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Introduction

The Pareto principle states that 20% of factordrdmirte to
80% of results, something that | believe appliegickup as
well. The more notches | rack up, the more | notleat a few
skills or techniques consistently contribute to sugcess. While
no two bangs are the same, most show remarkabtealac
similarities.

This book describes thirty of my early bangs whewas
consciously using game every step of the way. pieked the
bangs that vary from each other the most so youtweel like
you're reading shades of the same story. It's myehthat with
these case studies you can understand the coméerrs for
what it takes to sleep with a lot of women.
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1: The American Virgin

| was in the game for many months, racking up atatum-
bers and make-outs, but my first game bang eluded(hwas
close with a Filipina girl, but my attempts to dedr horny by
putting on pornography backfired). The pile of pharumbers |
was getting from mostly trance clubs went nowheveas ready
to try something different.

I met a new guy who was into game as much as | Wédle
driving around in his car, he would let me listenhis favorite
guru, Ross Jeffries. My head was so crammed witferdnt
schools of game that | didn’t want to pay any mattention to
what was out there, so | politely declined wheroffered to let
me borrow the audio CDs he had paid good money for.

My new wingman told me that swing dancing was asyea
way to meet girls. They rarely turn you down whem yask them
to dance, he said, and it would be “impossible” twtbuild
strong leads. | was hesitant at first because swiagcing
seemed effeminate compared to thumping electronisian
which | preferred at the time, but | was willing éxperiment
with anything to get my first game bang. He took tme large
ballroom for my first swing dancing experiencewias packed
with all white people except for one black guy.

He had some moves and was dancing with girls, cmcalty
making them laugh. | sat on the sidelines and veatckkinny
guys with bad style try to bebop to 1920s musidtimgfor girls
to take a break from dancing so that | could talkhtem. At
about the time | decided that swing dancing wasmsculine
and that I'd never go to such an event again, icedtan older
woman dancing in a retro black-and-white polka dietss. | use
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30 BANGS

the wordolder because | was 22 at the time. She was 26, pasty
white, with a sloppy body. She wasn'’t the type of gwould
pursue today under any circumstances.

| approached her when she took a break, askigeittwas a
secret to figuring the dance out. She explainelikét | was a
retard and we chatted for a bit until she askedtwitkd for a
living.

“I'm a hypnotist,” | said.

“A hypnotist? Are you serious?”

“Well, kind of. I've read a couple books on it ahdan hyp-
notize people. You seem the type that could eabiy
hypnotized.”

My teasing was strictly amateur hour but she atgitAfter
indulging my non-existent dance moves for a fewgsor got
her email address. | emailed her two days laterséwedaccepted
a date for a weekday. She lived in Annapolis, alasuthour’s
drive from where 1 lived. | put on my favorite cglee at the
time, Drakkar Noir, and showed up a couple mingady to a
bar located around the harbor.

We had a boring conversation about work and farfoly
ninety minutes until it was time to call it a nightt the time |
didn’t have any real-life experience besides gamgollege and
playing video games, so | mainly went on about lilgpnosis
books | was reading. With little to say about nfe lil used the
books for ideas on what to talk about.

She let me give her a peck on the lips and we redative
plans to hang out the upcoming weekend and watobvie. On
the drive home that night | got so distracted thigkabout the
date that | hit a barrel cone on the highway wity mght side
mirror. It flew off and | had to get it replacedrfa little over
$100.

The movie date arrived. In her apartment | wasothiced to
her cockblocking dog, who made me feel like | hadut-game
him in order to get the goods. During the moviesnaggled and
afterwards had a more proper make-out session.usecae had
drunk some wine, | asked if | could crash at hexcel for a
couple hours so | wouldn’t have to drive home whilexicated.
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THE AMERICAN VIRGIN

She said yes and we both fell asleep on her bddowit clothes
on. | didn’t make any attempt to get her naked.

She must've had a sex dream. In the middle of tgbtrshe
woke up and started making out with me passionatedyarted
to play with her boobs and then took her shirt offried to
unsnap her bra with two hands, but | failed duentoinexperi-
ence.

| said, “Uh, a little help, please.” She laughed aid it for
me. The clothes kept coming off and then next thikgew we
were both naked. | felt pretty good at my chandethia point,
but then she threw me a curveball and asked, “iyauehad sex
before?”

“Uh, yes,” | said. “Why?”

“Because I'm a virgin.”

“Oh, okay,” | said.

“Do you have a condom?”

“Yes, yes | do.”

| got the condom and had trouble putting it on luntealized
it was backwards. | finally got it on and then aftee minutes
of trying, | penetrated her vagina. | humped hiez & small dog.
She didn’t make any sounds, telling me to stop fieeffeame.

The next day | met my swing-dancing wingman forchunHe
looked at me and said, “You walked in a little diféntly.”

“Really? How?”

“You have the after sex walk. It's a more confidevalk.
Your shoulders are more erect and your back igybier.”

“How long is it going to last?”

“About a day or two.”

| fucked the virgin one more time after that befehe called
me to nicely say she didn’'t want to see me anymiatt@nk she
used me to lose her virginity, but | didn't mindcdouldn’t be
happier to get my first bang after studying game.



2. The Raw Dog

I've previously detailed part of meeting the next g

I went to a wine festival with two female coworkers
was approaching girls regularly by then, but it was
mostly confined to loud clubs. Walking around faisn

in Virginia on a 100-degree day, | saw a tall, cymirl
wearing high-heel cork sandals matched with a skimp
outfit. 1 noticed that the girls were checking taart as
much as the guys. | stalked her at that wine faistfan-
tasizing about her like every other guy. An hoteial
looked to my left and saw her standing under a \tétit
her back towards me. | walked up to her from behind
touched her upper-back tattoo, and asked, “Whatsdoe
this mean?”

She was very receptive, surprising since | had ntisdly
stalked her and intruded on her physical space moraclub
setting. Then again, women continue to reward bwdes made
by men because of the confidence it displays. i thse, the
confidence came after consuming a couple dozen sanwles.

Our conversation was very brief. We talked abowidaer-
sonal information and her weird tattoo, which washade-up
word that she had invented (drama alert). | toldrhg birthday
was coming up and that | expected a big gift fram h

‘I can give you a massage—I'm a massage therapsig”
said.

“I would definitely like that. What's your email?”

At that time | was testing out email because | halbt of
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THE RAW DOG

trouble getting girls to call me back on the phohended up
getting only emails for a few months until | gotlsiof that and
worked out my phone game for good.

She wrote down her email and | sent a short neteek later,
playfully reminding her about my birthday. Aftefew days she
replied with her phone number.

| was nervous as hell when | called her becausensisethe
most beautiful girl I'd met yet, so | delayed uritivas slightly
intoxicated and already out with friends at a @dre conversa-
tion was fun and light and we agreed to go out ddaturday
night. The fact that she agreed to go out on & diate with me
on a weekend should have clued me in that | waggdaid, but
| didn’t have much experience at the time.

| picked her up in my Honda Civic and we went toeapen-
sive hotel bar a friend had recommended. She wasing a
skimpy blue dress that showed off her slightly ailegs. The
backroom was empty and for the next three hoursflinted,
touched, and joked. | felt extremely lucky thatdsaout with her
and even questionedhy she was out with me.

She wouldn’t let me kiss her at the bar. Not atleEtouraged,
on the walk to my car | asked if she wanted to comeny place
for a quick drink. The “quick” part was a total siaince | lived
forty-five minutes away in the opposite directidnher city. She
agreed. If this happened today, | would have ajreexdched my
belt.

Once in the house, she asked for a t-shirt shelceebar. She
took off her dress and | got down to my boxersddd she teased
me with a mini-blow job and then we went to slebpvasn’t
aggressive in trying to seal the deal because Iseased she'd
be turned off by my horniness, a fatal error thatid have cost
me the notch if she hadn't taken the initiative fodowing
morning. | didn’t understand that girls only getried off by
your attempts to fuck them if they don't alreadseliyou.

In the morning | suggested we take a shower togethe
only way | knew how to definitely get a girl's clas off. With
one hand | soaped up her body and with the otmeblbed my
boner on her vagina. We went back to my room inetsvand
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she asked if | had a condom.

After sex she complimented my bedroom skill andedsi
I'd been with “tons” of women. | didn’t want to teher that |
was in fact very inexperienced, so | kept it vague.

“What do you mean by tons?” | said. “I've beentwé few
girls. Actually I've never had sex without a condbmnsaid it in
passing, not as a scheme to do her raw. A few ménlater she
grabbed my dick and put it in. My eyes rolled i@ back of
my head and my mouth hung open. | was literallyoting on
her while moaning in ecstasy. | had never felt sutiense
pleasure before and decided that | wanted to bédriend so
I could experience it forever. | ejaculated all oveer back,
partially obscuring her tattoo.

After our amazing first date, | went completely d@ein her,
contacting her too often, showing more affectioanttshe did,
and doing romantic things like lighting a milliomrdles in the
bedroom, which made sex intolerably sweaty. Shankethit a
couple more times before dumping me for good, spyirat |
was just a rebound.



3: The Boy Shorts

For a while | had my eye on a girl who was a frefjymster
on an Internet forum I'd read anonymously. She quite pretty
according to the webcam photos she put up. Onet rabh
posted her AIM screen name and | wrote it down tgefshe
deleted it a few minutes later. (Nearly ten yeaterl | still
remember it.) She lived in DC, so | figured it wasrth a shot to
message her.

“hey what's up,” | said.

“hi? who is this.”

“I just saw your screen name laying around. yourred.c.
right?”

“yeah i am.”

“we probably met at some club then. maybe platifum?

“platinum ew i never go there.”

She was surprisingly receptive even though she kmehing
about me. When she asked for a picture, | spraogaiction. Not
only did | have three good pictures of myself, they were all
with pretty women. | had learned about social prtoé concept
of a man being perceived as having higher valuause other
girls like him. She complimented my pictures andtsee hers.

For the next month we chatted on and off, genuigelfing
to know each other. I'd tell her all the cool bargl clubs | was
going to, which in hindsight were definitely notatolt got to the
point where we wondered, “Wait, why haven't we yet?”

| don’t remember what the thinking behind my stggtevas,
but | insisted she come over to my house to bakexaof fudge
brownies. This was in spite of the fact that braxggive me gas.
On a Sunday she agreed to take the long drive td/iaryland
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30 BANGS

suburb. These days I'd play it safe and ask foommal drink
date, but before | knew better I'd just tell gitts come over on
first or second dates. Not many girls would dadbitf the ones
that did were down for sex. | was unwittingly scrieg out all
but the horniest women.

We met for the first time in front of my house ahén went
inside to start baking the brownies. While they evier the oven,
we sat and talked in my living room. She didn’tnéiribecause
she’d just had an internal organ removed. | hadame sober,
the first time I'd been called upon to do so.

I knew that | had to touch her if | wanted to dehgs into the
bedroom, so | offered her a massage, one of my lastgial
moves left over from college. | insisted she hagit@ me one,
too. We exchanged massages then sat a little dioserch other.
| touched her hands and when the talking died dafter two
hours (and a couple brownies), | asked if she wdante go
upstairs. She said yes.

Once there, | tried to kiss her but our faces didhign quite
right and there was an awkward moment until she;, $aét’s try
again.” Next thing | knew, she was on my bed amdhes were
coming off. What was left was her bra and a coniwapl'd
never seen before called boy shorts. | decidetiadtfoint that
boy shorts were cute, but unfortunately they neaerght on. |
never see them in use these days.

| was more aggressive this time around. Once ggettier
naked, | said, “Can | get a condom?” She said yesthen |
sealed the deal. She was the skinniest girl | lradyéd to date,
even a little bony, but | was surprised to findtthactually liked
it. It took a few more years until | started cossly going after
petite girls (the desire wasn't sated until mangrgdater when |
lived in Poland, the land of thin women).

