The seminar's 
starting again," he told me. "Steve P. and Rasputin are speaking, and you 

definitely don't want to miss them." 

I stood up and left Extramask at the table, alone with his apple juice. 

"You know what else I did?'. he yelled after me as I left. "I fingered her!" 

I turned back to look at him. He made me laugh. He pretended to be so 
confused and helpless, but maybe he was smarter than all of us. 

"The inside of a vagina isn't at all what I thought it would feel like," he 
shouted excitedly. "It feels very organized." 

Maybe not. 

MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 

SUBJECT: Zan's Cocky Funny Waitress Technique 

AUTHOR: Zan 

One thing I have going for me is that I am fearless around women. My method 

is very simple Every single thing a girl says or does to me is an 101. Period. 

She wants me. It doesn't matter who she is. And when you believe that, they 

start to believe it too. 

I am a slave to my love of women. They can sense i t  The weakness of 

women is language and words, Fortunately, that is one of my strong points. If I 
they try to repel my advances, I act like they are from Mars and what they are 

i 

saying doesn't make any sense. 

I never try to defend myself or apologize for being a womanizer Why? 

Because a reputation is attractive to women. It's true. I am the other man who 

guys worry about when they marry a girl. 

So with that in mind, I'd like to share with you today my patented cocky 

funny waitress technique: 

Usually when a group of guys is confronted with a new and devastatingly 

pretty waitress, they stare at her ass when she walks by, then talk about her be- 

hind her back. But when she comes to their table, they become downright cour- 

teous and nice and act like they are not interested in her. 

Instead, I go cocky funny immediately. I am going to be very detailed in 

my description of what I do because I think some guys don't really understand 

cocky funny r ~ l e - ~ l a ~ i n g .  I 



When I see her coming toward us, I immediately engage a buddy across ZAN: (smile, wink) you know what? You're kinda cute. I think I'm going to 
the table in seemingly deep conversation. I make sure to face my body away call you 
from her. 

When she comes up and asks us what we would like to drink, I ignore her 

for a few seconds or so. Then I glance in her direction and pretend 1 am just 

now seeing her for the very first time. Immediately, I show great interest in 

her-as if she were a new discovery. I glance quickly at her body, just long 

enough for her to notice, then turn myself fully around to face her. A big smile 

and a wink, and the game begins. 

HER: You think so, huh2 You don't have my number. 

ZAN: Why, you're r~ght! Okay, tell me and I w~l l  wr~te it down. 

HER: (Sm~l~ng) Not a good idea. I have a boyfriend. 
ZAN: (Pretending to wr~te) Whoa, slow down. I d~dn't quite catch your 

number there. You better repeat ~t for me. Let's see . . . 555 . . . 
HER: (Laughs and rolls her eyes] 

HER: What can I get for you? 
~h~ absurdity of this exchange is that there is no way she is going to give me 

her phone number in front of a bunch of my friends. No girl would But her dig- 

ZAN: (Ignoring the question) Hello, I haven't seen you around before, its are not the goal just yet. 
What's your name? N~~ she and I have a rapport, in a manner of speaking. And I've made 

HER: My name is Stephanie. What's yours? myself enough that the next night we go there. she'll recognize me. 

ZAN: I'm Zan. And I will have a gin and tonic. (5ig ~ h ; ~  way, 1 can walk up, put my arm around her, and continue with my usual 

"you would a good girlfriend for me" talk. And since everything is said in 

So far I've broken the ice a bit and, by exchanging names, she has given me a half-joking manner, she doesn't know if I'm really hitting on her or if I'm lust 

the implicit right 10 be more familiar with her. So the next time she comes fooling around. So when I return: 
around, I smile and wink again. 

HER: (Laughing) Oh no! Not you again! 

ZAN: You again? Wow, YOU sure like to hang around us, don't you? ZAN: Stephanie, my sweet! Hey, listen, sorry I didn't return your call last i 
HER: (laughs) (some stuff] night. You know how it is. I'm just a busy guy. 
ZAN: (Some other stuff) HER: (playing along) Yeah, I'm really mad about that. 
HER: (Some other stuff) 

ZAN: (As she is leaving) I bet YOU'II come back again real soon, I can see This gets the whole table laughing, including her. And it's back on again for the 
it in your eyes. evening. 

HER: (Smiling) Yeah, I can't resist. Later: 
- ,~ - 

Now 1 have established a cocky funny theme-her wanting to hang around us ZAN: you know what, Stephanie. You're a terrible girlfriend. In fact, I can't 

and that is why she keeps coming back to our table. Of course, she has to even remember the last time we had sex. That's it. We're through. 

come back to our table: She's the waitress. And when she does, I smile at her ZAN: (Pointing to another waitress] She's going to be my new girlfriend. 

and give the other guys a knowing look in front of her as if 10 soy, ffSee, 1 was HER: (laughing) 
right." All along, I strive 10 make the interaction come off like I have known her m ~ :  (Playing with my phone] You are now downgraded from Booty Call 

for a 10% time. This establishes a level of familiarity that usually takes several # I  to Booty Call #lo. 
meetings to build. HER: (laughing) No, please, I'll do anything to make it up to you. 

So now, after a while, I will say something like: 

And later still: 
HER: Can I get you another drink? 



7 ZAN: (Motioning for her to come over and pointing at my knee) Stephanie, 

come and sit down. I'll tell you a bedtime story (Smile, wink) 

I have used that last l~ne for years. It IS gold. 

Some of you guys are ~ r o b a b l ~  think~ng, "Okay, now what2 How do you ! 
transition from funny ball-busting to more serious, romantic, sexual talk?" 

It's simple, actually. At some point, I just talk to her quietly alone. Remem- 

ber to turn on the bedroom eyes. 

ZAN: [No longer cocky funny) Stephanie, do you want me to call you? 

HER: You know I have a boyfriend. 

ZAN: That's not what I asked. Do you want me to call you? 

HER: Tempting, but I can't. 

ZAN: Sneak away with me, girl. I'll take you higher up the slopes of Par- 

nassus than you have ever been. Etc. 

Everything you just read actually happened last Thursday and Friday evening 

with me and a waitress named Stephanie. She was easily the hottest thing 

around in a long time. The iury is still out on this one, but she has no illusions 

about my intentions. My friends she views as nice guys, but not me. She knows 

that any interaction with me is going to be passionate from the start. And now 

she can choose to accept it or reject it. 

The truth is, she may very well reject my overtures. But it doesn't matter. 

She won't soon forget me. And you can bet that the other waitresses know all 

about the things I said to her. And that is very good, especially since I have 

said almost the exact same things in the exact same way to all the other wait- 

resses there. And I will continue to do so-right in front of Stephanie. 

The net effect is social proof When you go in, you own the place. You 

wave the waitresses over, point to your cheek, and say, "Hey, girl, where's my 

sugar?" No one is intimidated because you treat them all the same way. In this 

particular restaurant, there are four waitresses who have come home with me, 

three less attractive waitresses who want to come home with me, and several 

more who are works-improgress (including Stephanie). And you can bet they all 

know about each other. But, again, that is very good. 

-Za n 

The highlight of the seminar was an appearance by two people who would 

give me my much-coveted inner game and more: Steve P. and Rasputin. 

These were guys I'd heard whispered about in the seduction community 

since I'd joined-the true masters; leaders of women, not men. 
The first thing they did when they walked onstage was hypnotize every- 

body in the room. They both talked at the same time, telling different 

,.jtories-one to occupy the conscious mind and the other to penetrate to the 

subconscious. When they woke us up, we had no idea what they had in- 

stalled in our heads. All we knew was that these were two of the most confi- 

dent speakers we'd ever seen. Every ounce of fire and charisma that 

DeAngelo lacked, they possessed in bulk. 
Wearing a leather vest and an Indiana Jones hat, Steve P. was equal 

parts Hell's Angel and Native American shaman. Rasputin was a strip club 
! 

bouncer with mutton-chop sideburns who looked like a steroid-jacked li 

Wolverine. The two had met in a bookstore while both reaching for the 
ii 

same NLP book. Now they worked as a team and were among the most i, 

powerful hypnotists in the world. Their advice on seducing women was 

simply: "Become an expert in how to feel good." 

Toward that end, Steve P. had figured out  a way to get women to pay to  

have sex with him. For anywhere from several hundred to a thousand dol- 

lars, he trained women to have orgasms from a single vocal command; he 

taught them five different stages of deep throat he had devised; and, most 

I 
fantastically, he claimed to give hypnotic breast enlargements, which he 
said could make a woman jump as much as two cup sizes. 

Rasputin's forte was what he called hypnotic sexual engineering. Sex, 

he explained, must be viewed as a privilege for the woman, not a favor to  

you. "If a woman wants to give me a blow job," he elaborated, "I tell her, 

'YOU only get three sucks. And you may only go down as far as you receive 
pleasure.'" His chest stuck out like the top of a Volkswagen. "Afterward, I 
tell her, 'Didn't that feel nice? Next time, you get five sucks.' " 

"What if you're scared of getting caught trying to manipulate her?" I 



asked a businessman in the front row who looked like a miniature clark to make women his slaves. You seem like you may care about women: YOU 

don't just want to stuff your meat bat in some hole. You're willing to ex- - 
"There is no such thing as fear," Rasputin replied. "Emotions are just plore shlt." 

energy and motion that you trap inside your body because of a thought." suddenly, we heard a commotion behind us. TWO sisters and their 

Mini-Clark Kent stared at him stupidly. I mother had made the mistake of walking down a hotel hallway full of 

"Do you know how YOU get over it?" Rasputin looked at his interlocu- 1 pickup artists, and the vultures were descending on the carrion. Orion the 

tor like a wrestler about to break a folding chair in half. "You don't shower uber-nerd was reading one of the girls' palms; Rick H. was telling the 
or shave for a month, until you smell like a sewer. Then you walk around 

for two weeks wearing a dress and a goalie mask with a dildo strapped to 

the front. That's what I did. And I will never be afraid of public humiliation 

again." 

"You have to live in your own reality," Steve cut in. "I had a girl once tell 

me I was kind of pudgy. I said, 'Well, if that's what you think, you don't get 

to pat the Buddha belly or ride the jade stalk.'" 

He paused, then added as an afterthought, "But I said it in a gentle 
fucking way, on the spiritual fucking path." 

Afterward, DeAngelo introduced me to the pair. The top of my head 

came up to Rasputin's Volkswagen. 

"I'd love to learn more about what you do," I said. 

"You're nervous," Rasputin said. 

"Well, you two are a little intimidating." 

"Let me get rid of that anxiety," Steve offered. "Tell me your phone 

number backward." 

I started saying, "Five.. . four. . . nine.. . six." As I did, Steve snapped 

his fingers. 

"Okay, take a deep breath and now blow out hard," he commanded. 

As I did, Steve traced his fingers up from my navel and made a whoosh- 
ing sound. "Be gone!" he commanded. "Now watch that feeling just blow 

away like a smoke ring on a windy day. Notice how it's gone; it's no more. 

Take a tour of your body and try and find where it was. Notice how there's a 

different vibration there. Okay. Open your eyes. Try really hard to bring any 

piece of it back. See? You can't." 

1 couldn't tell whether it had worked or not, but I was reeling. He'd def- 
initely taken my mind and body on some kind of one-minute trip. 

He took a step back and scanned my face, as if reading a diary. "A guy 
named Phoenix offered to pay me two thousand dollars to follow me 
around for three days," Steve P. said. "And I told him no, because he wants 

mother that he was Orion's manager; Grimble was moving in on the re- 

maining girl; and a crowd of wanna-be PUAs had gathered around, trying 
to see the masters at work. 

"Listen," Steve P. said, in a rush. "Here's my card. Call me if you ever 

want to learn some inner-circle shit." 
"I'd love to." 
"But this is classified," he warned. "If we let you in, you cannot share 

these techniques with anybody. They're very powerful, and in the wrong 

hands they could really screw a girl up." 
"Got it," I said. 

He twisted a piece of white paper into the shape of a rose, then 

bounded off in the direction of the carrion. He approached the girl Grimble 

was sarging, told her to smell the flower, and within thirty seconds she was 

passed out in Steve's arms. This was inner-circle shit. And I was about to 
learn it. 



without girlfriends or even dates. Thus, we're forced to spend years 

feeling intimidated by and alienated from women, who hold in their sole 

I P ossession the key to releasing us from the stigma blighting our young 
adult lives: our virginity. 

I Steve fit in with my theory on naturals. He was initiated into sex when 

And so began the weirdest phase of my education. 

Every weekend, I'd drive two hours south to San Diego and stay at 

Steve P.'s small, squalid apartment, where he raised two sons the same way 

he talked to his students-with compassionate obscenity. His thirteen-year- 

old was already a better hypnotist than I would ever be. 

In the afternoons, Steve and I drove to see Rasputin. They'd sit me in a 
chair and ask what I wanted to learn. I had a list: to believe that I was at- 

tractive to women; to live in my own reality; to stop worrying about what 

other people thought of me; to move and speak with an air of strength, con- 

fidence, mystery, and depth; to get over my fear of sexual rejection; and, of 

course, to attain a sense of worthiness, which Rasputin defined as the belief 

that one deserves the best the world has to offer. 

It was easy to memorize routines, but mastering inner game after a life- 

time of bad habits and thought patterns was not easy. These guys, however, 

had the tools to fix me in time for Mystery's next workshop In Miami. 

"We're going to reframe you to where you're not glad to have some 
boopsy sucking your dick," Steve explained. "It will be a privilege for her to 

get to drink from the nectar of the master." 

At each session, they'd put me under, and Rasputin would tell complex 

metaphorical stories into one of my ears as  Steve P. issued commands to my 

subconscious in the other ear. They'd leave open loops (or unfinished meta- 

phors and stories) in my mind that they'd close a week later. They'd play 

music designed to elicit specific psychological reactions. They'd put me into 

trances so deep that hours went by in the blink of an eye. 

Afterward, I'd go back to Steve's house and read his NLP books while 
he screamed lovingly at his kids. 

I have a theory that most naturals, like Dustin, lose their virginity at a 
young age and consequently never feel a sense of urgency, curiosity, and in- 
timidation around women during their critical pubescent years. Those who 
must learn to meet women methodically, on the other hand-like myself 
and most students in the community-generally suffer through high 

he was in first grade. An older girl wanted to give him a blow job; he re- 

sponded by trying to hit her with a rock. But she eventually convinced him, 
t and the experience set off a lifelong obsession with oral sex. When he was 

seventeen, he said, a cousin hired him to work in the kitchen of a Catholic 

girls' school. After he gave oral sex to one of the girls, word spread and he 

soon became the sexual go-to guy on campus. In addition to glving the girls 

pleasure, however, he also gave them guilt. And after a few too many con- 

fessions that involved the boy in the kitchen, Steve was fired. 
He ran with a bike gang for a while but left soon after accidentally 

shooting a guy in the nuts. He now devoted his life to a self-styled mix of 

sexuality and spirituality. And for all his crude talk, he was at heart a good 

person. Unlike many of the other gurus I'd met, I trusted him. 

After Steve's kids went to sleep each night, he taught me ~nner-circle 

magic he'd learned from shamans whose names he'd sworn never to pro- 

nounce. The first weekend I stayed over, he gave me a lesson in soul-gazing, 

which is when you look deep into a woman's right eye with your own right 
eye as you breathe together. 

"Once you do this with her, she's going to bond real strong with you," 

he warned. His cautionary speeches were often longer than the actual teach- 

ing process. "When you do this, you become anamchara, which in Gaelic 
means friend of the soul. A soul friend." 

The following weekend I learned about menage-a-trois management, 

and how to train a woman to eat another woman's pussy by having her put 

a dried nectarine in her mouth and chew erotically on it during sex. The 

next weekend he showed me how to throw cht through my hands into a 

woman's abdomen. And the next weekend he taught me to contain and cy- 
cle orgasmic energy, so that a woman can stack one withheld orgasm on top 

of another-until, as Steve P. put it, she's "shaking like a dog shitting peach 
seeds." Finally, he shared what he considered to be his greatest skill: guiding 

any woman, through words and touch, to a powerful orgasm that "gushes 
like Nlagara Falls." 

1 This was a whole new level of game. He was giving me super powers. 



I was in a whirlwind of learning. I didn't call my friends. I barely talked 

to my family. 1 turned down every writing assignment that came my way. 1 

was living in an alternate reality. 

"I told Rasputin," Steve said one night, "that more than all the other se- 

duction boys out there, I'd like you to become one of our trainers." 

It was an offer I'd have to turn down. The seduction world was a palace 

of open doors. Walking through one, no matter how tempting the treasures 
I 

inside, would mean having to shut the rest. i 
I returned home one Sunday night from San Diego to find a message on my 

machine from Cliff, of Cliff's List. He was in town, and he wanted to take 

me to meet his latest PUA discovery-a biker turned construction worker 

who called himself David X. 

Cliff had been in the community since its inception. He was in his for- 

ties and was as nice as he was uptight. Though he was conventionally hand- 

some, he was also the living embodiment of the word square. He looked like 

he'd stepped out of a 1950s family sitcom. He had a closet in his home, he 

claimed, with more than a thousand pickup books. There were issues of the 

Pick-Up Times, a short-lived magazine from the seventies; an original edition 

of Eric Weber's classic How to Pzck Up Gzrls; and misogynist obscurities with 

titles like Seduction Begins When the Woman Says No. 

David X was one of half a dozen PUAs Cliff had discovered over the 

years and promoted on his list, which he'd started in 1999 after Ross criti- 

cized him on the Speed Seduction mailing list for discussing a pickup tech- 

nique that wasn't related to NLP. Every PUA had a specialty, and David X's 

was harem management-juggling relationships with multiple women 

without lying to them. 

When we walked into the dim sum restaurant, I was shocked by what I 

saw waiting for me. David X was quite possibly the ugliest PUA I'd ever met. 

He made Ross Jeffries look like a Calvin Klein underwear model. He was im- 

mense, balding, and toadlike, with warts covering his face and the voice of a 
hundred thousand cigarette packs. 

My meal with him was like so many I'd had before. Except the rules 
were always different. His were: 

I. Who cares what she thinks? 

11. You are the most important person in this relationship. 

His philosophy was to never lie to a female. He prided himself on bed- 
ding women by trapping them with their own words. For example, on meet- 

I 





Mystery and I traveled the world doing workshops, meeting all the players 

in the game, the seduction community became more than just a bunch of 

anonymous screen names. It became a flesh-and-blood family. Maddash was 

no longer seven letters of type but a funny, Jeremy Piven-like entrepreneur 

from Chicago; Stripped was an uptight book editor from Amsterdam with 

male-model looks; Nightlight9 was a lovable nerd who worked for Microsoft. 
Over time, the posers and keyboard jockeys were outed, and the super- 

stars were given their due. And Mystery and I were the superstars because 

we delivered: Miami, Los Angeles, New York, Toronto, Montreal, San Fran- 

cisco, and Chicago. Every workshop made us better, stronger, more driven. 

All the other gurus I had met clung to the safety of the seminar room. They 

had never been forced to prove their teachings in the field city after city, 

night after night, woman after woman. 

Every time we left a city, a lair sprung up if one didn't exist already, 

bringing together students eager to practice their new skills. Through word 

of mouth, the lairs soon doubled, tripled, and quadrupled in size. And all 

these guys worshipped Mystery and Style: We were living the life they 
wanted, or so they thought. 

Each workshop generated more online reviews praising my newly ac- 

quired game. Each field report I posted triggered a flood of e-mails from 

students wanting to be my wing. The list of sargers in my phone book was 

actually starting to surpass the number of girls I'd met. 

Most of the time when my phone rang, it was a guy asking for Style. 

And, dispensing with introductions, he'd ask, "When you call a girl, should 

YOU block your number or not?" or "I was in a three-set, and the obstacle 
ended up liking me and giving me her phone number. Do I still have a 

chance with the target?' 
The game was consuming my old life. But it was worth it, because it was 

part of the process of becoming that guy in the club-the one I'd always en- 
vied, the one in the corner making out with a girl he'd just met. The Dustin. 

Before I discovered the community, the only time I'd ever made out 
with a girl I met in a club was when I first arrived in Los Angeles. But in 
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the middle of kissing, she pulled away and said, "Everyone must think 

you're a ~roducer  or something." The subtext was that she was otherwise 

too hot to be making out with a slob like me. It shattered me for months. 

I was too insecure to handle what was, in retrospect, her own form of neg. t 
But now, when I walked into a club, I felt a rush of power, wondering 

which woman would have her tongue down my throat within a half hour. 

For all the self-improvement books I had read, I still wasn't above shallow 

validation-seeking. None of us were. That's why we were in the game. Sex 

wasn't about getting our rocks off; it was about being accepted. 

Mystery, in the meantime, had gone through his own metamorphosis 

during our travels. He had developed a radical new form of peacocking. It 

was no longer enough to wear just one item to catch the attention of the 

opposite sex. Now, all his items were larger-than-life, turning Mystery into a 

mobile sideshow. He wore six-inch platform boots and a bright red tiger- 

striped cowboy hat, which combined to make him seven feet tall. He added 

skintight black PVC pants, futuristic goggles, a plastic-spiked backpack, a 

mesh see-through shirt, black eyeliner, white eye shadow, and as many as 

seven watches on his wrists. Every head turned as he walked down the 

street. 

He didn't need openers. The women opened him. Girls followed him 

for blocks. Some grabbed his ass; one older woman even bit his crotch. And 

all he had to do if he was interested was perform a few magic tricks, which 

seemed to justify his outlandishness. 

His new look also served as a great litmus test for women. It repelled 

the type of girl he wasn't interested in and attracted the type he was. "I'm 

dressing for the outrageous club girls, the hot slutty girls, the ones I could 

never get," he explained one night when I accused him of looking like a 

clown. "They're playing groupie, so I gotta play rock star." 

Mystery constantly encouraged me to dress as outlandishly as he did. 

Though I buckled one afternoon and bought a purple fur vest in a Mon- 

treal lingerie shop, I didn't get off on the constant gawking and attention. 

Besides, I was doing well enough without it. 

My reputation stemmed largely from the Miami workshop, where in a 

period of thirty minutes I put my previous six weeks of hypnosis, training, 
and guru-chasing into action. It was a night that would go down in the an- 
nals of community history. It was seduction not as wrestling but as ballet: a 
perfect example of form. It was the night of my official graduation from 
AFC to PUA. 

~t was the perfect sarge. 