I thought she realljiked me because she had sex with me
fast, but she proceeded to flake on me for the mexith until |
got to see her again. | didn't know that women dosgparate
sex with emotional attachment, but eventually ldvedgo do it
myself.

| gave up trying to stay in touch with her becaghe was
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THE BOY SHORTS

always busy, but three years later we started apand things
got more serious than before. Unfortunately for, hey mental-
ity had changed: | wasn't at all interested in tietasships like |
was before. Things cooled off, but we remain fretalthis day.
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4: The Coworker

Because my department at work was spread acrosbutileb
ings, | never got to see coworkers who worked anilar
projects. Suddenly there was a big push in the eompo cross-
train, causing a lot of people to be temporarilyaw around. |
stayed put, but a very pretty girl (a rare sighthi@ pharmaceuti-
cal industry) was put in the same lab and officengself. A lot
of people say you shouldn’t shit where you eat, Ibuainted to
find out why on my own.

We had a similar sense of humor and exchanged jokesor
there, but there was nothing that told me she wasialy
interested. There was no obvious encouragemenptisied me
to proceed with the bang. | thought it was possib& she was
interested but didn’t want to show it when othewotkers were
around, so | started noting the times she’'d go walb or to
lunch, timing it so we’d be alone for a few minutesger than
normal.

After a couple weeks of cross-training, she wasna@ently
moved to my lab. | asked if she wanted to have Huimcthe
cafeteria and she agreed.

It came out during our first lunch that she wasagagl, but it
didn’t deter me. Assuming that she had a comfoetalld stable
relationship, | decided on the strategy of hightiip the
exciting things | was doing to make it seem likee slvas
“missing out.” I'd recap my nights out, as if Wasgion DC was
the best party city in the world. I'd share storedsmy Ocean
City beach trips like they were something spectcu$he took
to it well and we began having lunch every day.
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THE COWORKER

The next step was to move things out of the cdfetand
away from nosy coworkers, who were beginning tosgnsand
into a nearby Barnes & Noble. We'd stop by afterchy, grab a
stack of magazines and coffee, and sit close tb etlter. We
first started to make physical contact in the fafimcidental leg
rubbing under the table. At around that point dfagted acting
weird, as if she wanted to tell me something butidwt. | took
it as the green light to get things moving.

One day at lunch | just came out with it: “Do yoant to get
a drink this weekend?” She said she didn't know tveee'd tell
the fiancé, so together we constructed a lie thatwgas going
out with friends. By this point we were basicalty a relation-
ship. We hung out every day and were developing awn
inside jokes that made fun of our company and ckerst We
touched each other more and more, including walldng-in-
arm from our bookstore trips. The sexual tensiols g@wing,
although | did a good job of hiding my boners dgriour
lunchtime outings.

On the night of our date we met at a gas staticar mey
house. | told her to follow my car home to drop loéirs, but in
the process she rear-ended me, causing moderat@gdar@he
said, “Sorry, my mind was somewhere else.”

With my mind focused on the bang, | told her nowtorry
about it. It was the second time my car had beemadad in my
guest to get laid. Even though we both had ins@atiaiming it
would have put her alibi in danger with her fiancé.

We went to my favorite hotel bar where | met soesstance
when | tried to go for the kiss. | said somethingald already
planned: “Look, | don't want to mess up what yowdavith
your fiancé. You keep that, but we can have our thimg, too,
and if it doesn’'t work, you can still can fall back what you
have.” The ensuing kiss was spectacular becausaditbeen so
long in coming.

| took her home, but she only gave me head. It ®ckibse-
guent date to seal the deal. We slept togethem#ory months,
with things never getting awkward at work because kad to
return back to her building.
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She got married one week after we stopped havirgRe-
dictably, she divorced two years later. She hasesiamarried.
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5: The Amazonian

I went to the same barber every month for at lagsar, long
enough that I didn't have to tell him the cut | wesh Color me
surprised one day when he gave me an army buzZ kat.type
of cut looks horrible on a guy with a big Turkiskcé and thick
eyebrows like | have. | was repulsed by my appearan the
mirror.

Later, some friends called me to go to a club. nsidered
staying in to nurse my bad haircut before finallyesing. | wore
a doo-doo green sweater that | had bought at H&tdh't feel
at all confident and hadn’t planned on doing aoloapproaches
like I'd usually do.

At the club | started getting into the mood. | readl that the
opportunities of that night would only be offereace, whether |
was ready or not. It wasn't as if | could go baokthie club a
month from then and hit on the same girls | wasckimg out
that night. There was absolutely no downside imgyust as
hard as | usually did.

Around that time | was having a bit of luck withl taomen,
prompting a friend to always say, “Tall girls areuy niche!”
That night there were five tall women huddled inirgle. Their
body language said, “Approach us and your ballsl wé
crushed.” | took a deep breath and walked towaedhthonly to
chicken out at the last second and make a beadnthé bar. |
dabbed my sweaty face, told myself to stop actikg & pussy,
and tried again.

I craned my neck partially in their circle and sdidey guys!
Can | get an opinion on something?” They didn’'t gag or no,
so | kept going. “Me and my friend are throwing artg soon
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30 BANGS

and we can't decide on a theme. Do you think weikhgo with
pimps and hoes or professor and naughty scho&yiflse club
was so loud that only the two nearest me could.da others
pretended | didn’t exist. All signs pointed to agiing rejection.

I held my breath, waiting for a response. Finalijter ten
seconds of silence, one of them looked at me aia] ‘f&imps
and hoes, definitely.” A conversation developeéraftasked her
why. Her face was just okay, but her body was a ehad
perfection with legs that seemed to go on forever.

| tried to get my friend into the mix, but her fiknds were
so much taller than he was that he felt uncomféetdtasked my
Amazonian girl why they were all so tall.

“We're volleyball players,” she replied.

| talked with her for fifteen minutes about partyiand boring
personal stuff, until she said she wanted to gocelamith her
friends.

For the rest of the night | tried to talk to otlggrs, but didn’t
get anywhere. The lights came on and | saw the Anian
nearby, trying to gather her friends to leave. dided to give it
one more shot.

“You're still here?” | said. “I thought you left bong time
ago.”

“We're actually on the way out.”

“Well, that's a shame because | wanted to chatla tnhore. |
think you're kind of cool.”

“Kind of?”

“Yeah, kind of. | mean | don’t know you that well.”

She seemed intrigued. While her friends were bemngked
on by other guys, | tried to tease and touch heemdad made
the mistake earlier of not teasing at all, but relv@ was eating it
up, laughing and playfully hitting me on the shaulth response
to my cocky jabs. | asked for her number and thed tto kiss
her, but she turned her head. | had yet to haveean@ght stand.
It was always phone numbers and email addressbose early
days.

| called her three days later and we agreed ontea tldook
her to a café to start then to a nearby hotel Wag.finally did
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THE AMAZONIAN

make out, but | didn't get any farther.

That weekend we had a double date at a club, wytshorter
friend running interference on her even taller tewte. At the
end of it, my friend drove the teammate home (ggtd make-
out in the process), while | took mine home untiergretense of
eating a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. She slagd“loved”
peanut butter, but when we got inside she forgetvgais hungry
and we proceeded to the bedroom, where | sealedeake We
banged once more after that and then things sdaidefd out.
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6: The Czech Flag

Like almost all other guys who loved trance musicits
heyday, | decided that | wanted to be a club DBought a
mixer, headphones, two CD decks, and started pnagtan hour
a day. After a few months | made a mix CD, toldrgeee |
knew about it, and got a few small gigs in the.citwasn't that
good and didn’t have a following besides a coupknfls, but |
thought being a DJ would help me with the girlsn Isure it
does, but | never got enough consistent gigs atilpoenues
for it to make a big difference in my sex life.

| went out with a friend one weekday and winged Han
while he approached two foreigiu pairs eating empanadas at
an outdoor café. My friend paired up with the Ecuéh and |
with the Polish girl. Numbers were exchanged arehially |
took the Polish girl on a date the day before sk to go back
to her sweet country. We fooled around but | digigt the bang.

Two months later, the Ecuadorian girl came to dnaygigs
with a newau pair friend from the Czech Republic. She was
very petite but with large C-cup breasts. After by set, | went
with the girls to another bar.

The Czech girl was extremely cold and barely talkeat |
went for her number anyway because | wanted angibtte
trophy to add to my collection. The Ecuadorian gmew what
was going on and actually helped me out by takimgatk when
it came down to get the digits. (I returned theofaa year later
when | hooked her up with a friend of mine.)

| took the Czech girl to my favorite café and therthe hotel
bar, which was becoming a 1-2 punch in my datingime. |
found that when | took a girl to two places sheamee comfort-
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THE CZECH FLAG

able with me at a faster pace. The downside wagxpense: |
was spending about $80 a date. These days | caratgkl to a
dive bar and get much farther for less than $3@,the 1-2
combo really helped in my early days when | had-tbsn-
perfect game.

That weekend, we went on our second date to the sérb |
had taken the Amazonian. After some drinking andcoey |
took her home under the guise of getting a night&aen with
several drinks in her system, she still put up sblasistance to
taking any of her clothes off. | slept with a thbalg hard-on,
my balls aching in pain.

In the morning | got things going again, taking loér remain-
ing clothes, but she wouldn’t let me get a condtivie’re not
having sex,” she said. But she had no problem ngbbigainst
my dick until we fucked raw. Using a condom woubli/é made
the sex planned and her seem more slutty, | suppose

She started freaking me out about pregnancy simeevasn’t
on the pill. | called Planned Parenthood and thegned in a
prescription to a nearby pharmacy. | thought alhowt | needed
a smoother way to get the condom on without malireggirl
feel easy, frustrated that girls would rather h&secidental”
unprotected sex than purposeful protected sex. §image since
changed. Now | try to fuck just about every girvra

We fucked a couple more times, but | lost intebestause she
was too cold, never showing an ounce of affectidmankfully,
she’s not representative of most Eastern Europesmen.
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7: The Closet Feminist

| had to put significant effort into every girl Bt sex with. |
was like the up-and-coming musician who sucked laad no
groupies, but soon girls began showing intereshaut my
having to do anything, thanks to continually imprayvboth my
look and confidence. I finally got my first easy.la

There was a house club called Dragonfly that | wWousit a
couple times a week with friends. | had gotten taolomake-
outs, numbers, and dates from approaching thetendobangs.
One night | was leaning against the bar, doing Innyg, when a
cute girl gave me a blatant three-second stareechpff with a
smile. That had never happened to me before, su kxgited
and walked over to say hi. “Either you were lookatgne or the
white wall behind me,” | said.

“I may have been looking at you,” she said. “Whattsur
name?”

Because | was so used to getting phone numbersnand
going for the gold same night, | settled for purigitd after a
short conversation, not even trying for a kissimy wasn'’t a
closer. One of the reasons was because | had yetliae how
incredibly easy girls really are, and the short amoof time it
takes for them to have intimacy with a completearsger.
There’s an expression that goes: “Shoot for thes stad you'll
land on the moon.” By always getting numbers, | wheoting
for the building across the street.

Later that night | sent her a text message: “Ane still out?”
| didn’t get a response. She answered when | calleddays
later, apologizing for not replying (she got so rdeuhat she
vomited and passed out). | definitely could havedea the
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THE CLOSET FEMINIST

same night.

| invited her to a barbeque | was having at my kotie
following weekend. My dad was teaching me how tid gnd |
wanted to put my skills to the test with a live mmte. About
ten of my friends came over and we had a good tatfieng,
drinking, and eating tropical chicken burgers watbocado and
pineapple. She came in the middle of the partylantroduced
her to my friends. They were friendly, making heelfpart of the
gang. As the busy host | barely had the chancaterdct with
her, but we made tentative plans to hang out soon.

Another week went by until | finally got her outoak at a
Mexican-themed bar known for its margaritas. kfillher in on
what had happened at the barbecue after she hefte(tvas an
incident with the neighbors and police were call&de settled
into a personal chat, since it was technically finst date. After
we’d both had two strong margaritas, she told me ked
nearby. | took the hint and asked if she had anghall in her
house. She did.

At her place she made a couple drinks then | finaént for a
kiss on the couch. We were soon going at it and theaid,
“Why don’t we go upstairs?”

“We can’t go upstairs because then I'll have sethwou.”

Five minutes passed and | asked again: “So whytdes’'go
upstairs?”

Again she replied, “We can’'t go upstairs becausn thll
have sex with you.”

| figured I'd have to try something different ifdanted to get
her upstairs. | waited another five minutes, thaid,s“Why
don’'t we go upstairs, but wevon't have sex? | just want to
cuddle. And I'm being completely serious.”