When they walked into the VIP area of Miami's Crobar, everyone no- 

ticed. They were both platinum blondes with well-tanned fake breasts and 

identical outfits-tight white tank tops and tight white pants. How could 

anyone not notice? They were what the PUAs would call perfect lo's, and 

they were dressed to turn men into beasts. This was South Beach, where 

testosterone levels run high, and the pair had been whistled and hollered at 

all night. The girls seemed to enjoy the attention almost as much as they sa- 

vored shooting down the men who gave it to them. 

I knew what to do-and that was to do what everyone else wasn't doing. 

A pickup artist must be the exception to the rule. I had to suppress every 

evolutionary instinct inside me and pay them no attention whatsoever. 

With me were Mystery and two of our students, Outbreak and the 

Matador of Love. The rest of our pupils were sarging on the perimeter of 

the dancefloor downstairs. 

Outbreak went in first, complimenting the platinum twins on their 

outfits. They brushed him off like a gnat. Next, the Matador of Love moved 
I in with the Maury Povich opener. He too crashed and burned. 

Now it was my turn. This was going to take every bit of confidence and 

self-esteem that Steve P. and Rasputin had hypnotized into me. If I showed 

even a flicker of weakness or doubt, they'd eat me alive. 

"That tall one isn't a 10," Mystery leaned in and whispered to me. 

"She's an 11. This is going to take some hardcore negging." 

The girls strolled to the bar, where they began talking to a transvestite 

in a black tutu. I moved in, not even glancing at them, and greeted the 
transvestite as if I knew him. I asked if he worked at the club, and he said 

no. It hdn't  really matter what I said to him: I was just maneuvering into I 

~ 
position, pawning him for the two-set. 

Now that I was in range, it was time to neg. "That girl over there is bit- 
ing your style," I said to the 10, the shorter of the two. "Look at her." I 
pointed to another platinum blonde in a white outfit. 

1 
"She's just got the same hair," the 10 rephed, dismissively. 1 
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"No, look at her outfit," I persisted. "It's almost the exact same." <? live in Los Angeles," 1 continued. "It's where the most beautiful 
They looked over, and here was the make-or-break moment. If I didn't 

come up with something good to follow, I'd lose their interest and be 

branded just another weirdo. So I continued with the negging. "You know 

what?" I told them. "You both look like strange little snowflakes." 

It was a bizarre, cryptic comment, but now I had their attention. 1 could 

sense it, and my heart began to pump faster. I continued with what 1 knew 

all along would be my true opener: "I have to ask you something. Is your 

hair real!" 

The 10 looked shocked, then recovered her composure. "Yes," she said. 

"Feel it." 

I pulled it gently. "Hey, it moved. It's not real." 

"Pull harder." 

I complied, and yanked it so hard that her neck jerked back. "Okay," 1 

said. "I believe you. But how about your friend there!" 

The 11's face reddened. She leaned over the bar and looked me hard in 

the eye. "That is really rude. What if I'm bald underneath here? That could 

really hurt someone's feelings. It's disrespectful. How would you feel if 

someone said that to you?" 

The pickup is a high stakes game, and to win you have to play hard. All 

I had done so far was commandeer their attention and provoke an emo- 

tional reaction. Sure, it was a negative one, but now we had a relationship. If 

I could turn her anger around, I'd be in. 

Fortunately, I happened to be trying to make a point to the students 

and was wearing a black mod wig and a fake lip piercing-just to show that 

looks don't matter. It's all game. 

I leaned over the bar and stared the 11 down. "Well," I told her. "I actu- 

ally am wearing a wig, and I am bald underneath here." 

I paused, and she looked at me with her mouth open. She didn't know 

how to respond. Now it was time to reel her in. "And I'll tell you something 

else. Whether I go out totally bald, in this wig, or in some crazy longhaired 

wig, it doesn't change the way I'm treated by other people. It's all your atti- 

tude. Don't you agree?" 

Everything I say in a pickup has an ulterior motive. I needed to let her 
know that unlike every other guy in the bar, I am not and will not be intim- 
idated by her looks. Beauty to me was now a shit test: It weeded out the 10s- 
ers who got dumbstruck by it. 

in the country come to try and make it. You look around a club 

&ere, and everyone's good-looking. It makes this VIP room look like a dive 

bar." They were words I'd learned, almost verbatim, from Ross Jeffries. And 

they were working. 

I let her look around, then continued: "And do you know what I've 

learned? Beauty is common. It's something you're born with or you pay for. 

I what counts is what you make of yourself. What counts is a great outlook 

and a great personality." 

Now I was in. It was the girls who were dumbstruck now, not me. I had 

entered their world, as Jeffries once put it to me, and demonstrated author- 

ity over it. And, to ensure my position there, I threw in one more neg, but 

softened with a slight compliment, as if they were winning me over: "And 

you know what? You have a great smile. I can tell that underneath all that, 

I you're probably a good person." 
The 10 sidled up to me and said, "We're sisters." 

A lesser pickup artist would have thought that his work was done, that 

he had won them over. But no, this was just one more shit test. I looked very 

slowly at both of them, and then took a chance. "Bullshit," I said, smiling. "I 

bet a lot of guys believe you, but I'm a very intuitive person. When I look at 

you both, I can tell you're very different. Too different." 

The 10 broke into a guilty smile. "We never tell anyone this," she said, 

"but you're right. We're just friends." 

Now I'd broken through her programming, moved her away from the 

auto-pilot responses she gives to men, and demonstrated that I was not just 

another guy. 1 took another chance: "And I'd be willing to bet that you 

haven't even been friends for that long. Usually, best friends start to have 
the same mannerisms, and you two don't really." 

"We've only known each other a year," the 10 admitted. 

Now it was time to back off my game and fluff a httle. However, I made 

sure never to ask questions; instead, as Juggler had taught me, I made open- 
ended statements that led them to ask me the questions. 

The 10 told me they were from San Diego, so we fluffed for a while 

about the West Coast and Miami. As we talked, I kept my back to the 11, as 

if 1 were less interested in her. This was classic Mystery Method: I wanted 
her thinking more about me, wondering why 1 wasn't giving her the atten- 
tion she was so used to. Nothing in the game is an accident. 
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1 
1 think of a woman's interest in me as a fire, and when it starts to die ,..dllv a sweet beneath that laboriously wrought exterior, took the bait. 

L u U - j  ... 
out, it's time to turn around and stoke it. So, just when the 11 was about to mind him," she said, pointing to their guy friend. "He's just rude." 
walk away to find someone to talk to, I turned around and delivered a beau. 1 she called the bartender over and ordered me a shot, Rebekah threw 
tiful line: "You know what? When I look at you, I can see exactly what you 

looked like in middle school. And I'm willing to bet you weren't so outgo. 

ing or popular then." 

Sure, it was a truism. But she stared at me flabbergasted, wondering 

how I could possibly know that. To seal the victory, I laid out one last 

beauty-neutralizing cold-reading routine. "I bet a lot of people think you're 

a bitch. But you're not. You're actually shy in a lot ofways." 

She began to give me the doggy dinner-bowl look, as the PUAs call it. It 

is the look that is the goal of any approach. Her eyes glazed over, her pupils 

dilated, and she just watched my lips move, entranced and attracted. I no- 

ticed, however, that the more interested the 11 became, the more kin0 the 

10 gave me. 

"You're interesting," the 10 gushed, pressing her breasts against me. 1 

could see Mystery, Outbreak, and the Matador of Love rooting me on in the 

background. "We have to hang out with you in L.A." 

She leaned in and gave me a tight hug. "Hey, that'll be thirty dollars," I 

told her, disentangling myself. "This shit ain't free." 

The more you push them away, the more they run toward you. "I love 
him," she told her friend. Then she asked if she and her friend could stay 

with me next time they were in L.A. 

"Sure," I said. But as the words left my mouth, I realized, too late, that I 

should have made my hospitality more of a challenge. There's so much to 

remember and juggle during a pickup that it is hard to get everything per- 

fect. But no matter. She gave me her phone number, and 1 gave her mine. 

You may have noticed that I haven't been referring to these girls by 
their names. That's because I never introduce myself during a pickup. AS 

Mystery had taught me at that first workshop, I wait for the woman to in- 

troduce herself or ask for my name. That way, I know she's interested. SO, as 

we exchanged numbers, I received my first real 101s and learned that the 10 

was Rebekah and the 11 was Heather. Now it was time to separate the two 

of them and see if I could get enough 101s to kiss-close Heather. 

A guy they knew suddenly showed up and bought three shots-for 
Heather, Rebekah, and himself. I held out my empty hand and looked 
around, pretending to be hurt. Heather, who I was slowly realizing was ac- 

. - 

her a dirty look. "Remember our rule?" she whined. 
I knew what their rule was: Girls like this love it when guys buy them 

drinks. But David X had taught me better: Girls don't respect guys who buy 

them drinks. A true pickup artist knows never to buy meals, drinks, or gifts 

for a girl he hasn't slept with. Dating is for tools. 
"We promised not to buy any drinks on this trip," Rebekah whined. 

"But you're not buying a drink for yourself," I told them. "You're buy- 

ing one for me. And I'm different from all the other guys." 
I'm not really that arrogant, but in the game there are rules. And the 

rules must be obeyed, because they work. 
Suddenly, Mystery walked toward me and whispered in my ear, "Isolate!" 

"I want to show you something," I said to Heather, as I took her by the 

hand. I led her to a nearby booth, sat her down, and performed the ESP ex- 

periment. Behind me, 1 saw Mystery punching his fist into his open hand in 

slow motion. It was a code: the signal to phase shift, to slow down and move 

in for the kill. 

I told her about soul-gazing and, with house music and dozens of con- 

versations blaring around us, we stared into each other's eyes and shared a 

moment together. In my head, I imagined her as the pudgy middle school 

student she used to be. If I'd been thinking about how beautiful she really 

was, I would have been too nervous to sully her with my lips, as I was about 

to attempt to do. 

I slowly moved my head toward hers. 

"No lips," she said, quietly. 

I held up my index finger, placed it against her lips, and said, "Shhhh." 
Then I kissed her-on the lips. 

It would have been the most beautiful kiss of my life. But I was so lost 

in the seduction that I forgot I was wearing a fake lip ring. Worried that it 

would fall out (or, even worse, end up on her lip), I pulled back, looked at 
her again, and then nibbled on her lower lip. 

Her tongue darted out of her mouth. "Hey, not so fast," I told her, as 
if she were the one hitting on me. The key to physical escalation, David 
DeAngelo had said in his seminar, is always two steps forward, one step 
back. 



v We made out carefully, and then I returned her to Rebekah at the bar. I 
had a workshop to wing, so I told them both that it was a pleasure meeting 

them and I should rejoin my friends. We confirmed our plans to spend a 

weekend together, and I left with my heart singing. 

The Matador of Love was the first person to run up to me. He took my 

hand in his and kissed it. "In India, we put ourselves prostrate before people @ 
I 

like you," he said, flapping his arms excitedly. "You've given me a new mean- 

ing on life. It was like watching John Elway do the two-minute drive. You 

knew he had game before, but in that moment he really proved it. You got 

the Super Bowl ring." 

For the rest of the night, I was on fire. Women who hadn't even seen me 

with the platinum non-sisters were opening me. They could smell it. 

When I ran into Heather again, I asked her, "You're not a thief, are you!" 

"No," she said. 

I removed my necklace and very slowly put it around her neck. "This is 

still mine," I whispered, kissing her lightly. "It's something to remember to- 

night by. But I want it back next time I see you. It's very special to me." 

As I walked away, I knew I'd just made her night. 

It didn't even matter whether I got laid or not, because this was the 

game artfully played. It was exactly what I'd been working so hard for. I just 

didn't realize that I'd ever be able to pull it off so smoothly or that, in the 

process, I was creating a hunger that could never be satiated. 

After another two months of workshops, I flew back to Los Angeles for a 

break. But I grew restless sltting at home alone. There were clubs and bars 

full of sets to be opened, each one a potentlal new adventure. The compul- 

sion to sarge consumed my body like a fever. 
Fortunately, I received a call from Grimble. He was at the Whiskey Bar 

and had started talking to Heidi Fleiss, the former Hollywood madam 

who'd recently been released from jail for pandering and tax evasion. She 

wanted to meet me. 
1 slipped into a custom-made suit I had recently bought, threw my 

prop bag over my shoulder, and dabbed a dfferent cologne on each wrist. I 

had a feeling this was not a casual call. 

When I arrived, Grimble was standing next to her at the bar. He was 

wearing the exact same floral-print button-down shirt I had met him in, ex- 

cept the silver had faded to gray from so many washings. Three buttons 

were open, and his halrless chest was thrust further out than ever. Like a 
I 

baseball player, he seemed to believe it was his lucky shirt. 

"This is Style," Grimble told her, flashlng a shady smile that was a little 

unnerving to a friend, but to a certain type of girl was no doubt a turn on. 

"The guy I was telling you about." 

Heidi was attractive but hard, like only women who've had to fend for 

themselves in Los Angeles can be. I wondered if he was trying to set me up 
with her. She seemed like an odd choice. I try to avoid women who've 
served time. 

She reached out and shook my hand firmly. "So," she sad.  "Show me 
your stuff." 

"What are you talking about?" I asked. 

"Grimble here says you're a pickup artlst. He was telling me about what 
you teach. Let's see what you've got." 

I flashed Grimble a dirty look. He'd sold me out. "Why don't you show 
her?" I asked Grimble. 

"I have a girl here," he sald, flashing a cruel smile and nodding to a petite 
Hispanic woman in four-inch heels. "Besides, she can see me on Elzmzdute." 

- J 



Grimble had told me months ago that he was going to test his seduc- 
tion skills by auditioning for the dating show Elimidate. I just ddn't  realize 

he'd gone through with it-and actually been accepted. 

"When's it airing?" I asked. 

"Tomorrow night." 

"Who won? 

"I'm not allowed to talk about it. You'll have to watch." 

I searched his face for a clue, but he betrayed nothing. 

"Well." Heidi prodded. "Go pick up a girl. I bet I can get anyone you can." 

It looked like I would be competing in my own Elimidate that night. I 

was exhausted from months of travel and constant pickups, but I wasn't 

going to pass up the challenge. 

Heidi spun around and approached three girls who were sitting on the 
patio smoking. The battle had begun. 

I opened a nearby three-set-two men and a lady who looked like an an- 

chorwoman in search of a camera-with the cologne opener. Afterward, 1 

asked the usual fact-finding question: "How do you all know each other?" 

Unfortunately, she was married to one of the guys in the set. 

Just as I was about to eject, Heidi marched in. 

"So," she asked my former target. "How do you know Style!" 

"We just met him," she said. 

"You looked like old friends," Heidi told her with an obsequious smile. 

Then she turned to me and whispered, "They're boring. Let's move on." 

As we left, I asked how her three-set had gone. 

"The girls were all twenty," she said. "I could have turned them out in a 

half hour." Evidently, pickup to Heidi Fleiss meant recruiting girls as escorts. 

Minutes later, she was in another group. I had to give her credit: She 

had no fear of approaching. I decided it was time to humble her with the 

awesome power of my newfound game. 

She was kneeling on the ground in front of two women with gold glit- 

ter lightly dusting their cheeks, talking about local restaurants. I walked in 

with a new opinion opener I had made up about a friend whose new girl- 

friend won't let him talk to his ex-girlfriend from college. 

"Is she being fair?" I asked. "Or is she being too possessive?" 
The point was to get the glitter girls talking amongst themselves, but 

Heidi blurted, "The guy should just fuck both girls. I mean, I always put out 
on the first night." 

The line must have been part of her routine; it was the second time I'd 

heard her say it. I also noticed that she always kneeled on the ground after 

approaching, so as not to intimidate the girls. I was glad Grimble had 

called: Heidi Fleiss was one of us. 
In recent weeks, I'd figured out my own routine. It was a simple struc- 

ture that allowed me to determine the direction in which I needed to take a 

girl: First, open. Then demonstrate higher value. Next, build rapport and an 

emotional connection. And, finally, create a physical connection. 
So now that I'd opened the set, it was time to demonstrate value and 

blow Heidi out. I ran a piece I'd invented after meeting the fake sisters in 

Miami-the best friends test. 
"I have to ask you guys: How long have you known each other!" I began. 

"About six years," one of the girls said. 

"I could totally tell." 

"How?" 

"Rather than explain, I'll give you two the best friends test." 

The girls leaned in toward me, thrilled by the idea of an innocous test. 

Guys in the community have an expression for this phenomenon: I was giv- 

ing them "chick crack." Most women, they say, respond to routines involv- 

ing tests, psychological games, fortune-telling, and cold-reading like addicts 

respond to free drugs. 

"Okay," I said, as if I were about to ask a serious question. The girls 

huddled in closer. "Do you both use the same shampoo? 

They looked at each other to decide on an answer, then turned to me 

and opened their mouths to speak. 

"The answer doesn't matter," 1 cut them off. "You already passed." 

"But we don't use the same shampoo," one of the girls said. 

"But you both looked at each other before you answered. See, if you 

didn't know each other well, you'd keep eye contact with me. But when two 

people have a connection, they look at each other first and communicate al- 

most telepathically before answering. They don't even need to speak to each 
other." 

The two girls looked at each other again. 
"See," I exclaimed. "You're doing it right now." 
They burst out laughing. Big points for Style. 
As the girls started telling me how they'd met on the plane the day 

they'd moved to Los Angeles and been inseparable ever since, I looked at 



II 

Heidl Flelss kneeling there uselessly. The girls seemed to have completely I 

forgotten about her. 

But Heidi was no quitter. "So," she announced loudly, "are any of you I 

girls gonna fuck hlm?" 

Ouch. 
In one sentence, she had humiliated me. Of course none of the girls 

wanted to fuck me-not yet. I hadn't even made it halfway through my se- was a red-letter day for the seduction community. Tonight on Elimldate, 

quence, and even if I had, the comment still would have blown me out. ~ ~ i ~ b l ~  would be paired with three other eligible bachelors to compete for 

"Hey, I'm not that easy," I responded, recovering a little too late. "I need the favor of a lingerie model named Alison. Our entire lifestyle was at stake. 
trust, comfort, and connection first." 

Heidi and I walked away together. She clapped a hand on my shoulder 

and smiled. "If I left here right now," she said, "they'd follow me out like a 

line of ducks." 

Seconds later, she was in another two-set. I dashed in after her, and the 
competition was on again. She was sitting with a balding man who said he 

was a stand-up comic and a heavily peacocked woman with long gumball- 

blue hair, an impish voice, and a wickedly smart sense of humor. Her name 

was Hillary, and she said she was performing a burlesque show the follow- 

ing night at a club called the Echo. She was so interesting, I hardly needed 

to game her. We just talked, and I took her phone number right in front of 

her date. Then Heidi invited them to a party and gave Hillary her number. 

She wasn't going to let me walk away victorious. 

"I could have her working in a day," she said. She always had to get the 

last word in. 

Some people are born to be rock singers. Others are born to be teach- 
ers. "I was born to be a madam," Heidi said. "I'll always be one." 

Every time she left a set, she was convinced she could have turned the 
girls into hookers or extracted them to her house-even though those days 

were now behind her. By the time we left the bar that night, we had com- 

peted for every girl in the place. And I'd learned that there's a fine line be- 

tween pimp and player. 

Grimble and his date came up to me laughing afterward. "That was the 

sickest thing I've ever seen," he said. "I can't believe how much you've 

changed. You're like a new man." He gave my forehead a slimy kiss and then 
negged me. "You held your ground pretty well, especially considering she 
had an advantage because everyone recognized her." 

"Well," I replied. "Let's see if you do any better on Elimidate tomorrow." 

If he won, it would prove that the community really did have a social edge 

over the jocks and studs we'd felt inferior to all our lives. If he lost, then we 

were just self-delusional keyboard jockeys. The fate of PUAs everywhere was 

in his hands. 

I sat on Grimble's couch and watched the episode with Twotimer. 

Where the other guys on the show tried to suck up to Allison, Grimble 

leaned back and acted as if he were the prize. Where the other guys bragged 

about how successful they were, Grimble took the advice of hls new guru 

and claimed to be a disposable lighter repairman. He made it past the first 
elimination. 

During the second round, a waitress brought a bottle of champagne to 

the table for Alison, courtesy of Grimble. She was shocked, especially since 

Grimble hadn't been trying as hard as the other guys. He made it past the 
second elimination. 

The final round was on the dance floor, which I knew would seal it, be- 

cause Grimble and 1 had taken salsa-dancing lessons together. When he 
i 

dipped her to the floor and scooped her back up, taking her breath away, I 
could see it in her eyes. He had won. 

I 

"Congratulations," I told him. "You have vindicated the good name of 
PUAs around the world." 

"Yeah," he said, with a cocky smile. "Not all models are stupid." 
We went out that night to see Hillary perform. Since my crush on Jes- 

sics Nixon in sixth grade, one-itis had been a regular part of my life. But in 

the past elght months, I hadn't felt even a tremor of one-itis. In fact, every ~ 
woman I met seemed disposable and replaceable. I was experiencing se- 
ducer's paradox: The better a seducer I became, the less 1 loved women. Suc- 
cess was no longer defined by getting laid or finding a girlfriend, but by how 
well I performed. The bars and clubs became, as Mystery had coached me at 



that first workshop, just different levels on a video game I had to get 

through. 
I knew Hillary, in particular, would be a challenge. Not only was she 

sharp and cynical, but she'd seen me run around picking up women all 

night with Heidi Fleiss. 

Grimble and I sat in the back of the Echo and watched Hillary strip. 

She was dressed as a gangster, with a machine gun water pistol and a form- 

fitting pinstripe suit over a garter and matching panties. She had a classi- 

cally curvy body that suited the art form. When she saw me in the back of 

the room, she sashayed over, sat on my lap, and sprayed me in the face with 

the water pistol. I wanted her. 

Afterward, I joined Hillary, her sister, and two of her friends for drinks 

at a Mexican bar called El Carmen. As we talked, I took Hillary's hand in 

mine. She squeezed back. 101. Grimble was right: A new me had evolved. 

She took a step closer to me. My heart began to hammer against my 

chest, as it always does during the two parts of a pickup that give me the 

most anxiety: the approach and the kiss. 

But just as I was about to tell her about animals and evolution and hair- 

pulling lions, disaster struck. Andy Dick walked in the bar with a group of 

his friends. One of them knew Hillary, so they joined us at the table-and 

suddenly my game evaporated. Our connection was eclipsed. There was a 

brighter, shinier object in her field of vision. When we rearranged ourselves, 

Andy Dick somehow ended up between us, separating me from Hillary. 

He was all over her in an instant. It happens in Los Angeles: Celebrities 

hit on your dates. In my AFC days, I stood by helplessly and watched one 

night at the Whiskey Bar as Robert Blake slipped my date his phone num- 

ber. But I was a PUA now, and a PUA wouldn't stand by helplessly and 

watch a celebrity molest his date. 