“No, because if | take you upstairs, I'm going tanwto have
sex with you.”

“It doesn’t matter, because we’re not having sés.jlist that
your couch is uncomfortable. | just want to be tdelimore
comfortable.”

“Well, okay fine.”

True to her word, we had sex upstairs. | spentnigbt and
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she treated me to a Starbucks breakfast the nestimgo She
wasn't a bad girl, but unbeknownst to me she wamging
feminist and didn't like doggy-style because it was “imper-
sonal.” The problem was that | loved doggy-stylspexially
pounding it from the back when the girl is on hemsach. We
banged once more and then | never called her again.
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8: The Groupie

The DCBachelor.com blog | had started began to ta#ke
More than 50% of my readers were in Washington BGts
didn't take long to find myself being recognized pablic. |
wasn’t accomplishing much with the site (all |1 dihs share
dating tips and complain about feminists), but ithpassioned
emails and comments from women told me | was angehem.
| figured that no girl would want to sleep with rater finding
out about my writing, but the opposite turned cmtbe true.
After a couple years, | hit double-digit bangs Boleecause of
my blog.

My first official groupie emailed to complain abahe blog’'s
content. | indulged the complaint and then askeddeend me
a picture. She looked good so | asked her out fdrrgk under
the pretext of discussing my writing. Because | wa®cky son-
of-a-bitch on my blog, | had to play the part byo@ming any
displays of interest while remaining aloof.

We started our date at the café with a basic ceavien
about our backgrounds, where our families were framether
we liked cats or dogs, and so on. We had plentghett about
and there were no awkward moments since it wadirtetime
we’d met. She was a recent implant from anothée slite most
Washington DC residents, and didn’t have a lotrignfds. She
mentioned going to a couple cheesy bars frequdngepeople
who are new to DC and don’t know any better (LuBlgy, Front
Page).

She had stumbled onto my blog and it was like aleiwnto a
new world for her, not only on the city but also bbow local
guys acted and approached dating. She was curlous any
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game beliefs and made reference to specific pdstsl Iwritten.
At times it almost felt like a media interview, biudidn’'t mind
because it stroked my ego.

After an hour at the café | took her to a new hogal | had
heard about that had a tavern theme with portitéormer
presidents on the walls. My best joke of the niglats, “I'm
uncomfortable that George Washington is checking oy
date.”

For most of the night | was cocky, but not in a vihgt in-
sulted her. Everything | said had an undertone d@habunced |
was simply a man who liked doing his own thing, dnat she
was lucky | had taken time on a weeknight to gier my
company. My most cocky statements were said wisimak to
take the edge off.

| knew her panties were getting wet when she sioy are
incredibly intoxicating,” perhaps the best complitha woman
has ever paid me. Then we started making out. Thtadmy
intoxicating effect I'd pull back from the kiss #t height to
leave her hanging and reaching for my lips, a trigarned from
The Raw Dog. The way | learned how to kiss was allgtiby
stealing moves from girls, so | guess you can bay ltkiss like
a girl.

My previous bangs had taught me to take more tivéaand
be more aggressive to get sex as quickly as pesshmt | was
waiting way too long to move things to the bedrobmas ready
to shoot for the stars.

“How did you get here?” | asked.

“By Metro.”

“Oh. Well, how are you getting home?”

“I can just take the Metro back.”

“I have a car. | can give you a ride home.”

| paid the tab, we walked to my car, and then hdrtm her
place not more than ten minutes away. | stoppecéneén the
circular driveway of her large apartment buildiBgfore | could
give her a kiss goodnight, | said, “Can | use yioathroom?”

“Uh, no.”

“Why not? | really have to go.”
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“No! You can’t use my bathroom.”

“How about that gas station over there. You third&kopen?”

“I don’t know.”

“Well, fuck, don’'t make me go like a dirty anim&ow about
this: if | can't find a parking space in one minutieen I'll go in
the bushes.”

After some more urging she agreed and gave me dmetan
to find a parking spot. | slammed the gas on myicCipushing it
harder than it's ever been pushed, and found pankith a few
seconds to spare, though I'm pretty sure she wbala let me
use the bathroom even if | hadn’t. | got upstaiused the
bathroom, and then things moved faster than eviardiel got
almost no resistance and banged her rotten.

This bang gave birth to the bathroom line. Whiédréady had
lines to build attraction and get numbers, | wastistg to build a
repertoire for sealing the deal.
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9: The Resistance

Before | put my name out there on the Internetaswnown
as “DC Bachelor,” or DCB for short. At the time lanted to
remain as anonymous as possible because | wasl sifarey job
finding out about my secret lifestyle, though | kit resist
attention-whoring a little by putting up a coupleofos.

One night | was bar-crawling with two friends, uleato find
a place with girls worth talking to. We gave up a@inped out
in front of a crappy bar, trying to flirt with gglwho walked by
while deciding whether we were going in or nots lihen | heard
a girl yell, “DCB!” At the entrance of the bar wascute brunette
with a huge smile on her face. After a couple sdsadnslowly
walked over to her.

“You're DCB, right? From the blog.”

“Yes, that would be me.” It was the first time | sveecog-
nized by a cute girl.

She told me she was going into the bar with henfiiand
that | should “definitely” join.

I went back to my friends for a huddle. Her friemdsn’t bad,
but there was an odd-man out so one guy would teawerk the
crowd. They didn’t mind that the math was off. Afteaiting ten
minutes (to prevent appearing needy), we paid &edver and
walked into the bar.

She didn't hesitate in searching me out, still we&p@a smile
as if | was a famous man. | got a drink and leaagainst the
bar.

Just like with my previous micro-celebrity bange thrunette
was trying to call me out on the things | had wenit whether
they were “serious” or not and if | really was s#and misogy-
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nistic. | didn't want to sell out my writings congtély, but | did
want her to know that | was a regular guy capalfl@eamal
human emotions.

| said, “Well there’s at least a bit of truth inesything |
write, though | do put a spin on it to push as mhagtons as
possible.”

She was satisfied with that answer. We got to kreagh
other until my hand was permanently attached tcsttie of her
hip.

Unfortunately, her friend had a boyfriend, so mierids
ended up running interference so | could have tyutifne with
the groupie. After about thirty minutes | went fokiss, but she
pulled back and smiled. She said, “I don’'t know #hould be
hooking up with you.” Most guys in that situatiorowd have
started providing arguments on why she should gogaivith it,
but instead | said, “You do what you want. Whatets cool.”
We kissed five minutes later.

One of my friends dipped while the other stuck adbile-
cause he was my ride home. | asked if she wantedrt® home
with me to “have a drink,” but she laughed in mgdaand said
no. Then I told her my friend and I could take heme.

Before we got into the car, | secretly instructeg fimend to
stall and drive in circles to give me more timectmange her
mind. | told her, “It's still kind of early. Are yogoing to sleep?
| can still hang out.”

“l don’t know,” she said.

“Well how about you come over to my place—just for
drink—and then I'll drive you right back. It'll bike an hour.”

It would have been a lot easier if | had tried ¢otg her house
and weasel my way upstairs, but my one-night stgarde was
weak at the time and | didn't know what | was doifighad a
couple under my belt by this point but they werghwliow-
guality chicks.) After some more nagging on my o finally
agreed to go to my house. My friend dropped usabfhy place
in the suburbs.

In my room, we got down to business. After someariass-
ing, | got all her clothes off except her bra amates. | ended
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up completely naked. Then I tried to remove hertipanbut |
was denied. Not at all fazed, | tried again a feimutes later,
only to be denied again. | tried several more timag still
nothing. I lost count of how many times | triedttinéght, until |
felt too creepy to continue.

When we got up in the morning | tried a couple mibmees.
At that point my balls were in severe pain. | stiluldn’t get her
panties off. They were locked and | didn’t have kbkg. It was a
little awkward the entire time because | was nadlesla gorilla
while she wasn't. I've since learned to keep mydyexon until
the girl gets naked first.

We went out a week later. | took her to one of rotehbars,
we had a couple drinks, and then | took her homeerer we
finally banged. She offered virtually no resistaridée saw each
other once or twice after that, and then | told Ijest wanted to
be friends. She started her own blog not long wafied that took
subliminal shots at me.

I never would have thought that | could get rejdcde many
times but still eventually be rewarded. The reasiom didn't see
me as a creep was because she was attracted anthbdcause
| didn’t rape her). | had free reign to do whateVvevanted as
long as that attraction was there. That's why yan sometimes
stick your finger in a girl’'s anus and she’ll pelit remove your
hand if she doesn't like it instead of bitching yaut.
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10: The Big Ass

It was time for my first social circle bang, thenmipal way |
believe average guys get laid. I've become so tisesleeping
with random girls | meet out and about that bangingjrl from
my small social circle seemed like an impossibdé.ta

One of my lady friends had a friend with a big ad® had
heard about me through various channels. Her Fstend
pictures showed that she was cute, with an Itadippearance.
We exchanged a couple friendly messages but notttiay
hinted at what was to come.

We finally met several months later when my friendited
me to pregame at her house before a night outABgyopened
the door when | arrived and we exchanged handshaies
excused herself to the kitchen to work on her pdstia while |
joined the others for a group conversation wheramaatiently
waited our turn to talk about ourselves. It wasimythat chat
that someone mentioned Big Ass’s ex-boyfriend, addié
Eastern guy. | correctly concluded that she hakirggtfor men
of my type.

We all went to the club where | had a private cosaton
with her. She was a hyper-educated feminist whaigho she
knew everything about the world, repeatedly sayhiggs that
turned off my wang. | responded with slight jabdee]i“Are you
always like this?” or “Don’t you ever stop?” to Ieer know |
wasn’'t enjoying the conversation. Instead of fegblighted, she
laughed, which told me she liked me and probablyntac to
have intimacy in the near future. | didn't mind tpeospect,
since her ass was abnormally large and | wantéd tbfrom the
back.

29



30 BANGS

Eventually, everyone else left, leaving just the bf us. Like
an idiot, | suggested to drive her to her frientbsise, where she
was spending the night. Back then, I'd often regiieso dating
mode because | thought | had all the time in theldvtw close
the deal instead of staying in rabid wolf mode vehefocused
on nothing but the lay. It would take another ywacompletely
rid myself of slow close technique.

We made out briefly in my car when we got to héerfd’s
house. She said, “It's obvious that you want me.ba&ter
masculine attitude all but assured that this wdnélch pump-and-
dump.

A month later, several of us met at the same dlulas wear-
ing a ridiculous puffy vest, as if | was about tosnowboarding.
Big Ass complimented it and quickly ditched a bethiter who
was hoping for a miracle. | remained aloof and myosilent
while she ran her mouth. The more she talked,abke | wanted
to have sex with her, but her gigantic ass was ibggtp be
demolished.

After a couple hours of torture, | used the “ldt@ve a drink
at my place” line. She was down. My lady friendgeel make it
happen by disappearing at the right time.

Once in my bedroom, she put in a strong requesnioto go
down on her.

“I don’t go down on women,” | said. While true masit the
time, it really meant, “I don’t go down grou’”’

“Eww,” she said, “then we’re not having sex.”

“Whatever,” | replied, rolling over.

We laid in bed, half-naked, until she started tanghme. She
didn’t enforce her ultimatum, because not only tlidnd up
fucking her, but she also sucked my dick.

Over a year later | slept with her again. She paéda griev-
ous insult, saying that my foreplay was lazy antb@aton-like.
| decided I'd never give her my dick again as lagl lived,
which I've accomplished so far, despite her attenptfuck me
again. Last | heard, she had gotten married toitewghy.
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11: The Giraffe

There was a Latin-themed lounge | had started équient.
Even though most of the girls were fat and unsjghtimade
plays on the occasional cute girl and got numbkas would
wind up in purgatory. After getting a taste of lnatiwomen from
a blue-eyed Uruguayan girl | went on a couple datits (but
didn’t bang), | made penetrating my first Latingaigh priority.

| was at the lounge one weekday night with a bigugr of
friends when | noticed a tall girl with a slendexck and oval
face. If she ever reincarnates as an animal it dvdod as a
giraffe. Since tall girls were my niche, | preparedliaunch an
attack.