Why was I constantly battling tabloid stars for this girl? 

I stood up and walked outside. I needed to think. I'd given Heidi Fleiss 

a run for her money the night before, so I ought to be able to take out Andy 

Dick. It wasn't going to be easy, though, because he was so loud and obnox- 

ious. It was clear from the moment he arrived why he'd become a star: He 

loved attention. 
The only chance I had was to become more interesting than he was. 
Grimble was outside, talking to a woman with curly, unkempt brown 

hair. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled out a pen and paper. He 
was about to number-close. 

Suddenly, the girl broke away from Grimble. "Style?!" She peered at 

me, incredulous. 
I looked at her: She seemed familiar. "It's me," she said. "Jackie." 

My jaw dropped. It was the stinky-footed comedian whose hotel room I 
I 

had run out of. My first semi-success story. Either this was a miraculous co- I 

incidence, or we were running out of fresh women to sarge. 
1 talked to her for a while about her comedy class, then excused myself. 

I couldn't lose any more time; every minute was an inch higher up Hillary's 

thigh that Andy Dick's hand was moving. And I had a plan to stop it. 
1 walked back to the table, sat down, and ran the best-friends test on 

Hillary and her sister, which dlverted the attention to me. Then, after dis- 

cussing body language, I suggested we play the lying game. In the game, a 

i 
l 1  

woman comes up with four true statements and one lie about her house or 
I 

her car. However, she does not say them out loud; she merely thinks them 

one at a time. And by looking for a variation in her eye movements, you can 

usually tell which is untrue because people look in different directions 

when they lie than when they're telling the truth. All through the game I 

teased Hlllary mercilessly, until her body language closed off to Andy Dick 

and opened up to me. 

Andy asked me what I did for work (I didn't realize this at the time, but 

it was an IOI), and I told him I was a writer. He said he was thinking ofwrit- 

ing his own book. Soon he completely forgot about Hillary and started bar- 

raging me with questions, asking if I'd help him. He was my fan. And, as  

Mystery says, own the men and you own the women. 

"My biggest fear is being thought of as boring," he told me. That was 

his weakness. 1 had beat him by being more interesting than him-and by 

having value to him. The tactics had worked, even better than they had the 
I 

night before with Heidi Fleiss. Only I didn't realize just how well they had 
worked. 

Andy slid closer to me and whispered: "What are you? Straight, bi, or 
gay?' 

"Um, straight." 

"I'm bi," he said, breathing in my ear. "That's too bad. We could've had 1 
a lot of fun." 

After Andy and his friends left, I cozied back up to Hillary. She in- 
stantly gave me the doggy dinner bowl look. I took her hand under the 
table and felt the warmth emanating from her palm, from her thigh, from 
her breath. She would be mine tonight. I had won her. 



When I came home from Hillary's in the morning, Dustin was waiting in 

my apartment for me. The king of the naturals had returned. 

But what was he doing in my apartment? 

"Hi," he said in his soft, effeminate voice. He was wearing a tweed 
sportcoat with large brown buttons, straight-legged polyester black slacks, 

and a black skullcap. 

I hadn't talked to Dustin in more than a year, since before I had joined 
the community. Last I'd heard, he was managing a nightclub in Russia. He 

had sent me photos of his girlfriends: one for each night of the week. He ac- 

tually referred to them as Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and so on. 

"How'd you get in here?" 

"Your landlady, Louise, let me in. She's really a sweet person. Her son's 

a writer too, you know." 

He had a way of making people feel comfortable with him. 

"It's good to see you, by the way," he said as he gave me a big bear hug. 
When he pulled away his eyes were misty, as if it really were good to see me 

again. 

The feeling was mutual. Dustin had been on my mind every day as I 
learned the pickup arts. Where Ross Jeffries needed spoken hypnotic pat- 

terns to convince a woman to explore her fantasies with him, Dustin was 

able to achieve the same result without uttering a word. He was a blank 

male canvas for a woman to project her repressed desires onto-even if she 

didn't consciously know what they were before meeting him. I never had 

the resources to understand how he operated before; but now, with my new 

knowledge, I could watch him work, ask questions, and eventually model 

his process. I could usher a whole new school of thought into the pickup 
community. 

"I don't know if I told you what I've been doing the past year," I said. 
"But I've been hanging out with the world's greatest pickup artists. My 
whole life has changed. I get it now." 

"I know," he said. "Marko told me." 

He looked at me with big, wet brown eyes, the ones that had gazed into 

the souls of countless beautiful women. "I don't. . ." He paused. "I don't re- 
ally do that anymore." 

1 I looked at hlm-incredulously, at first. But then I noticed that the 

skullcap on his head was a yarmulke. 
"I live in Jerusalem now," he continued. "In a yeshiva. It's a religious 

school." 
"You're kidding." 

"No. I haven't had sex for eight months. It's not allowed." 

I couldn't believe what I was hearing: The king of the naturals had gone 

celibate. It couldn't be true. Wasn't that why prisons were invented? They 

offered men food, clothing, shelter, television, and fresh air but deprived 

them of the two things that really mattered-freedom and women. 
"Are you allowed to masturbate, at least?" 

"No." 

"Redly!" 

He paused. "Well, sometimes when I sleep, I have wet dreams." 

"See. God is trying to tell you something. It has to come out." 

He laughed and patted me on the back. His gestures were slow and his 

laugh condescending, as if he had spiritually bypassed toilet humor. "I go 

by my Hebrew name now," he said. "It was given to me by one of the highest 
rabbis at the Yeshiva. It's Avisha." 

I was stunned: How could Dustin transform so suddenly from night- 

club player to rabbinical student-especially now that I needed him most? 

"So what made you give up women?" 1 asked. 

"When you can get any girl you want, every guy-even if he's rich or 

famous-looks at you in a different way because you have something he 

doesn't," he said. "But after a while, I'd bring girls home, and I didn't want 

to have sex with them anymore. 1 just wanted to talk. So we'd talk all night 

and bond on a very deep level, and then I'd walk them to the subway in the 

morning. That's when I started to leave it behind. I realized that I got my 

entire validation from women. Women became like gods to me, but false 
gods. So I went to find the real God." 

Sitting in his Moscow apartment, he said, he searched the Internet for 
guidance, until he came across the Torah and started reading. After an eye- 
opening trip to Jerusalem, he returned to Russia and went to a casino party, 
where the mafia, corrupt businessmen, and materialistic hangers-on sick- 



ened him in comparison with the people he'd met in Israel. so he packed . - 
his bags, left his week's worth of girlfriends, and arrived in Jerusalem on the handling credit card overcharges." 

I 
eve of Passover. 

"I stopped by," he said, "to ask your forgiveness for some of my past 

actions." 

1 had no idea what he was talking about. He'd always been a great 

friend. 

"I idealized a lifestyle and behavior that were corrupt," he explained. "1 
abhorred kindness, mercy, human dignity, and intimacy. Instead, I used, de- 

graded, and exploited women. I thought only about my pleasure. I despised 

the good instincts within me and within others, and attempted to corrupt 

anyone I met." 

As he spoke, I couldn't help thinking that all these things he was apol- 
ogizing for were the very reasons I had befriended him in the first place. 

"I promoted and dragged you into this whole pickup thing, as if what 1 

was doing were the highest ideal a person could live for," he went on. "So, to 

whatever extent I am guilty of affecting the natural goodness of your soul, I 

am deeply sorry." 

It all made sense intellectually. But I've never trusted extremes, whether 

it be drug addiction, religious fanaticism, or zero-carb diets. There was 

something odd about Dustin, or Avisha. He had a hole he was trying to 

fill-first with women, now with religion. I listened to him, but I had a dif- 

ferent opinion. 

"I accept your apology," I told him, "but with the caveat that you have 

nothing to apologize for." 

He looked at me softly but didn't say anything. I could see why he was 
so seductive: It was those eyes that glistened like the surface of a mountain 

lake, that intense power of focus, that way of making you believe that noth- 

ing else existed for him except what you were saying at that very moment. 

"Think about it," I continued. "If a guy wants to improve his odds of 

\ Still looking. 
I 

"So I guess what I'm trying to say is that I'm learning how to pick up 

women, sure, but in the process, I'm becoming a better human being." 
His mouth began co move. He was going to speak. "Well," he said. 

Yes? What? 
I 1 :  

"I am eternally here for you as a true friend, and also to make up for 

what I did." 
He wasn't convinced. Fuck him. I was going to take a nap. 

"Mind if I stay over for a couple of days?" he asked. 

"No problem, but I'm leaving for Australia on Wednesday." 

I "Do you have an alarm clock I can borrow? I need to pray with the 1 
sunrise." 

After I found him a small travel clock, he reached into his bag and 
I pulled out a book. "Here," he said. "I brought this for you." 

It was a small hardcover edition of an eighteenth century book called 

The Path of the Just with a note he had written for me inscribed on the title 

page. It quoted the Talmud: 

Whoever destroys a single l$ is as guilty as though he had destroyed the en- 
tire world; and whoever rescues a single life earns as much merit as though 
he had rescued the entire world. 

SO he was trying to save me. Why? I was having fun. 
I 

I 

meetlng women, he's going to have to make some changes to himself. And 

it just so happens that all the qualities women look for in guys are good 

thlngs. I mean, I've become more confident. I started working out and eat- 
ing healthier. I'm getting in touch with my emotions and learning more 

I 
about spirituahty. I've become a more fun, positlve person." 

He looked at me, listening patiently. 
"And I'm not just more successful with women now, I'm more success- 
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;,g us into his house. "We talk on the phone about seven times a day. I 

Mystery and I were on another road trip. The sun was blazing, the map was 

accurate, and there was a surfboard strapped to the top of a brand-new 

rental car. We had five workshops sold out in three cities in Australia. Life 

was good, at least for me. 

Mystery, however, was in low spirits. I made a mental note to never go 

on a road trip with him again. Before he left Toronto, his girlfriend, Patri- 

cia, had given him an ultimatum: marriage and children, or good-bye. 

"I haven't been laid in five days because of this bullshit," Mystery said 
as we drove up the coast of Queensland. "But I've been jerking it mercilessly 

to lesbian porn. I guess I've been sort of depressed a bit." 

After four years of dating, their goals were diverging. Mystery wanted 

to travel the world as an illusionist with two loving bisexual girlfriends; Pa- 

tricia wanted to settle down in Toronto with one man and no bonus 

woman. Celebrity and alternative lifestyle be damned. 

"I do not understand women," he complained. "I mean, I know exactly 

what to do to attract them. But I still don't understand them." 

We'd come to Australia because Sweater, the older Australian student 
from Mystery's first workshop, had invited us to stay with him for a week in 

Brisbane. After four months of sarging, he had finally met the woman he 

wanted to marry. 

"I'm like a smitten teenager," Sweater exclaimed when we pulled into 
his driveway. He looked nothing like the insecure middle-aged man I had 

met in the lobby of the Roosevelt Hotel. He was tan, healthy, and, most ex- 

traordinarily, an irresistibly welcoming smile was now plastered constantly 

to his face. 

Helena Rubinstein once said, "There are no ugly women; only lazy 
ones." Since society holds men to less rigid standards of beauty than 
women, this is doubly true of guys. Give a man like Sweater-or any man-a 
tan, better posture, whiter teeth, a fitness regime, and clothes that fit, and 
he's well on his way to handsome. 