She was with one other girl and two guys. Duringsthdays,
Mystery and higgroup theorystyle were top dog in the pickup
scene. His strategy depended on approaching bigipgro
entertaining them with stories or magic tricks, anethodically
ignoring or teasing the target until her attractisas obvious.
That sounded good on paper, but | found it difficalhold court
with large audiences.

| started to develop my own style based on whaalled
snake theoryl'd wait in the grass, hidden, until a girl ldfer
group to go to the bar or bathroom. I'd then appholer when
she was alone. If all went well, I'd never haved&al with her
group, saving me a lot of work and wizardry. | fduthat the
bigger the group, the more likely there’d be asteane person
who would hate my guts for some reason and cockbioe,
ending my attempt.

| kept an eye on Giraffe throughout the night whéaning
against the bar. After about twenty minutes, sheeddo within
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talking distance of me. | said, “Let me guess, yeufrom
Argentina.”

She laughed. “Nope. Guess again.”

“Bolivia!”

“Eww, no.”

“Mexico! Panama! Venezuela!”

She kept me guessing for a while, which helped kibep
conversation going. We got into a fun little chatiluher friend
came out of nowhere and killed the energy. Girafféled and
said, “Nice talking to you,” then went back to hggoup. All |
had was her name.

| kept an eye on her for the rest of the night aadght her
peeping at me a couple of times. | was temptedotowgr and
talk to her group, but I felt that going from taigi one-on-one to
dealing with her three friends would be a gianp steckwards.

| worked on other girls with no success. Finallyward the
end of the night | had another opportunity when evessed
paths near the bathroom.

| said, “Hey, | thought you left. Well | have to gow, but let
me get your number.”

“I have a boyfriend,” she said.

“That’s fine he’ll give you something to do wheml not
around.”

She let out a hearty laugh. It was one of my besined
responses to when a girl dropped the boyfriendniassi.

After another minute of banter, | walked away watmeasly
email address, something | had long since giveprud wasn't
at all pleased at the turn of events with a giwds sure was
attracted to me.

We proceeded to email for two weeks. She turnediaven
twice when | asked to hang out for a drink, sayshg didn’t
know me well enough and doesn’t normally meet goydubs. |
knew she was at least curious because she kepingpso after
a brief cooling-off period, during which | didn'espond for a
few days (I wanted her to feel potential loss)usiped again for
a drink, logically explaining that it would be témes faster and
easier to get to know each other in person thagnigil. It was a

32



THE GIRAFFE

dangerous move to use logic on a female, but slaffiagreed.

| gave her the usual date routine: café then hztel The café
was for talking about boring stuff like jobs andnity so she'd
feel like she was getting to know me, while theehbtar was for
touching, heavier flirting, and hopefully, kissing.

It turned out | was the first American guy she’'éegone out
with (she had recently immigrated and had only mhasds
with her countrymen). At the hotel she was mostggive, not
saying or doing much, but she let me touch her sindlose.
Finally | went for a kiss and she accepted. Hes ligere
especially large and soft. | walked her to the smpstation after
the bar closed.

Our next date was at my house, where | cooked iadareal
of spaghetti with ground turkey. | got her on mymwsized bed
but she refused to take off a single article othilm, leaving
rather early. | figured that banging her would tédkever.

| was wrong.

For our third date | did it classy. | took her to expensive
house club and put on a blazer with a collared.shtrthe club
we found a sturdy column against the dance floor made out
like animals. | teased her incessantly, withdrawfirign kisses
and also going in close, then pulling back. Otlimes I'd pin
her against the wall and make sure she felt myyaionster
pressing against her crotch. After several drirkel(a large tab),
we were both buzzing and extremely horny. Sincad picked
her up from her house, | also had to drive her pack00%
premeditated move.

When we arrived at her house | asked to use thedmn. “It
must've been all those drinks,” | said. Within é&n minutes, |
was having the best sex | had ever had.

| dated Giraffe on and off over the next year. $ias a dirty
girl who loved getting pounded, but was a lady of@itthe
bedroom, even cooking cuisine for me from her cquwhen |
found out she had gotten married, | wondered ifidudd have
held on to her.
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12: The Future Doctor

On Sunday afternoons | began a new routine: huffiad the
way to DC to hang at trendy coffee shops with oxeeg drinks
and cakes. | wanted to feel hip and cool insteadodfig to a
Starbucks in the suburbs.

| was surfing the Internet in one of these coffleeps, sipping
on a latte with extra foam. Next to my table a grdcked open a
huge book and began studying. On my way to therbaith |
glanced at the page she was on and saw diagramallsfand
molecules. In college | had majored in microbiology

I had little success approaching during the dayi, gsyched
myself out of talking to her by telling myself st&n’'t want to
be disturbed. | started sweating. Finally, | saickfit and opened
my mouth.

“What are you studying? It looks familiar.”

“It's biology.”

“Oh, cool. | majored in microbiology a while agoréAyou in
school?”

“Yeah, undergrad. | want to go to med school.”

“Cool. Yeah, | knew I recognized that picture. Isaoping to
never see that again, actually.”

| told her that | was a microbiologist and desaditibe pro-
jects | was working on and what diseases my teanost hoped
to cure. The conversation was easy and naturalubecae had
something in common (at one point she was intervigune as
if | was her career counselor). It was the firshdil could
remember that a girl was genuinely interested ifjohy

While she talked about her life goals, | stole sdoaks at her
body. She could've lost a couple pounds, but it wasstly
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agreeable, so | decided to pursue it full force.

After ten minutes, the peak of our conversatiorspdsand the
silences got a little longer. | felt that my best lwas to get the
digits and leave. Even though | wanted to staywaork a little
more, | began packing up my things. Then | saidgyH gotta
run, but it was real nice talking to you. How abwg continue
the conversation another time?” She gave me hebeurmnd |
went to a Starbucks two blocks away.

| called her a couple days later. It took her a letday to call
back. | hadn't flirted with her much in the coffsbhop, so the
vibe was decidedly friendly on the phone. | told héout this
“cool bar” | knew of near her. She agreed to meet an a
weekday.

| picked her up in my car and then gave her thé aafl hotel
bar routine. After the café, | was beginning to nwt of things
to say because we had gone over so much persataivbkn we
initially met. My conversation game wasn't tight saisually
needed major assistance from the girl after a @aphours.

At the hotel bar, in between her telling me silijngs such as,
“My childhood was harder than most other peopleyirapped
my arm around her back. She didn't resist. Therndl a fake
palm read (one of my new moves) and began dravangam
patterns around her knee with my finger. | feltttti@e act of
touching was taking the interaction from a basienfdship to
something more, that it alone was building theaatton. During
a long silence, | made my move and we kissed.

| didn't use the bathroom line when | took her hortedelt
too early. In hindsight, | should have used it aaywecause |
noticed that the farther | got on any date meamtéss work I'd
have to do on the next one.

| took her to my house club when we went out agaiew
days later on a weekend. We stayed there and deoark few
hours, kissing and dancing. | eventually drovehimne, and that
time | definitely had to use the bathroom. We sahér living
room and she brought out a photo album of whemnnstelittle.
That made things strange while | was fucking herabee the
image of her as a little girl kept trying to entey mind. The sex
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was incredibly bad, but her vagina was tighter thanan’s anus.
She wanted me to go down on her, but | politelylided.

After sex, she later made a comment that she fikkithny,
tall guys.”
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| received a random email saying that a local neywsp was
throwing a party at a bar with free appetizers emmplimentary
samples of a new brand of vodka. | got there withwingman,
but we arrived late, missing the free food and ldrinWith
nowhere else to go, we decided to stay.

My eye caught a half-Asian girl sitting at a tatbligh a chub-
by girl. Not long after, she walked up to the baotder a drink.
| decided to order one at the same time. While veeewboth
trying to get the bartender’s attention, | lookédher and said, “I
bet I'll get served before you.”

“No way, I'm a girl. He'll see me first.”

“Yeah, but I'm taller than you.”

We playfully jockeyed for position and | got servést.
“That’s bullshit!” she said, smiling.

“I should've bet you a drink or something. | knewas going
to win,” | replied.

| kept up the playful vibe after she got her driaskd she
invited me to her table. | told her I'd be thereamminute after
getting my friend. We waited at least five minutes.

Her friend was barely bangable, but since thereememany
options, my friend made a play for her while | dooed
bantering with my girl. We sat close enough so legs were
touching under the table, and in short time | ptacey hand on
top of her knee. | knew | was getting at least ss lout of the
interaction because she maintained strong eye donigh me
during silences.

Since | had taken the subway to the bar, | hadhittkktabout
leaving if | didn't want to miss the last train miidnight. She
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agreed to let me walk her home before catchingtithia, but
leaving took forever. By the time we got to hercglait was
already midnight. | was stressing about how | wais@ to get
home, but then realized that | could turn the srigito an
opportunity.

| said, “Hey, can | crash on your couch for a fesuis until
the Metro opens? | missed the train.”

“Hmm, | don’t know.”

“Okay, well, can | borrow sixty bucks to take a dadiime? |
don’t have any cash.”

She thought for what seemed like forever beforeinggy
“Okay, fine. You can stay, bute’re not sleeping togethér.

“Chill out. | don't want to sleep with you anyway,%aid with
a smile. She playfully hit me on the chest.

Once inside her house, she gave me the tour and hhatetlla
sandwiches. While eating, | commented that her lktdooked
totally unsuitable for sleeping. She rolled hersygrabbed my
hand, and escorted me to her room.

“I don't sleep in my jeans, though,” | said.

| took everything off except for my boxers whilees$lipped
into a granny nightie. We started kissing and aterminutes |
took off her remaining clothing, even as she kegeating,
“We’re not having sex!”

| had come up with a new line to get the condom aad
ready to put it into action. | said, “Hey, let metgomething,
just in case.” | reached into my jeans pocket anlieg out a
condom. | tore open the packaging with my teetk Bk angry
bear.

While putting the condom on my dick, she said, “Ndpn’t
think so. We're not having sex.”

“Just for rubbing. | want to be completely safe. Wen't
have sex.”

“Alright, fine.”

Of course, rubbing turned into fucking. She waseyaiwild-
cat in bed, perhaps due to her artistic backgroliveas my first
one-night stand on a weekday, and taught me tigatra&ess of
the night, anything is possible as long as | keptireg for the
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bang.
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14: The Flip-Flops

On a weekend night | went with a friend to a littleb that
played mostly hip-hop. The crowd was on the youidg.sWe
picked a good spot by the hallway where a lot ofsgivere
walking by. Most of them were dressed sloppily, &g cheap
summer dresses and flip-flops, putting as littieorefinto their
appearance as possible. That trend was beginnizggier me.

Soon afterwards, | saw two girls standing nearlogh vear-
ing flip-flops. | went in with my “let me guess” eper, guessing
that they were from Italy. | wasn't far off sindeety were sisters
with distant Italian ancestry.

| played the clown for a bit, entertaining them agetting
cheap laughs until my friend came in and occupedybunger
sister so | could go for older one. On her petitenie she wore a
jean skirt and tight red top. The sister eventuditghed my
friend to join other girlfriends. I hit the dandedr with my girl.

The hip-hop proved helpful in allowing me to rulaagst her
body in an erotic way. My friend was lingering @dsy, dancing
with random girls. After a couple songs, the gobked at me
and said, “I know about your blog.”

My mouth fell open as | tapped my friend on theudtier and
said, “Bro, she knows about the blog.”

“Oh shit!” he said.

| give her a look of confusion and embarrassmeut, dhe
said, “No, it's okay. | like it. | debated whether not | should
tell you. | obviously shouldn’t have.” | was gladesdid, because
it gave us a lot more to talk about.

From then on, it was gravy and | really didn't haeedo
much to hold her attention. We started kissing &taou hour
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after meeting with my hands squeezing her bubb$y hgave
my friend a grin and a nod that told him | might/édo make an
early exit.

Then | fucked it up.

While we were hanging outside on the patio, we igti a
conversation about dating and the DC scene. | Sailhn’t take
girls | have one-night stands with seriously.”

“Oh, okay,” she said. “I'm definitely not sleepingith you
tonight then.”

| tried to backtrack, but it was too late. In onepsd moment
of truthfulness, | had cost myself a guaranteedjbhoonsidered
feeding her more drinks so she'd forget, but she alaeady
drunk and | didn’t want her to puke on me.

We continued to dance and talk until it was alntose for
the club to close. She walked out, looking for ai,tand |
followed. When the taxi came, | hopped in with like a stray
dog. She didn't object to my going with her, bué skiterated,
“We're definitelynot having sex tonight.”

“Who said | wanted to have sex?” | said. Once | lget in
bed, | was confident that she’d succumb to my pasge kisses
and tender embraces. | turned my foreplay game upoteh,
even considering going down on her.

Unfortunately, she did not succumb and made consnent
about my earlier mistake. | woke up with balls thiee of
grapefruit and took the subway home, cursing myielfoeing
such a fucking idiot.

| called her a couple days later and took her oua groper
date. She showed up in flip-flops. | had been dkipphe café
and going straight to the hotel bar because | fahatimy game
was tight enough to no longer need the double véscknique.
It was only when my game weakened in foreign coestihat |
resumed using that move again.

After a few drinks and some typical date conveosatil
offered to escort her home by saying, “DC is kifidlangerous,
so | think I should walk you home.”

“No, that's okay,” she said. “You don’t have to.”

“But I really should,” | insisted.
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“Alright, fine.”

She didn’t resist that time around and | notchedtlzar
groupie bang. She also made a comment that shet Inadhsex
in a while.
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I quit my microbiologist job and took a trip to SbuAmerica
in search of exotic women and a better life. Thingge more
difficult than | had expected, but | did get luckith an amazing
girl while out with my Australian friend, Luke. Thi®llowing
bang is excerpted from Dead Bat In Paraguaythe book |
wrote chronicling the trip.

Luke and | settled on tha&rategy of tenwhere we’'d each do
at least ten approaches before going home. | @itithCérdoba
to help force myself to talk to girls until | easgdo a natural
talkative state. On this night | made it to two.

| saw a petite girl leaning alone against a walle Svore a
black cocktail dress that started right above heyasts and
ended at the meatiest part of her thighs. Furtbemdshe had on
four-inch black high heels that revealed freshlinfeal toenails.
Her eyes were gigantic globes that moved slowl\ibemtely,
and she had a satisfied, unaffected smirk on hee & she
twirled a small plastic straw in heaipirinha Even though her
skin only had a hint of tan, her body language daud hair and
eyes made it obvious that she was Brazilian. | @akilp of my
beer and slid next to her, stopping three feet away

“Let me guess, you're from Brazil,” | said.

“Yes, | am from Brazil.”

“I'm really good at guessing where people are fr@imere are
SO0 many countries | could have guessed, you knowv] Eelt a
very strong Brazilian vibe.” Her smile showed shederstood
my sarcasm. It's hard for people to pick up sarcasia second
language unless they know it well.
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“Where are you from?” she asked, still mixing henkl

“United States. I'm @ringo.”

“Why are you in Brazil?”

“Well, it's part of a trip that started in Ecuaddraveling
around trying to find the meaning of life and winat- The
master plan was to visit every country in South Aoz but |
think I'm done with that and am just going to hamg in Rio
because it's a nice place and I'm addicteddai”

“You've probably seen more of South America thimave.”

“I've seen more of South America than | have my aean-
try.”

| went on a little spiel about the countries | hasited and
she seemed interested, but | wasn't sure becaeséosked at
her drink as much as me. A part of me thought she killing
time until her boyfriend arrived.

“What's your zodiac sign?” she asked.

“Zodiac?” | replied. “What's—oh, astrology. I'm ae®ini.”
The only reason a girl would ask this is to setbef alignment of
the stars would allow a relationship to proceedufinerves me
when a man asks my sign.)

“That’s interesting.”

“Why is that interesting?”

“Geminis have two personalities, the good and thé, land
they're often fighting with each other.” She gave m squinty
stare, as if trying to analyze my being.

“Yeah, that's true. My dark side is prettydark. | keep it
locked up because | want to fit into society anchbamal.”

“I like you,” she said, holding eye contact. | wiagken aback
and didn’t know how to respond. It had only bedewa minutes
since we started talking. After five long second®sponded. “I
think you're cool.”

I was quickly disgusted at myself for not beingeatd match
her affections properly. We exchanged names an@ gaach
other a stiff American handshake. Her name: Mari&tee told
me she worked as a stage actress.

A little later she said she had to use the bathrddightmare
visions of all the previous girls who hadn't retedhfilled my
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head—qirls who couldn’t possibly have shown morerigst in
me short of stroking my junk in front of everybodyassumed
Mariana wasn’'t coming back, so | didn't get my hepp. | was
tired of disappointment.

By then, Luke’s friends and other gringos from letsaround
the city had arrived by the vanload and turnedghey into a
dick fest. Luke wasn’t having much luck and seerntedive up
well before number ten. | told him to keep pushimgt, there was
no motivation—he had a 16-year-old begging himdex and a
girl from Lord Jim’s wanted another hotel rendezsou

She came back.

We hit the small dance floor and gradually theatise be-
tween us narrowed. I'd get close and—while she dwtiiturn
her head away completely—she’d move back enoughatce it
difficult to kiss her. She smiled every time td t@le she was in
control. She gyrated her body in a way that onlgih who
knows samba can, her large ass bouncing and rtatin
spellbinding patterns.

| leaned against a wall with my legs spread paytigpart to
be closer to her short height. | wrapped my arrosiradt her and
breathed in her scent, a mix of floral perfume amaat. The
room was hot and humid. | bent down to kiss herekhand
then, unable to help myself, | grabbed her heatt wiy hands
and held it in place to kiss her on the lips, lighShe kissed
back and for a moment only our lips touched, barelybing
against each other. She put her head down anddkisgeneck,
coming up to my ear, and | opened my eyes and wdtthe
dance floor, the people moving to house music. ygseclosed
again and | explored her body with my hands. | ndowg head
back down to kiss her on the lips, this time rougherabbed
her forearms and pulled her in close so that oufigsowere
pressed against each other, and then she pulleg avaastarted
dancing, and all | could do was lean there agatihst wall,
dazed, my head hanging off to the side. On andhoffughout
the night she’d come back close to kiss and toadi, | had
trouble playing it cool, concealing my interestwas ready to
give anything to have her.
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Earlier in the night | had talked to a tall girkfsome time but
she had ditched me to dance with a friend. Nowvsa® staring
at me. | felt uncomfortable, even bad for her,fddariana and |
were having sex and she was an uninvited guest tisgovered
in the closet. | wondered if she wished it was imstead of
Mariana.

At some point Mariana told me she had her own studi
apartment, the first girl | met in South Americaovtlidn’t live
with her family. | drooled at the possibility of xsén a place
where | wasn't being charged by the hour, onlyiféo end with
a gruff voice on the other end of the telephone telling me to
zip my pants and get the fuck out. My first attertmtget her
home didn't generate the response | was hoping for.

| said, “Let’s go,” my deal-sealer.

She responded with “Where?”

I'd never gotten that answer, so | just stood thernieldling
my thumbs, confused.

| waited another hour, until | was about ready xplede. If
she wasn't having it, I'd have to go back to thetkbtoilet with
mental images of her body and take care of myself.

“Let’s go.”

“Okay.”

Turns out she had come with two other friends whin'd
mind at all that | was leaving with her. We gotoira cab and
when | was about to tell her that | wanted to malkee she got
home safe, she asked if | wanted to spend the wighther.

Her studio apartment was in Flamengo, a dicey af¢awn
near Copacabana. Her room was cozy and simplevaithlittle
decoration or furniture, just a desk and a shetkpd with books
and antique-looking bottles filled with natural bgr and
remedies. Stuck in the frame of a mirror near et twas an
Indian-looking man with a gigantic afro. He wasuaig she said,
a master of alternative medicine. There were alsouple old
photos of her before she had chopped off her bagymbolic
shedding of a recent failed relationship. | wasrgtgound guy—
her black dress was the bait. | moved aside thet @ijows on
her bed and laid down while she dimmed the lights.
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“Am | moving too fast for you?” she asked.

God no!

“No, I'm fine,” | said, raising my eyebrows.

| needed to have her body on top of mine, vibraiting way |
had never experienced or thought possible. | tdbker clothes.
Her body and face were perfect. I've never beet w&itmore
beautiful girl.
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16: The Clown Lips

With extensive travel under my belt, | noticed tmaamen
were asking me personal questions sooner than ebeforvas
becoming more interesting in their eyes, in spitthe fact that |
had moved into my dad’s basement and didn't hayal was
having sex with girls fast enough that they didsven know my
living situation until after | had given them my ate

One night | went to a bar with a large group oérfids and
caught sight of a pasty white girl with blonde heaird bright red
lipstick. “She has clown lips,” one of my friendaic It made
her stand out, but | can’t say it improved her @ppece.

Later that night, | saw her roaming around alond ske was
on the prowl. From the corner of my eye | swore tslok a peep
at me, but | wasn't sure and did nothing aboutMre time
passed, until | was returning from the bathroom aad her
walking towards me.

I got in her way and said, “Hi, your lips are veeg.”

“Is that a compliment?” she said.

“Sure, it creates a striking contrast with your @bexion.”

| said it was a “retro pin-up” look. She took wetd my
tongue-in-cheek statements and asked who | was. with
introduced her to my friends and then she boughéineer.

“What do you do?” she asked.

“Right now? Nothing.”

“So what do you do for money?”

“I have some money.”

“So you're rich?”

“Yeah, sure, you can say that,” | said, then smibelif say-
ing, “I'm definitely not rich, I live with my dadand if you
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hadn’t bought me this drink, | probably would hastelen that
guy’s drink over there.”

In the middle of our banter, two girls approachezland said,
“Are you Roosh?” They were fans of my blog. | sltbwé been
angry at them for cockblocking, but 'm a sucker focal
celebrity attention.

One of the girls said, “We want you to meet ouerid. She
hates your blog so this should be a lot of fun.”

“Alright, fine,” | said. Clown Lips had walked awayithout
saying anything.

I met their friend, but instead of being a hatére showed
heavy interest. We talked about my writing for s feninutes,
then | turned around and saw Clown Lips staringuatfrom
across the bar.

“Sweet, a love triangle,” | thought. | excused nifyf@m the
groupie and explained to Clown Lips that the neswgas just a
friend. “I got distracted by those girls and yostjdisappeared,”
| said. “I looked around, but didn’t see you.”

“I went to go find my friend downstairs,” Clown Lspsaid.

“Well, I was just about to show you the Turkishkiswanted
to teach you some culture.”

“What's the Turkish kiss?”

“In Argentina, there’s just one cheek kiss when yuoaet
someone. In Turkey, there are three kisses. Leshogv you.” |
kissed her right cheek, kissed her left cheek,vaitidjust a split-
second pause, | went for glory and kissed her enliis. She
didn't resist. We went at it just a few feet awayn the groupie.

“That was bold,” she said.

“I try.”

She told me she was leaving. | settled for her rarmblecause
| wanted to work on the groupie some more, whad @&nded up
kissing.

The first time | called Clown Lips was two dayselatl left a
voicemail and she returned my call almost instaitie agreed
to meet for drinks one day before she was leaving.ds
Angeles on a two-week business trip. | took hex @uban bar.

At the beginning of our date the conversation liegeon
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work and family. | went on about what | used toata how |

was working on a memoir about my trip to South AicgerShe

had acted before moving into television productieo, she
appreciated my starving artist lifestyle. Thingedened up after
a couple drinks and we moved next to each othéouoh and

kiss. | kept the kisses short because | wantede&wd her
wanting more.

After we were done drinking, | paid the tab andgasied
walking her to her home nearby. “I want to makeesyou get
home safe,” | said. She agreed and we walked tdrbt door,
which was actually her friend’s front door (she vixasise-sitting
for the week). She asked if | wanted to come iarisg me the
bathroom line.

On her friend’s bed, | met a surprising amountesfistance.
She kept telling me that it was only our first ddatet she didn’t
normally move that fast, that she didn't know magd ather
similar statements I'd heard a thousand times lefor

“No problem,” | told her. “We can move as slow asiywant.
| want you to be comfortable.”

After a few minutes I'd start again and get judbiafarther
until she again told me to stop. That was repeatekbast ten
times over the course of two hours, until we wénalfy both
naked and | banged her.