"I just spent the week in Sydney with my girlfriend," Sweater said, walk- 

-- " 
asked her to marry me before I left. It's sick, isn't it? And on top of that, I 

half a million dollars this week on a real-estate seminar. So life is just I 
amazing. Thanks to the community, I have health, fun, money, love, and 

great people all around me." 

Sweater's place was a sunny, airy bachelor pad overlooking Brisbane 

River and the City Botanic Gardens. He had a large pool and Jacuzzi; there 

were three bedrooms upstairs; on the ground floor, four employees-all en- 

terprising, fresh-faced Australian boys in their early twenties-sat at a large 

I 
horseshoe-shaped desk, each working on his own computer. Sweater had 

not only trained each of them to sell his products-books and courses on 

real-estate investing-but he'd turned them onto the seduction commu- 

nity as well. By day, they made Sweater money; by night, they went sarging 
1 

with him. 
"I'm still having fun helping the guys here get girls, but I'm off the 

market," Sweater said when we asked how he felt about his decision to set- 

tle down with one woman. "And as far as I'm concerned, I'm getting out at 

the top. I've come to understand that without commitment, you cannot 

have depth in anything, whether it's a relationship, a business, or a 
hobby." 

In many ways, I was jealous. I hadn't met any woman yet I could say 
that about. 

Mystery's workshop had changed all of our lives. Sweater was filthy 

rich and in love; Extramask had recently moved out of his parents' house 

and finally orgasmed in coitus; and I was traveling the world teaching men 
a skill I'd never even possessed a year ago. 

Mystery was even more blown away than I was by Sweater-less by his 

engagement than by his home office. When he wasn't grilling Sweater and I 

his employees on how they ran their business, he was silently watching 
I 

them work. 

"I want this," he kept telling Sweater. "You have a good social environ- 

ment, and it creates a good working environment. I'm rotting away in 
Toronto." 

AS we drove to the airport, tan and flush with excitement, Mystery and 
I plotted our next adventure. 

"I have a one-on-one workshop booked in Toronto next month," Mys- 
tery said. "The guy is paying me fifteen hundred dollars." 
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"How'd he get the money!" Most of Mystery's clients were college kids 

who could barely scrape together the standard fee, which he'd raised to six 

hundred dollars while reducing the number of nights from four to three. 

"His dad's rich," Mystery said. "Exoticoption, from the Belgrade work- 

shop, told him about me. He's a student at the University of Wisconsin. He 

just started posting online under the name Papa." 

Most conversations with Mystery involved plans: organizing work- 

shops, performing a ninety-minute magic show, creating a porn website in 
I 

which we'd have sex with girls disguised as clowns. His latest scheme was 

the PUA tattoo. 

"Everyone in the Lounge is going to get the tattoo," he said as we parted I 
ways at the airport. "It'll be a heart on the right wrist, directly over the pulse. 

It'll allow us to identify each other in the field. And it'll be great for an illu- 

sion; I can teach you how to stop your pulse for ten seconds." 

A couple of PUAs had already run out and gotten the tattoo-including 

Vision, which was somewhat of a surprise considering he'd moved to Los 

Angeles to make it as an actor. He'd e-mailed us a photo. But there was a 

problem: He'd put the tattoo in the wrong place and upside down. The 

heart was supposed to go over the vein where the pulse can be felt. But he 

had put it in the center of his wrist, an inch too high, and facing inward. 

Nonetheless, it was a vote of affirmation, a pact that this PUA society 
was for life. 

The day had arrived. This would be the most monumental trip of my se- 

duction career. First, I was going to Toronto for Papa's one-on-one work- 

shop with Mystery. Then we were going to get our PUA heart tattoos, take 

the bus to New York for Mystery's first classroom seminar, and finally, fly to 
I 

Bucharest so Mystery could implement what he called Project Bliss. He 
I 

wanted to return to Eastern Europe, find two young bisexual women 

searching for a better life overseas, and seduce them. He planned to get 

them student visas, take them back to Canada, and train them to become 

strippers, girlfriends, and, eventually, magic assistants. 
i 

Tattoos and white slavery: That's where self-improvement had led me. 

On my way out of the house, I checked my mailbox. Along with the usual 

overdue bills and raised car insurance notices was a postcard of the Wailing 

Wall in Jerusalem. "Your Hebrew name is Tuvia" The writing was Dustin's. "It 

comes from the word Tov, or good. Its opposite is Ra, or evil. And in Hebrew, 

Tov also means that which endures and Ra is that which is short-lived. So your 

essence is connected to a desire to search out and connect to that which 

endures-the good. But sometimes you get stuck at the bad along the way." ~ 
On the flight, I reread the postcard. Dustin was trying to give me a mes- 

sage from God. And maybe he had a point. But, on the other hand, I'd had 

an enduring wish ever since adolescence for the power to seduce any 

woman I wanted. Now I was getting my wish. This was good. This was Tov. 

Mystery had recently gotten his own place in Toronto with a PUA 
I 

named No. 9, a Chlnese software engineer who, thanks to Mystery's ever- 

Present advice, had turned himself into a relatively cool-looking guy. They I 

lived in a cramped two-bedroom apartment above a cybercafe near the Uni- i 
versity of Toronto. 

Since No. 9 was out of town, I put my bags in his room and joined Mys- 

tery in the kitchen. Patricia had broken up wlth him, for good this time. 
And he'd been staying In his room a lot, playing a video game called Mor- 
rowind and downloading lesbian porn. Getting out of the house for these 
upcoming workshops would be good therapy for him. 



There were three types of people who signed up for the workshops. dent the first impression he made. We weren't afraid of hurting his feelings. 

There were guys like Exoticoption from Belgrade, who were normal and we corrected his every gesture, phrase, and item of clothing, because we 
well-adjusted socially, but wanted to have greater flexibility and choice in 

meeting girls. There were guys who were uptight and set in their ways, like 

Cliff, who couldn't even handle having a nickname like everybody else. 

They tended to gather as much knowledge as they could but had trouble 

making even the smallest behavioral change. And then there were people 

like Papa-approach machines who compensated for a lack of social skills 

with a lack of social fears. Approach machines tended to improve the 

fastest, simply by following the flowchart of material they were given. But 

once they ran out of material, they floundered. 

And this was going to be Papa's challenge. He was a soft-spoken Chi- 
nese pre-law student. He wore a checkered button-down shirt and jeans 

that were a size too large. They always seemed to arrive in a checkered 

button-down shirt and oversized jeans. And they always left in a loud shiny 

shirt, tight black synthetic pants, silver rings, and sunglasses pushed up on 

their heads. It  was the player uniform, designed to convey sexuality, which 

was evidently synonymous with cheesiness. 

Mystery and I sat down with Papa at a caft! and asked the usual ques- 

tions: What's your score? What would you like it to be? What are your stick- 

ing points? 

"Well, I used to be the social chair of my fraternity," he began. "And I 

come from a lot of money. My father is the president of a major university." 

"Let me cut you off right there," 1 said. "You're qualifying yourself to 

us. Instead of gaining our admiration, all you're doing is displaying lower 

status. A rich man doesn't have to tell you he's rich." 

Papa nodded stupidly. His head seemed to be surrounded by a dense 
invisible fog, which made his reaction time just a little slower than most 

people's. I t  gave the impression that he wasn't all there. 

"Is it okay if I record everything you're saying?" Papa asked, struggling 
to pull a small digital recorder out of his pocket. 

There are certain bad habits we've groomed our whole life-from per- 
sonality flaws to fashion faux pas. And it has been the role of parents and 

friends, outside of some minor tweaking, to reinforce the belief that we're 
okay just as we are. But it's not enough to just be yourself. You have to be 
your best self. And that's a tall order if you haven't found your best self yet. 

That's why the workshops were so life-transforming: We told each stu- 

knew he wasn't living up to his potential. None of us is. We get stuck in old 
I 

thought and behavlor patterns that may have been effective when we were 

rnelve months or twelve years old, but now only serve to hold us back. And, 

while those around us may have no problem correcting our minor flaws, 

they let the big ones slide, because it would mean attacking who we are. 
But who are we, really? Just a bundle of good genes and bad genes 

mixed with good habits and bad habits. And since there's no gene for cool- 

ness or confidence, then being uncool and unconfident are just bad habits, 

which can be changed with enough guidance and will power. 
And that was Papa's asset: will power. He was an only child and used to 

taking any measure necessary to get what he wanted. I demonstrated some 

of my best routines on him-the jealous girlfriend opener, the best friends 

test, the cube, and a new piece I'd made up involving C-shaped smiles, 

U-shaped smiles and the personality characteristics each conveyed. Papa 

recorded every word on his digital recorder. He would later transcribe them, 

memorize them, and ultimately use my exact words to pick up Paris Hilton. 

I should have recognized the signals then. I should have realized what 

was going on. This wasn't teaching; it was cloning. Mystery and I were trav- 

eling around the world making miniature versions of ourselves. And we 
would soon pay for it. 

Our first stop was a lounge on  Queen Street. After watching Papa crash 
and burn in a couple of sets, 1 started interacting. For some reason, I was on  

fire. It was just one of those nights. Every woman's eye was on me. A red- 

head who was there with her fianct! even slipped her number into my 

pocket. I figured this must be what they call seducer's aura: I was emanating 

something special. And what a perfect evening to do it, too-in front of a 
student. 

I noticed Papa talking to a cute girl with short brown hair and a round 

face that perfectly matched his. However, she wasn't paying attention to 

him; her eyes kept twinkling in my direction. This was what the PUAs, in 
their worst acronym ever, call pAImAI, which basically translates as an un- 

spoken invita.tion to approach. (Literally, it's a pre-approach invitation, 
male approach invitation.) 

When Papa walked away, I said something to her. Afterward, I couldn't 
remember exactly what I said-and that was a good sign, because it meant I 



was internalizing the game, that I was getting away from canned material, 

that 1 could ride a little without the tra~ning wheels. After two minutes, I 

noticed she was giving me the doggy dinner bowl look. So I popped the 

question: "Would you like to kiss me?" 

"Well, I wasn't thinking about it before," she said, holding eye contact. 

I took that as a yes and moved in for the kiss. She responded enthusias- 

tically, thrusting her tongue into my mouth and grabbing my knee with her 

hand. I saw a flash in the background; Papa was taking a picture. 

When I came up for air, she smiled and said, "I don't have any of your 

albums, but my friends like your music." 

My response: "Umm, okay." 

Who did she think I was? 

Then she smiled and licked my face, like a dog. Maybe David DeAngelo 

was right with his whole canine-tra~ning advice. 

She looked at me expectantly, like I was supposed to talk about my mu- 

sic. I didn't want to correct her and rob her of the story she thought she'd 

earned by kissing me, so I politely excused myself. She gave me her phone 

number and told me to call when I got back to my hotel room. 

On the way out, the hostess of the lounge pulled me aside and said, 

"Thank you very much for coming. Here's my card. Let me know if we can 

ever do anything for you." 

"Who does everyone think I am?' 1 asked. 

"Aren't you Moby!" 

So I wasn't having an on night after all. Apparently, because of my 

shaven head, the hostess had thought I was Moby, and she'd told half the 

people in the room. All that time I'd put into seduction could be subverted 

simply with fame. To truly get to the next level, I'd have to find a way to flip 

the same attraction switches a celebrity does-chiefly validation and brag- 

ging rights-without being famous. 