I must've had a lot of pent-up rage, because a#tedvshe
said, “I can feel the shockwaves of your penid sigide me.
There, I just felt it again.”

Not ten minutes after | was out of her house dil el me to
say that she had a great time. She texted me hgdime her
flight with similar thoughts, so you could have @@d me
surprised when she came back two weeks later asd’tat all
interested in making plans. Things always seemnetdugked up
when a girl goes out of town for a while.
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17: The Vegas Slut

| went with a friend to Las Vegas for my first viso the city.
He had a relative we could stay with so we planaedeeklong
visit, an obvious mistake to anyone who has beeretiBesides
drinking and gambling, there’s nothing else to do.

Going on a weekend holiday was dumb because tke tin
every club, even the crappy ones, were long anstrating.
Since we weren’t willing to buy bottle service amypbribes to
bouncers, we ended up spending most of our nightseaHard
Rock Casino’s circle bar, located right in the nhedadf the
gaming floor. The turnover was fast so all we hmadd was wait
fifteen minutes for new meat to arrive if we didiiike the
current cuts on display.

| began experimenting with a new line: “Have yoerslept
on a Persian rug?” They would say no and then ddially lift
my shirt to reveal my stomach hair. Finally I'd séjow’s your
chance.” While it got hearty laughs, it didn’t ledsex. Maybe
it was too self-deprecating.

In the middle of our trip | was feeling down fromsing
several hundred dollars at blackjack, but kept gdmthe circle
bar with my friend. On a slow night | saw a tallisiky girl with
a beret drinking alone at the bar.

“Did you lose your savings in blackjack, too?” licGcaShe
laughed and then told me she was a local, out fewalrinks. A
couple thoughts went off in my head. First, as ealloshe
probably had a bed. Second, she must have beeanetyr
horny if she was an American girl out alone sirtce’ds a rare
occurrence in the culture.

We sat at the bar and began the most painful ceatien of
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my life. Absolutely nothing she said had any megnior
substance. All | could do was nod and say, “Oh/’dmokeep it
going. It was incredible how little | had to tallhough she
occasionally asked questions to learn about mto(orake sure |
was still awake). After an hour of torture, my lrahut down
and | drifted off into dreamland. | questioned nmgention to
have sex with her, but | knew the pain would sood and be
relieved by mediocre sexual pleasure. My friend whsspering
in my ear to “go for the notch.”

It was during that time that | noticed she was®@tyattrac-
tive. | was definitely more handsome than she wastyp but |
stuck around because of my friend’s encouragemahbacause
| had been led to believe that | was a loser ifdhd get laid in
Vegas. So | kept drinking, almost to the pointtof®r, and then
asked, “How did you get here?”

“I have a car.”

“Do you have food in your house? I'm starving.”

“Hmm, not really.”

“How about peanut butter?”

“Yeah, | have peanut butter,” she said.

“Alright, let's get out of here then.”

She agreed and off we went.

At her house, she showed me a Jiffy peanut buter jtold
her that brand sucked and I'd rather not eat af &tlat was all
she had. We went to her room and it took aboutigntes to
commence the pounding. We fell asleep but in thddtaiof the
night | got horny again and poked her awake to fuue more.

In the morning | got up with a horrible headachd &ook a
look at the specimen next to me. | instantly exgered a large
drop in self-esteem. She went to hop in the shoAgisoon as |
heard the water running, | put on my clothes aftd le

I had trouble finding the exit to her gated comptexi ended
up scaling a concrete wall. Unsure of where | vwagent to the
nearest store, a Sam’s Club, and asked for theephomber to a
taxi. They gave me a dirty look like they were abtmucall the
police, so | left and roamed around various subudieeets like
a confused cow until | regained my bearings by ywhgl the
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skyline. | got on a street that seemed to head timwnand then
took a bus back home.
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18: The Snooper

I was on a Brazilian kick. My experience with théiad been
so positive that | decided they brought me morephregss than
American girls. In Washington DC | started huntiftg bars
where Brazilians hung out, eventually finding onighva samba
night on Tuesdays. | convinced a friend to go wiih

The party had several Brazilian girls who had tlaelémark
long hair, light brown skin, high heels, and mesrieg dance
moves. | had warm thoughts about my time in Riolevkipping
on a caipirinha.

| filled my friend in on the benefits of dating Bikan wom-
en—their sensual vibe, their unique beauty, and tmos
importantly, their willingness to please men. le thiddle of my
monologue, two Brazilian girls walked in and satotar right.
They were both cute but, like the caipirinha | wigisiking, they
weren’t as good as what you can get in the mothérla

After a few minutes | turned toward the girls araids “Let
me guess, you guys are from... Brazil.”

“Yes, we are.”

“It was really hard to guess,” | joked. They laughend |
went on about how | had recently returned from Riold them
about my experiences there, said a few words itugoese, and
then asked if they were living in DC or just tramgl through. It
turned out that they wesau pairs

| pulled my friend into the mix by saying | was edting him
on Brazilian culture. | took one girl and he todietother. |
teased mine about her dancing skills, wonderirsipéf was really
Brazilian or not. She proceeded to show me thawwsindeed
very Brazilian, with rapid-fire samba moves thatuebprobably
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injure a Western woman.

The bar got packed and the girls ran into severaple they
knew. Sometimes they introduced us and sometingsdiun't.
My friend and | remained cool, talking to each othden the
girls were off with friends. They danced for a vehdnd mingled
with the crowd, but my girl would always come bauid check
on me, as if to make sure | was enjoying myselEofiple times
she tried to pull me to the dance floor, but beedudidn’t know
how to samba, | politely declined. | didn’'t wantappear totally
lame, so | stressed that | could dance to gringsicriike house
or hip-hop.

It was a weekday and the girls couldn’t stay oté [¢ghey had
to wake up early to take care of the white childiréy girl had
a car so she dropped me off at the subway stdtioouldn’t go
for the kiss in front of her friend, so | settleor fthe number
instead.

We played the text messaging game for a week uftially
got her out to a local art festival. She rolledagking very sexy
in a short skirt and high cork heels. The ensuimgversation of
American versus Brazilian culture was fun and e&wr first
kiss didn’t take long to happen.

At the end of the date, she offered to drive me éi@nd |
accepted, since | planned to weasel her into mgepléechni-
cally my dad’s place). Unfortunately, she wasn¥ihg that and
refused to come in, despite my borderline begging.

After four dates | still hadn’t banged her. | wasiming out of
pre-bang date ideas and ready to pull out the nuatie from my
younger days. The problem was that she wouldn'tijo a
bedroom with me. Short of drugging her and wheetiagin on
some type of cart, | didn't know how to proceecknew she
liked me and sex was on her mind, but | didn’t like idea that |
was basically getting into a relationship with d gihose vagina
| hadn't yet violated.

The fifth date was the charm. She came in afteldl her how
badly | wanted to cuddle with her. Sex happenedosatm
immediately. She was on her period, but | bangeahitanyway.

On the next date | woke up the morning after td fier going
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through my wallet and cell phone. | used that gwetext to

break up with her even though the real reason \was ghe
wasn't very good in bed.
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19: The Persian

For many months | kept in touch with the groupieal met
on the same night as Clown Lips. We became Facehiwids,
but she was always out of town or ill with mono.efdis a
window of opportunity with every girl and once thaasses it
becomes impossible to bang. | figured that was#se with her.

Then something happened. | don’t know if she wadirfg
especially horny or had gotten dumped by a guy dHmen
fucking her, but she messaged me on Facebook asgkKiag |
was up to during the week. | asked her out foriakdand she
accepted, more than three months after we hadiest

We had already kissed, but | didn’'t know what tgect on
the date. | showed up late due to missing the bdsshe was
already halfway done with her first drink. She didieem at all
annoyed and we proceeded to catch up on life, gnabibut me
and my blog (I asked her some personal questiohsvenldn’t
seem completely egotistical). We also made fun efsian
people, since we both had Iranian ancestry.

We sat facing each other on bar stools and it ti@ke long
for our legs to interlock. | rested my hands on keees. A
couple drinks later, | started fantasizing aboling her to bed,
so | developed a strong boner that reached heFlaga moment
| felt insecure, thinking that | should hide thenbo lest my
horniness be mistaken for weakness, but | said ituekd let the
cat remain out of the bag.

Her response was one of pleasant surprise. Sha loelghing
my boner through my jeans, asking, “Ooh, what is?h |
feigned ignorance by shrugging my shoulders asef matter
was out of my control, but I'm sure she was wonugnvhy |
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was so aroused even when we hadn't been kissihgd Ibeen
eating a lot of watermelon and wondered if it waing as a
mild aphrodisiac.

The kissing came soon after the boner discovenysiog it to
throb even harder. | asked if she wanted to leank she said
yes, even though we hadn't talked about where to go

Outside the bar, she announced she was going ¢oadxi
home. | suggested escorting her home to make bergat there
safe, but it didn’t work. She laughed and said,edd your blog,
remember?”

| decided to move to Plan B and follow her into dad with-
out her permission, but she was too quick for me escaped
into the darkness. | was disappointed not to ggthamg after
receiving a partial hand job at the bar. It felifdslost a contest
that had been fixed in my favor.

Over the next week, flirty texts were exchangevitich my
boner was mentioned a couple of times. For ourrekatate |
had a plan: I'd miss the Metro on purpose so shede no
choice but to take me home. We went to two baemidheatrtily,
made out sloppily, and then a little before midnighkaid, “Oh,
damn. | missed the last train. | hate when thapbag.”

“So what are you going to do?” she said.

“Hmm, | don’t know. Do you have $60 | can borrowtédke a
cab home? Or if you have a comfortable couch, liccauash
there for a few hours until the Metro starts upiagathink it
opens at five in the morning.”

“Yeah, you can crash at my place.”

She offered no objection to my scheme, though I@ttp
sure she knew my excuse was bullshit because ¢l coaeke out
a little smirk on her face.

We took a cab to her place. | sat on her couchcantplained
about how “uncomfortable” it was. She then offetedet me
sleep on her bed. In her room, we got down to legsirrapidly
and she proved to be quite the Persian tiger. Aftead ejacu-
lated, she made a comment about the couch beidyg feame.
Apparently she wanted me to leave her bed, batylest because
I didn’t want her roommates to call the police aftatching
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sight of a strange hairy man on the couch. She tasgle it up to
me by giving me an incredible blowjob that stilhka in the all-

time top three as of this writing. We saw each othecouple
more times after that.
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20: The Freckles

The hipster subculture was becoming mainstreanadeniun
of it every chance | got, but | couldn’t deny thdtad elements
of the style: plaid shirts, beard, shaggy hairemg a generally
unkempt appearance. While | wasn't frail like mdspster
dudes, | found that it was all too easy to viditigster bar and fit
right in. | started leveraging my pseudo-hipstesnés slay
hipster pussy.

There was one bar in the city that turned intovalyi club on
the weekend. Every other guy there wore a plaidt,shad a
beard, and sported a floppy haircut. | wonderetdwas a good
idea to game in a place where the guys looked ainiil me. |
eventually concluded that it was, because if theketadidn't
support guys with that appearance, it wouldn't &xiEhe
lumberjack look was being rewarded with female rdite and
Sex.

I went with two friends on a weekend night, lookilkp a
fine lumberjerk. | headed straight for the bar tdev a Johnnie
Walker Black on the rocks, my new drink that made feel
more masculine. To my left | saw a half-Asian githre at me,
look at her friends, and then start laughing. Ismwhaa mean,
maniacal laugh that suggested she was making fumepfout a
flirty laugh meant to get my attention. Though dheworn off
Asian girls after previous mediocre experiencess dirl had
cute freckles and looked white for all intents amarposes,
almost like Punky Brewster.

Without skipping a beat, | tapped her on the shaulahd
said, “Excuse me, but where | come from if you lablsomeone
you have to... ask them what their favorite flava aceam is.”
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She smiled and said, “What is your favorite flavioe
cream?”

“Chocolate chip cookie dough, of course.”

“Oh, my god! I love chocolate chip cookie dough aceam!”

It turned out that she was visiting from New YorkyC the
epicenter of hipster subculture, and was undoufptadhipster
herself. | would like to say | used game to buitgleation, but it
seemed to be already built into the crust. All ¢l k@ do was not
fuck up.

Her group of friends and my friends converged, fordthe
next two hours we all drank and talked. | made suteave little
chats with her girls so they’d see me as cool. Qirteem asked
if I liked Freckles and | gave an aloof answer: afieshe seems
alright. We'll see what happens.” | didn’'t want show all my
cards (same-night pussy demolition).

After about an hour, | went for the kiss but shdgauback
with a smile. She teased me for fifteen more misutil finally
relenting. We got sloppy on the dance floor.

Her friends weren't interested in my friends for mdhan
dancing, so | was eventually left alone with thdsgiThe fat
friend then yelled, “Hey guys, let's get a jumbaza slice!” |
avoid eating foods like pizza, gyros, and burgeith & girl I'm
trying to bang because it either makes her fe sictired,
greatly hindering my sex goal. As a minority voitesouldn’t
protest, so | went with them to a crappy pizzeriere | watched
them stuff their mouths. | had a couple bites wouldn’t appear
to be on a diet, then offered them napkins to wifke the
translucent grease that had found its way to tttedeks.

The moment of truth was coming, but the logistierevoff
(my girl was crashing on her friend’s couch). Idsdil don't
mind taking a cab with you guys to make sure yo@get home
safe.”

“Hold on one second,” my girl said, then she weartbia
mini-huddle with her friends only a few feet awdyn certain
they were discussing my proposition and if | wagoad enough
man to bring home.

Two minutes later, she returned and said, “Sura,oan take
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us home.”

| reached into my back pocket to make sure | hadralom.
Then | hailed a cab and we all piled in. We gothi® front door
of the friend’s house and they invited me in. Héerfds went
into separate bedrooms, leaving me and the gottoipy a large
leather couch. We got underneath a thin blankattest hooking
up, and were banging within twenty minutes. Theheacouch
was too hot for sleeping, so | slept on the flootilthe subway
opened.
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21: The Train

| went out to a bar with a new wingman who didné&véa
much approach experience. While he wasn't wellegrin the
art of bar pickup, he’'d had several sexual partiretse past and
wasn't fearful of stepping out of his comfort zone.

There wasn't much action at the bar, so we talksabaithe
concepts we’d be applying momentarily. A petitenile finally
sat near us and after a couple minutes | realinatl she was
alone. For shits and giggles, | told my friend thvat were going
to run a train on her.

He started a conversation with her and pulled r@itnOver
the next twenty minutes, we developed a good cdpdop vibe
where | was aloof and cutting while he asked petkquestions
and was polite. They talked for some time until goeé a little
bored and turned to me. I'd unleash a fury of coe&s and
teasing until she’d feign anger and go back tosiety of my
friend. Periodically I'd whisper in his ear, “Chothoo, the train
is coming.”

For a while, we both believed it had a good charideppen-
ing, until | noticed that something was wrong witte girl. She
seemed slow, more than alcohol alone could exp\&ie'd say
something to her, she’d give us a deer-in-the-hglaidl look for
several long seconds, and then say, “Huh?” The arsation
eventually got stale and she started talking taharaquy.

A little farther away, we noticed three slighthufnpy girls
drinking in a circle. | opened them with, “Hey, visaup? This
is my friend.” | threw him into the mix and stood the back-
ground, partially to see how he’d perform. Wheensed he was
running out of gas, | stepped in and continuedctireversation.

63



30 BANGS

The petite blonde stared at us from the corneeogtle.

The frumpy girls went to a different floor and wesumed
talking to the blonde. It was then that | becameentmld. | said,
“My friend and | are trying to run the train on ytnight.”

“What?” she said.

“My friend and | aren’t trying to miss the trainnight.”

“Oh, well, it shuts down at midnight. You have titrhe

“Yeah, | guess. But do you like the train?” | asked

“Sure | like the train.”

“Because my friend and | really like the train. Wik to take
the train and we definitely want to take the tri@minight.”

“Umm, okay. Yeah, the train is fine.”

My friend was laughing while my respect for womanki
continued its freefall descent. We left her agaid eejoined the
frumpy girls. They were much more receptive thafotseand |
got into a one-on-one conversation with the leastnpy one.
She was barely bangable and not as pretty as dineldl

I made out with the frumpy chick while my friendumed to
the blonde. I'd look over periodically, but | coutdll that he
wasn’'t going to close. He was being too nice whHenabviously
preferred assholes, and unless he started somegeatrs
cockiness soon, our hope for the train would befmever.

Last call arrived. Moves had to be made. Did | wantake
home the frumpy dumpy chick, who seemed a littte walling,
or did | want to attempt a train on the blonde witli friend? |
took a huddle with him and he admitted that he wdotilbe able
to close her on his own.

| ditched the frumpy chick and said to the blontiey, do
you have anything to drink at your place? We'd ltkedrink
some more, but everywhere is closed.”

“I have some wine, but | don’t know if | could fibth of you
inside my place.” | wondered if “my place” was gphamism for
her vagina.

“I mean, do you live in a closet? We just want é&clkjurink,
maybe we can chat a bit, and then we’ll leave.”

“Okay, fine, but my place ieeally, reallysmall.”

The three of us hopped into a cab and rode to tulios
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apartment, where she poured a box wine that wetttughed.
My friend sat on the small couch and | sat on heul.d then
went to the kitchen to “look around,” which waswedor him to
make out with her or do something that would getrhere into
him, since she was more into me. | returned fivautas later
and they were talking about music—not a good sigwas at
that moment that | realized the train wasn't gdimdpappen. The
best option was to throw my friend under the bus miake sure
| get the notch.

| looked at her and said, “Hey, do you mind if \ake a quick
nap? My friend is drunk right now and | don't thiitls safe if
we leave right away. He’'s my ride home.”

“That'’s fine,” she said.

“I call bed!” | yelled. My friend let out a loud gin and began
his nap on the couch while four feet away | stattedking up
with the girl. We banged about ten minutes latest. bbdy was a
pleasant surprise, petite but juicy in all the tiglaces.

A minute after ejaculating, | felt a little guiltpbout my
friend. | devised a plan: I'd go to the bathroonidlean up” and
then just camp out there until they banged. Maybe teain
dream could still be realized.

| went to the bathroom, flushed the condom downtdhilet,
and then washed my dick. | stood there naked wittear to the
door and could hear him making a move to the begiled
when | heard smooching sounds. All | had to do wak a little
while longer until he got his. But then suddenlg thirl banged
on the bathroom door, calling my name and yellifihis is
weird! | feel weird! What's going on?” The jig wa.

| opened the door and my friend was back on theltoThe
girl had on her pajamas. She looked at me and ‘$aidnot that
kind of girl.”

“Of course you're not,” | said, trying my best tatkhold
laughter. Then she went to the bathroom to washvagina or
whatever it is that girls do after sex. My frienabked at me
sadly and said, “I missed the train.”

| told him to leave immediately and wait outside foe to
join him. He left, and when the girl came out oé thathroom
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she asked about my missing friend.

“Yeah, we just got into a little fight. Look, | ria want to
stay, but now he’s trying to claim that he doesemember
where his car is parked, so I'll have to leave wittm.”

“What? You have to leave right now?”

“Yeah, this sucks. I'm pretty sure he’s lying aradtys about
something, but | gotta go. I'm real sorry. But, hi&ly call you.”

| put on my clothes, got her number, and met mgnfili out-
side in the hallway. He reluctantly gave me a Higé.
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22: The Gemini

I only had a couple more months left in DC untitds set to
return to South America. | wanted to bang as mame#can
girls as | could before | left because they werasaderably
easier than South American girls. For a few weegstlinto a
nice tear where most nights I'd end up on somesginkd,
though | wasn't always able to fully seal the deal.

The streak began at my regular spot, which I'd aegbout
20% hipster. I'd been experimenting with “incomplebpening
lines where | approached with something that eithieén’t make
sense or seemed to be cut off. It was a changaa® from the
long, involved lines that were the trend with othwayers. |
learned that it was hard to come across as naamdl non-
scripted with a 100-word opening statement.

In the bar, we stood at the edge of what we calledrack a
narrow passageway where everyone had to walk myrder to
get from one side of the bar to the other. Fromethee’'d throw
out our lines in the hope of reeling something Sometimes
we’d get a measly sunfish, but other times a jbiags would get
stuck on our hook and we’d all eat for days. In Aice it's easy
to fish that way because girls happily stop if yap them on the
shoulder or yell, “Hey!” They have a more curiowsture and
really want to know what you have to say, everhdytre not
necessarily interested in meeting a new guy.

There were two girls a few feet away from us. Icresl over
and tapped the shorter girl on the shoulder thieest (the
optimum number of taps, based on experiments Iceaducted
months earlier).

With a smug look, | uttered an incomplete openat tasn’t
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even grammatically correct: “Me and my friends.” efh |
pointed to my friends. The petite girl looked at,mmiled and
said, “Hi, me and my friends!” The interaction gdt to a strong
start and she asked my name almost immediately.

Not five minutes later, she asked my sign. My Gemaiswer
was a winner because not only was she also a Gemininer
most recent ex-boyfriend was, as well. She comigidtargot
about her more portly friend, who one of my friendek a
liking to. He gradually moved her to the other sid¢he bar and
for a second it seemed like we were on a double.datvas
impressed with how quickly the girls ditched eatheo, which
hinted that they were both aching for cock.

| can’t remember much of what was said becausa# @ane
of those painful interactions where she made soynraame and
idiotic statements about astrology, art, and roreatiat my
brain refused to remember it. The formula of ounv@rsation
went something like this: she’'d say something stupd cringe
and die a little on the inside before making funhafr in a
humorous, sexist way; and finally she’'d playfullit me and
move a little closer. | was becoming skilled aetating stupid
girls long enough to beat their pussies up in [&@dce she had a
nice body with a tomato ass, | decided a littlenpaw would be
worth a lot of pleasure later.

It turned out that | didn’'t have to wait long. ladjged her
away from her friend by suggesting we go to anottlab a
block away. She jumped at the chance and we gotygon the
dance floor, grinding and kissing in front of anadyspectators.

After an hour of that, | said, “Let's go.” When &lds ready
to bang, nothing more is needed.

Earlier in the night, another friend of mine haglegi me the
manuscript for my second book that he helped miseeforcing
me to carry it around the entire time. The girl vaasy in nature
S0 once she saw the manuscript, it became a 10086¢y+aack
guarantee that we were going to fuck. We took atgdter place
and she offered zero resistance. After sex, st Sahis was
my first one-night stand.” Yeah, mine too. We bahémir more
times after that, including once on a bus.
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23: The Catholic

It didn’t take long to get my Colombian flag, binteswas a 6
at most. The problem with Colombia is that it's Basy to meet
girls at night since they hang in large mixed goughile sitting
at tables. | hit the Internet to supplement bothday and night
efforts, but the quality online was bad. | hadifotarough forty
or more profiles until I could find a cute girl oessage.

I'd spend an hour on the sites to message fiveri@irls. My
opening line of “Hola” got a 10% response rate. kure it
would have been higher had | not used a heavilydeebpicture
of myself as my profile picture (most Colombian nuam’t grow
beards).

One girl bit hard, and after a few back-and-fordtlenges
she gave me her phone number. She didn't speakrd wfo
English, but | was conversational in Spanish ardlygo game
in a new language.

| called her and barely understood anything shd. sahe
talked too fast and had a different accent thaas wsed to (she
lived on a mountain about an hour outside of MéadelAfter an
awkward conversation, we agreed to meet at a sulstaion
near my place then go for a walk in the Botanicatdens. The
phone conversation worried me a bit because | weadbow |
was going to talk with her for the time necessargét into her
pants.

| recognized her at the metro station and she hakeen
better than | had expected, but there was a probd&e wore
braces—the cheap kind that made her smile lookLik&/ayne.

I immediately understood why she hadn’t bared Betht in her
profile pictures.
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We walked to the gardens and so began the most anstkw
date of my life. | simply couldn’t express myseif$panish. She
noticed that | was visibly frustrated and told roere¢lax before
going on about her family and studies. After haiffeour | was
finally able to calm down. My brain warmed up te tBpanish
and my sentences flowed more naturally. | learrteat tike
doing warm-up approaches in a bar, my brain neddedo
through a similar process when speaking a foregguage.

| tried to talk about our surroundings of plantges, and
streams, then gave her a spiel about my job, nwelsahrough
South America, and the new book | was working dme $/as
intrigued by my background, and it was no surpvi$g: | was
the first gringo she had ever met. It turned ouatt tthe simply
didn’t meet a lot of guys on her mountain. (I decidhat if |
ever have a daughter, I'm going to move to a madotdp
without nightclubs, Internet access, or other hurbaings so
she’ll be unable to become like the dirty girlsa’slept with.)

After two hours at the gardens, | told her | hadytogrocery
shopping and asked if she wanted to go with me.dgh&t have
anything else to do so she tagged along, helping tae bags to
my house. In hindsight, it was a nice move to gat to my
apartment without even having to ask.

Once in my room, | put on some music. We sat clhesd to
each other at my desk. | showed her some photaa fiy
previous trip and then put my hands on her legs.8aintained
a long stare, which | took as a green light to go & kiss.
Thankfully, her braces didn’t ruin the moment. Stegyed just a
short while longer before leaving.

For our second date she suggested | visit her hamehe
mountain and meet her mom. | figured that was Hongs were
done in Colombia so | agreed. She picked me up fthen
subway station nearest her house and we took atdimse
camp. She then called a special taxi to take uthe@pnountain
on a one-lane dirt road. We finally arrived anddswpleasantly
surprised by the comfort and cleanliness of herdnom

| exchanged pleasantries with the mother (her fatlas long
dead). She was unable to stop staring at me, riceate as if |
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was the famous Colombian singer Juanes, so ingatiy girl
that she kept having to shoo her mom away. It timé that |
was the first gringo ever to step inside their lgushich was
essentially a shrine to Jesus. There were paintstgtues, and
little figurines of Jesus in every room. Even mg} giore a Jesus
necklace 24/7. | felt like | was being watched gmdyed at all
times, either by the mother or a supernatural ootsift being.

Her mom began cooking dinner and my girl suggested
take a walk through a mountain trail. Like a scdream a
romantic movie taking place in a quaint ltalianlage, we
snuggled under a tree with only an occasional naamhan and
his donkey passing by. | won't lie: the moment warducive to
love and it was there that she said she didn't watguffer” and
be hurt when | eventually had to leave.

| thought, “Slow down, girl, I'm just trying to hit first.” |
ended up telling her that | also didn’t want to batt, but such
was the nature of my lifestyle. Then we returneddianer.

While | ate, her mother watched me with a shitreatjrin on
her face. | let out a couple moans of pleasuretdér know |
was enjoying the food. | hyped up the meal evenenyrsaying
it was the best I'd ever had in Colombia. Afterrdin, my girl
took me to her room and we snuck in kisses betvaeemother
offering me dessert and coffee. | left after itdme dark.

For our next date | asked her to come over forelinWe ate
a simple meal of chicken and rice with a bottlevirie. She was
very proactive about helping and cleaning, muchartban an
American girl. After dinner we went upstairs anedsed her
onto my king-size bed. It took four hours of forphnd at least
thirty repetitions of “No, Roosh, no” until she @aled my penis
to enter her vagina. No means no—until it means yes

The sex was painful for her. | was only the secgag she'd
ever had sex with. | didn’t think she was lyingcaese pumping
her was like jamming my cock through a medievalnay. She
whimpered like a wounded puppy dog the entire titmet |
really wanted to have an orgasm, so | was “almbstef’ for
about ten minutes. After sex she sobbed for a gdukk, talking
about how she had sinned in the eyes of God, bai ihour she
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got horny again and we went at it once more.

Even though we used a condom, she stressed merotlitef
next couple weeks about how she thought she wama@nt. She
reminded me how she doesn’t believe in abortioneurghy
circumstances. | decided it would be a good idefintb a new

girl.
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24: The Student

After the debacle with the religious chick, | desidit would
be better to up my day game instead of relyinghenimternet.

| was attending a daily Spanish class in a locaversity.
After class I'd study on the picnic tables in thedoor cafeteria.
There were a lot of people sitting at neighboriaglés, so |
figured that would be a good spot to spit gamearhe up with
an opener: “Excuse me, can | ask you a Spanisttiign@s The
plan was to say the line in Spanish, ask a reastopre about
Spanish grammar, and then see if | could get a pumint of it.

The first time | tried it on a girl, | was extrameus because |
wasn’t used to approaching in Spanish during the tawent
fine, with the girl showing genuine interest in fia me with
my Spanish. | did it again the next day on a rabesutiful girl,
and the conversation lasted almost a half hour.H8ldeto leave,
but | chickened out on the close.

After a few more approaches and getting two enudr@sses
(for MSN chatting), my nervousness disappearedyasegative
expectations became aligned with a more positiaétye | was
also becoming more prepared because | had devebxsic
framework for how that type of approach should go.

One afternoon after class | was studying across ftwo
girls. One was tall and lanky while the other wastp. | whirled
into action by standing up, walking to their tatded delivering
my line. They were helpful, as | had come to exp@étten my
guestion had been answered, | made a comment dimyut
learning Spanish was more difficult than | had tjidu The
petite one asked where | was from, allowing meetbher the
beginning of my life story that | had since rehedrsn Spanish
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several times after my garden date with The Cathdliwas
becoming more smooth at delivering game in Spanish.

We talked for a while and once | sensed the coatiers had
peaked, | said, “Well, I'll leave you guys to yostudies. If |
have another question, though, I'll be sure to"akkat across
from them and over the next hour caught the pgtiteglancing
at me several times. | decided that she would beotte to go
for.

She started packing her bags with her friend andmthey
began to walk away, | asked, “Hey, are you guysiteg”

“Yeah, we're done studying,” the petite one said.

“Cool, well do you have email? Just in case | hamether
guestion.”

“Oh, okay, sure.”

“And maybe we can all hang out and get a drink s@an
practice my horrible Spanish a little more,” | addeith a smile.

The petite girl got out a pen and wrote down heniémad-
dress. | probably could've said, “Why don’t you terdown your
number, too,” but | still had low confidence witlaving phone
conversations in Spanish.

| waited two days and then sent her a short notaaok her
for the Spanish help and to fill me in on the nixie she would
go out with her friends. She emailed within a feputs, told me
that she was going out the upcoming Friday, andedsk |
wanted to go along. | wrote back saying | was dowe
exchanged phone numbers.

On Friday the plan was to meet around 9:00. Sheccan
hour before the meeting time and said, “I have sbad news.
My friends don’t want to go out tonight after all.”

Bad news? That was more ligecat news.

“Well, | don’t mind going out,” | said. “If you wanwe can
still grab a drink.”

“Are you sure that's okay? Because it would just rhe
alone.”

“I don’t mind at all. Let’s stick to nine o’clock.”

She wore tight jeans that revealed an incredibler@oian
ass, made even more bulbous by her heels. Hemlaairsilky
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black. We warmed up at a bar with a couple drirgaing

through some basic conversation. | then suggeséetiead to a
bar nearby that had a dance floor. We walked arariim and |

ordered several more drinks. We did a lot of stpend touching
until I went for it and kissed her.

Later | escorted her home by taxi and got readyse my
bathroom line, but then | remembered that she dhareoom
with her sister. | had royally fucked up by nottaet her to my
love nest first. Resigned to failure, | gave hgoadbye kiss and
then whined about my mistake to the sympatheticdexer.

It was time to bust out a cooking date. We set upeating
for five days later where she’d come over for faodl drink. |
made a pasta meal and she enjoyed it except forgtéen
peppers. The less she ate, the better it was fobenause the
boxed wine | had bought would be more quickly abedrinto
her bloodstream.

| took her upstairs to my bed. After some heavyidhresis-
tance (she wouldn’t even let me take off her shirgventually
demolished her amazing vagina. It was construabepesfectly,
with just the right amount of lubrication, that evevith a
condom it felt like | was hitting it raw.

She was one of only a handful of girls in South Aggeto
understand my sarcastic humor, and her sweetnésaftattion
were endearing. | continued to bang her for mofths dog, of
course) until she went to a spiritual retreat a feseks before |
left the country. “I found god, and he found melttegtold me on
the phone before announcing a vow of celibacy. dblodgye sex
for me.
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25: The Sister

It was hard making friends in Colombia, but | ewedly
connected with a guy from New York. We had simparsonali-
ties and got along well, but he was less enthusidlsan me
about approaching and preferred to get an invitafist in the
form of eye contact or a smile. To each their own.

The nightlife in Colombia wasn't fruitful for us safter a
while we’'d go to a casino to play blackjack at nigistead of
trying to chase girls. We both had a main girl glomith a
couple floaters we were trying to pull into theatodn.

On a Saturday night he went on a date with onesofldaters
while | stayed at home and prepared for a marajtrdnsession.
At the start of the date, he texted me: “Bro, stmught her hot
sister, come now.” | immediately put the bottle Adtroglide
down and hopped into the shower.

| arrived at the bar just as they were leavingsforearby club.
The sister was indeed beautiful, with huge fakeditd the type
of Colombian ass that gives men happiness. My e Hyped
me up by saying | was a writer and all-around @uof, so when
she saw me she smiled and shouted, “Roosh!” Siret digeak a
word of English, but | was becoming rather conftden my
Spanish game.

She was into me from the start. It seemed thatadeskipped
the awkward introductory period where we had td éaeh other
out. She even made a positive comment about mylyuhaard,
something that never happened in Colombia.

We entered the club and | danced with her on ahibothe
first hour. | was aware of how much attention | vgigng her
and tried to regulate it by taking frequent bretkgalk to my
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friend or caress my alcoholic beverage. | alsoetlito her sister
for big chunks of time, trying to gain valuableahthat | could
use for the seduction.

We danced some more until my hands found their twahe
sides of her body. Initially | thought she barelgltftheir
presence, but after a couple more songs my griw grere firm.
Then a meathead she knew showed up and occupiedrhat
least ten minutes. When she was finished, | pretrdadn’t
noticed, forcing her to seek me out if she wantedesume the
interaction.

She eventually came back, but several more bresdlsvid,
mostly while she checked her phone or talked topleeshe
knew. To not appear needy | stopped dancing witrahmost as
many times as she did with me. | wanted all signgoint
toward my having a good time whether she was irpttiire or
not.

After two hours at the club, | decided it was titoego for a
kiss, but each time | got a few inches from heefahe’d turn
away or step back. | played it cool by not showamy disap-
pointment. | bought her a couple rounds and, ssirgiy, she
did the same for me. Finally she stood still longwgh for us to
kiss.

My friend checked in with me and joked, “Have youwee
talked to her yet?”

“I hit her with a couple good sentences,” | saig kad no-
ticed that we exchanged few words. Instead, we daeding to
get comfortable with each other. When the chemistright and
the alcohol is flowing, not many words are needed.

After the kiss, | teased her unmercifully. | cuegykiss short
to leave her lips hanging in the air, wanting meneg withdrew
my touches as well. She kept coming into me, trymgiss and
grab me. She was being teased, but so was |, &daafother
hour | was in desperate need of sexual explosienggested we
leave, well after my friend and her sister had left

She followed me into a cab, then began to freak saiting,
“Where are we going? Where’s my sister? I'm notgohome
with you.”
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| said, “Chill, we're just going to my place fordwink. Your
sister already left with my friend.”

“No, | just want to leave. | don’t want to go towrchouse.”

The one-night stand was slipping through my grdap, |
maintained my composure, not indulging her tempertram.
“Alright, fine, but the taxi is going to drop mefdirst. Then you
can go home. | don't care.”

When the taxi arrived at my complex, | said, “Welhad a
nice night. If you want to come up for a drink, ttedine, but
you can't stay long because | have to get up &arly.

She threw me an intense stare. The next few seaninds
lence felt like an eternity. All the bangs I'd hidmy life began
to flash before my crotch and | had no idea whatwhs going
to say.

“Okay, fine,” she said.

Ten minutes later we were fucking like rabbits iy ed.
Halfway through, she stopped and said she needegsdcthe
bathroom, insisting that | go with her. | guesséd svas into
water sports so | made my way into the shower toagy to go
R. Kelly on her, but it turned out she just wanteel to watch her

take a piss. Then we went back to the bedroom wihigneshed
her off.
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26: The Colombian