I suppose a lesser man would have taken advantage of the situation 

and continued the charade. But I never called the girl. 1 got into the game 

not to deceive women, but to make them like me for me-or at least for the 

new me. 
In the clubs that followed, we watched Papa work. Every piece of mate- 

rial we gave him, he used. Every error we pointed out, he corrected instantly. 
With each successful set, he seemed to grow an inch taller. Instead of sum- 
mer school, he told me, he'd spent three months working on Speed Seduc- 

tion skills. He was even studying to get a hypnotist's certification with one 

of the field's most respected teachers, Cal Banyan. But untiI this workshop, 

1 he'd never seen real PUAs in the field before. He was so blown away he 

signed up for another workshop on the spot. 

i On our last day with Papa, we went to a club called Guvernment. I 

p h e d  him into sets and watched him repeat, like a robot, the openers, 

routines, and negs Mystery and I had taught him. And women were re- 
sponding to him now. It was amazing how effective just a few simple lines 

could be-and it was also a little depressing. The first thing aspiring stand- 

up comics do is develop a tight five-minute routine that can win over any 

au&ence. But after seeing hundreds of rooms fill with laughter on cue at 

the exact same points, they begin to lose respect for their audience for being 

so easily manipulated. Being a successful pickup artist meant risking the 

same side effect. 

When Papa left to get some sleep before his flight home, Mystery and I 

stayed at the club to continue sarging. Gr~mble had recently glven me the 

Idea of taking all the scraps of paper with phone numbers I'd collected and 

putting them under glass on a coffee table for decoration. But as I was 

sharing the idea with Mystery, he cut me off. "Proximity alert system!" he 

i announced. 

When women stand near a man but facing away from him, especially 

when there's no real reason for them to be hanging out in that particular 

spot, it trips what Mystery calls the proximity alert system. It means they're 
interested; they want to be opened. 

Mystery wheeled around and started talking to a delicate blonde in a 

strapless dress and a muscular brunette in a do-rag. When he introduced 

me, he told them I was an amazlng illusionist. We'd been winging together 

for months now, so I knew just what to do: fake them out with a couple of 

I 
the practical jokes and pseudomagic tricks I'd learned in elementary school. 
In the field, one quickly learns that everything that was funny at age ten is 

funny all over again. 

Mystery had brought along a video camera, so he began taping the in- 
teraction. The girls didn't seem to mind. As he isolated the brunette, I 

talked to the blonde. Her name was Caroline; her friend was Carly. Caroline 
lived in the suburbs with her family. Her goal in llfe was to be a nurse, but 

she was currently working at Hooters, despite having breasts the size of 
SweeTarts and a shy, withdrawn personality. 1 



From two feet away, Caroline's face seemed alabaster; from one foot After Caroline brought in some blankets to make the hardwood floor a 

away, I noticed it was dappled with pinprick freckles. One of her teeth was 

crooked. She had a red mark on the skin over her collarbone, as if she'd 

been itching it. She smelled like cotton. She had gotten a manicure in the 

last twenty-four hours. She welghed no more than one hundred pounds. 

Her favorite color was probably pink. 
1 observed all these things as my mouth moved, reciting the routines 

I'd told to hundreds of girls before. What was different about Caroline was 

that the routines didn't seem to be working. I just couldn't reach what 1 call 

the hook point, which is when a woman you've approached decides she en- 

joys your company and doesn't want you to leave. Though I stood just a 

foot away from Caroline, a mile-wide chasm separated us. 

After watching the movie Boiler Room, about ruthless cold-calling 

stockbrokers, Mystery had decided that phone numbers were wood-in 

other words, they were a waste of paper. Our new strategy was no longer to 

try to call a girl for a date, but to take her on a date right away-an instant 

date-to a nearby bar or restaurant. Changing venues quickly became a key 

piece in the pickup game. It created a sense of distorted time: Ifyou went to 

three different places with a group you'd just met, by the end of the night it 

felt as if you'd known each other forever. 

"Why don't we all grab a bite to eat!" Mystery suggested. 

We walked to a diner nearby, arm-in-arm with our instant dates. Dur- 

ing the meal, everything suddenly clicked in the group. Carly felt comfort- 

able enough to unleash her biting wit, and Caroline began to radiate 

empathy and warmth. We didn't need any routines or tactics. We all just 

made fun of ourselves and each other. Juggler was right: Laughter was the 

best seduction. 

Afterward, Carly invited us to call a cab from her apartment around the 

corner. She had just moved in and the rooms were bare of furniture, so Mys- 

tery and I sat on the floor. We didn't call a cab-and the girls didn't remind 

us to, which we took as an 101. 

Carly soon left the room with Mystery, giving Caroline tacit permission 

to fool around with me. As we wrapped ourselves around each other, the 
chasm that had separated us in the bar disappeared. Caroline's touch was 
soft and gentle, her body frail and forgiving. Now 1 understood why it had 
been so difficult to get rapport with her when we'd first met. She didn't 
communicate with words; she communicated with feelings. She'd make a 
great nurse. 

__I_Y 

little more comfortable, I went down on her. I stacked her orgasms as Steve 
p. had taught me, until it seemed like her body was melting into the ground. 

~ u t  when I reached for a condom afterward, I heard the five words that had 

&en the place of "let's just be friends" in my life: "But I just met you." 

It was a much sweeter sound, and there was no reason to push for sex 

with Caroline. I knew I'd see her again. 
She lay on my shoulder, and we enjoyed the afterglow. She was nine- 

teen, she said, and hadn't had sex in almost two years. The reason: She had 

a one-year-old child at home in the suburbs. His name was Carter, and she 

was determined not to be another neglectful teenage mother. This was the 

first time she'd been apart from him for a weekend. 
When we awoke the next afternoon, awkward from the passion of the 

night before, Caroline suggested having breakfast at a restaurant next door. 

In the days that followed, I must have watched Mystery's video of that 

breakfast a hundred times. At the diner the night before, Caroline's blue 

eyes were flat and distant. But at breakfast in the morning, they glittered 

and danced when she looked at me. Whenever I made a joke, even one that 

wasn't funny, a broad smile spread across her face. Something inside her 

heart had opened. It was, I realized, the first time I'd made a real emotional 

connection with a woman since I'd started picking them up. 

I don't have a particular type of girl I'm attracted to, the way some guys 

are Asian fetishists or chubby chasers. But of all the women in the world, 

the last type I ever thought I'd fall for would be a nineteen-year-old single 

mom who waited tables at Hooters. But the great thing about the heart is 
that it has no master, despite what reason may think. 

After the girls dropped us off at home, Mystery and I broke down the 

events of the previous night, trying to figure out what we did right and 

wrong. Despite what Caroline and I had thought, Mystery hadn't even got- 
ten a kiss from Carly, though not for lack of trying. She had a boyfriend. 

She was clearly attracted to Mystery, however, despite having resisted 
his advances. So we concocted a plan: the freeze-out. It was based on my 

Moby experience. If women have sex for validation, Mystery figured, why 

not take validation away from her? His plan was to be cold and ignore her, 
until she became so uncomfortable that she wanted to cozy up to him just 
to make things normal again. 

We loaded the footage of Carly and Caroline into Mystery's computer 
and proceeded to spend the next six hours self-indulgently editing it into a 
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six-minute video. When we finished, I called Caroline and she picked us up When we finally emerged into the front room, we found Carly and M ~ s -  
that evening. tery wrapped around each other in a blanket. Judging by the clothing 

Juggler was in town, running his own workshop. He'd met a preternat- strewn across the floor, Mystery's freeze-out had been a success- 

urally bright jazz violinist named Ingrid and had started dating her ex&- caroline and I spooned on the couch next to them, and together we 

sively. SO we all went to dinner together. watched an episode of The Osbournes on Mystery's computer, each basking 

"I'm going to get out of the seduction business," Juggler said. "I want to in our own post-coital glow. It was a beautiful moment. And it wouldn't 
devote the time to my relationship." Ingrid squeezed his hand approvingly. 

"Some people may say I'm pussy-whipped, but I say it is my choice. These 

workshops are too stressful for Ingrid." 

It was good to see Juggler again. He was one of the few pickup artists 

who wasn't needy, who didn't scare away my real-life friends, who made me 

laugh, who was normal. And for that very reason I didn't believe he was 

truly a pickup artist: He was simply a funny, masterful conversationalist. 

He seemed especially witty in comparison to Mystery, who was freezing us 

all out and making dinner somewhat uncomfortable. If Mystery's plan 

worked, it would be worth it; if not, then he was just an asshole. 

Afterward, Mystery said decisively, "We're heading back to my place, 

and I'm going to show you the video I made of last night." Victory belongs 

to the person with the strongest reality and the most decisive actions. 

As we watched the video at Mystery's house, Caroline couldn't stop 
smiling. Afterward, I brought her into No. 9's room, and we lay on the bed 

and slowly undressed each other. Her body trembled with so much emotion 

that it seemed to dissipate beneath me. It felt like making love to a cloud. 

When she came, she didn't make a sound. 

As we lay together afterward, Caroline rolled away from me. She stared 

at the wall and grew distant. I knew what she was thinking. 

When I asked her about it, she burst into tears. "I gave it up too fast," 

she sobbed. "Now I'm never going to see you again." 

They were such sweet words, because they were so honest. I slid my arm 

under her and placed her head on my shoulder. 1 told her first of all that 

every passionate relationship I've ever had began passionately. It was a line 

I'd learned from Mystery, but I did believe it. Second, I told her that maybe 

she shouldn't have, but she wanted to and needed to. It was a line I'd learned 

from Ross Jeffries, but I did believe it. Third, I told her that I was more ma- 
ture than a lot of the people she'd been with before, so not to judge me by 
her past experiences. It was a line I'd learned from David X, but I did believe 
it. Finally, I told her that I'd be sad if I never saw her again. It wasn't a line. i i 



There is nothing more bonding than successfully picking up girls together. 

It is the basis for a great friendship. Because afterward, when the girls are 

gone, you can finally give each other the high-five that you've been holding 

back since you met them. It is the sweetest high-five in the world. It's not 

just the sound of skin hitting skin; it's the sound of brotherhood. 

"You know what's so fucked up?" Mystery said. "I feel so bad, and then 

a girl sleeps with me and likes me and, bam, I'm on top of the world agan." 

Smack. 

"So?" Mystery asked. 

"So." 

"Are you ready to commit to this lifestyle?" 

"I thought I was committed." 

"No, for life. It's in your blood now. You and me, we have to challenge 

each other. Of all the guys I've met, you're my only competition. No one else 

has the chance to reach the throne except you." 

When I was a teenager, I'd lie awake in bed, praying to God, "Please 

don't let me die before having sex. I just want to see what it feels like." But 

now I have a different dream. At night, I lay in bed and ask God to just let 

me have the opportunity to be a father before I die. I've always lived for ex- 

perience: traveling, learning new skills, meeting new people. But having a 

child is the ultimate experience: It's what we're here for. And despite my 

rakish behavior, I hadn't lost sight of that. 

Yet, at the same time, livlng for experiences also means wanting the 
novelty and adventure of dating different women. I can't imagine ever 

choosing one person for life. It's not that I'm scared of commitment; it's 

that I'm scared of arguing with someone 1 love over whose turn it is to do 

the dishes, of loslng the desire to have sex with the woman lying next to me 

every night, of taking a back seat in her heart to our children, of resenting 
someone for limitlng my freedom to be selfish. 

This pickup thing had never been about sowing my wild oats. My oats 
are always going to be wild. And that's not necessarily something I relish. I'm 

7 
screwing up my chances of being a cool dad. If I'd married my first girlfriend 

I 
I and had kids with her, they'd be, say, eight and ten now. And I'd be an excel- 

! lent father, able to relate to them on nearly every level. But it's too late for 
me now. By the tlme my klds are ten, I'll be well into my forties. I'll be so out 

oftouch they'll make fun of my taste in music and beat me at arm-wrestling. 
1 
I And now I was really going to screw up my chances of getting married: 

1 was about to brand myself a player for life. 
An hour later, Mystery and I were outside Fineline Tattoo on Kingston 

Road. I was smarter than this, I thought. But it's easy to get caught up in 

the moment, in the hand slap, in the brotherhood. 
I turned the handle of the door and pushed. It didn't open. Though it 

was three o'clock on a Monday afternoon, the shop was closed. 
"Damn," Mystery sald. "Let's find somewhere else." 

I'm not a superstitious person, but when I'm on the fence about an 

1 idea, it only takes a slight draft to push me in either direction. 

"I can't go through with this," I said. I 
I 

1 "What's wrong?" 

"I have problems with commitment. I don't think I can even commit to 

a tattoo that signifies a lack of commitment." 

My neurotic nature had saved me for once. I 

The next night, Caroline drove to Mystery's house, and we all went out I 
for sushi. 

"Where's Carly?" Mystery asked. I 

Carollne flushed and looked into her tea. "She, um, couldn't make it," 
she said. "She says hi, though." 

I could see Mystery's body language change. He slumped in his chair 

and pressed further. 

"Did she say why? Is there a problem?" 

"Well," Caroline said. "She's . . . well, she's with her boyfriend." 

! Mystery's face went pale. "And she wouldn't come?" 
"Carly said you and she were very different anyway." 

Mystery went quiet. He didn't speak for another ten minutes. When- 

ever we asked a question to draw him out, he responded monosyllabically. 
It wasn't that he loved Carly; he just hated rejection. He was experiencing 
the downside of seducing a woman with a boyfriend: She usually went back 

to him afterward. And seeing Caroline and 1 enjoying each other's company 
so much only rubbed it in. 
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"I'm the world's greatest plckup artist," he grumbled in my direction. 

"How come I don't have a girlfnend?" 

"Well, maybe because you're the world's greatest pickup artist." 

After a long period of sllence, Mystery asked Carollne to drive him to I 

the strip club where his ex-girlfriend Patricia worked. She dropped him off 

in the parking lot, and then took me to spend the night at the house in the 

suburbs where she lived with her mother, sister, and brother. It would be while I was playing daddy with Caroline, Mystery was spiraling. 
my first time meeting her family. Dropping hlm off at the club was a bad move. Seeing Patrlcia had 

Her mother greeted us at the door. In her arms was a crying baby-my 

teenage girlfriend's baby. 

"Do you want to hold him?" Caroline asked. I suppose the stereotypical 

reaction would be to say that I was scared, that reality sunk in, that I wanted 

to get out of there. 

But I ddn't. I wanted to hold him. It was kind of cool. This was what 1 

got into the game for-to have these kinds of adventures, to hold a baby in 

my arms for the first time and wonder, "What does his mother expect of me?" 

fucked him up. Not only would she not take him back, but she also told 
him that she'd started dating other people. i 

"She's been working out three hours a day," he said over the phone. 
I 

"She lost fifteen pounds and her ass is a 10, dude. The things a chick will do 

when she's angry. Damn." 
I 

('Don't thlnk about how good she looks," I advised. "Look for the flaws 

and blow those up in your mlnd. It'll make it easler." 

"I know that intellectually, but emotionally I'm fucked up. I feel like 

I'm being raked over coals. It all came crashing down on me when I saw her 
I 

again. That hot body, the tan lines. She was the hottest stripper in the place. 

And I can't have her. Carly's back with her boyfriend. And I'm beat from try- 
l 

ing to make my new place livable. For what?" 

"Dude, you're a pickup artist. There are hundreds more just like Patri- 
cia out there. And you can get them in a night." 

"I'm not a pickup artist. I'm a lover. I love women. I swear, I don't even 
think about threesomes anymore. 1 would be so happy to settle for Patricia 1 
now. I've got Patricia withdrawal on the mind. I miss her every minute of 
the day." 

Mystery had hardly thought about Patricia or talked about her until 

she rejected him. Now he was obsessed. His own theories on attraction had 

come back to slap him in the face. Patricia was doing a takeaway. But for her 
it wasn't a technique-it was for real. 

As a magician used to exploiting the gullibility of others, Mystery had I 
no patlence with anything spiritual or supernatural. HIS rellgion was Dar- 

win. Love, to him, was simply an evolutionary impulse that enabled human I 
beings to fulfill their two primary objectives: to survive and replicate. He 
called that impulse pairbonding. 

"It's strange how strong pairbonding is," he said. "I feel so alone now." 
"I'll tell you what. We'll pick you up tomorrow, and you can play in the 

suburbs with us. It'll cheer you up." 
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Caroline and I put Carter in his stroller and pushed him around the 

block to a park. As I sat down on the bench, I thought about what a pa- 

thetic couple of pickup artists Mystery and I were. Kids around the world @ 
thought we were in hot tubs surrounded by bikini-clad models. Instead he 

was alone in his apartment, probably crying and watching lesbian porn, 

and I was in the suburbs pushing a baby around in a stroller. 

In the morning, Caroline and I fetched Mystery from the city. He 

hadn't shaved since I'd last seen him, and thin patches of stubble dappled 

his baby-white skin. He wore a gray T-shirt that hung loosely over faded 

jeans. 

"Just make sure your family doesn't ask me to do any magic for them," 

he told Caroline. 

Yet that night, when Caroline's mother asked him what he did for 

work, Mystery launched into a spectacular performance. He introduced 

each illusion-mind reading, bottle-levitating, self-levitating, sleights of 

hand-with ten minutes of patter and panache that put every other illu- 

sionist I'd seen to shame. He charmed everyone in the room: Caroline's 

mom was flabbergasted, her younger sister was attracted, and her brother 

wanted to learn how to levitate chalk to freak out his teachers. In that mo- 

ment, I realized that Mystery actually had the skills to achieve his dream of 

being a superstar daredevil illusionist. 

After Caroline's family turned in for the night, Mystery asked her if she 

had any sleeping pills. 

"All we have is Tylenol #3, which has codeine," Caroline told him. 

"That'll work," Mystery said. "Just give me the whole bottle. I have a 

high tolerance." 

Already thinking like a nurse, Caroline brought him just four pills. But 

they weren't enough to knock him out. So while Caroline and I slept, MYS- 

tery, on a codeine high, stayed up all night writing posts on Mystery's 

Lounge. 

1 MSN GROUP: Mystery's Lounge 
SUBJECT: Llfe Goals 

AUTHOR: Mystery 

I'm staying at Caroline's place right now because I've been upset over Patrlcla I 
Caroline IS Style's Toronto g~rlfr~end, and ~t must be tough for h~m She IS really 

beaut~ful, but she's got a k ~ d  Style and Carollne look great together, but I 
understand the llmltatlons too Damn 

Solut~on Be falr Love her, dude Be true to your feelings and don't hurt her 

but also know that you are polyarnorous and want more The Idea of havlng 

many glrls In many ports can be wholesomely nurtured 

She has a great family I d ~ d  magic for her eighteen-year-old slster, who's a 

cutle, and her brother and mom for llke forty-f~ve mlnutes It was fun I d ~ d  a 

rune cast for the mom Carol~ne IS llke my s~ster I get that feellng of carlng for 

her and her baby And ~t's great to have Style herel 

Then I took codelne to sleep because they all went to bed at normal hours, 

and I'm fucked up wlth my sleeping But I d~dn't sleep I lust felt love Don't get 

me wrong I'm fully aware kt's the Tylenol I took but, hey, the feellng IS good 

nonetheless I love thls lounge You guys are super bright I hope we can all 

have a huge party one day 

And all thls will wear off when the codelne gets plssed out, haaa 

This IS what I want to see happen In the future I want us to become closer 

friends-you thlnk we can manage that2 Grlmble and Twotlmer, your game IS 

so different from mlne I want to sarge w~th both of you sometlme to legltlmately 

attempt to understand where you are comlng from 

Papa, the game you played was fucklng mint when you were up here It 

was great to do a workshop wlth you, and you are welcome anytime, man I 

I don't even mlnd that you call me every day 

I envlslon thls lounge as not being about plckup, but rather about 

something bigger llfe goals Women are a huge part of that, and we work 

together to help each other obtaln them However, I'd llke to extend our toplcs 

to money, soclal status, and other ambltlons 

A 
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I think one of life's biggest difficulties is not being able to share your p . ~ .  I've been reading Napoleon Hill's Think and Grow Rich, and I want to 
problems honestly. So, state your issues here, and you have a hundred 

intelligent, trustworthy men who can assist you. 

Also, tell us your goals and obiectives. If you don't have any, now is the 

time to make them. I want to see all of us get our shit together and reach 

self-fulfillment. Travel, women, money, social status, whatever. Let's assist each 

other along the way. Let's all work on the same proiects and synergize our 

efforts like a corporation. 

I want to see Vinigarr5 in his own apartment with a kickass car, coin in the 

bank, a hot nanny to help care for his kid (a nanny he gets to boink), and a 

couple girls who love him to death. He should own sections of New York- 

nightclubs or whatever. He should be driven around in his own limo. He should 

run his own escort agency. 

Papa, you sponge off daddy. And the enemy of the best i s  the good. I 
want to see you focus as much on wealth as you do on relationship mastery. 

You have the drive to become a multimillionaire. You need to step out from 

daddy's financial shadow and dwarf his success. Imagine harnessing your sex 

drive and using it to create a successful business. 

This is what I need: I need to complete promotional material to pitch to 

networks for a one-hour magic special. I need major funding to produce this. 

I'm not bullshitting or having fame fantasies when I say I can do it. People 

who have met me know I can play the role all the way. Once I have the 

special on the air, I can put on a Vegas show. I've designed the show in detail 

already. 

Anyone interested in helping? Think of the after-parties! Let's build some 

thing. Let's exploit the fact that I need attention (must do shows) every day or I 
don't feel normal. 

This isn't a freebie thing either. I don't believe in that. Work with me, and 

you'll get paid. Just tell me what your objectives are first so we can work on all 

our shit together! Gentlemen, let's get down to business. 

5A former workshop student from Brooklyn, Vinagarr is  a single father who earns a living as a 
driver for an escort service. 

suggest something related If you regularly masturbate, you can easily become 

addicted This addiction comes in the form of daily regularity that curbs your 

desire to go out. It also does not allow you to harness your sex drive, which 

I be used to motivate yourself to work on wealth-building projects. 

If you aren't getting laid on a regular basis (which happens to all of us 

from time to time), then don't just choke 'ti1 you're broke. Set a date with 

1 yourself. Only jerk it once a week. If you jerked it today, set the ierk date for 

seven days from now. If you don't get a girl between then and now, you'll have 

something to look forward to. Make it a good jerk! Use the best porn and 

hand lotion. Look forward to it  and this will keep you from wasting your life 

away jerking it daily and focusing constantly on the pain of not having a 

girlfriend. 

In the meantime, harness your sex drive and build something. 












































































































































































































































































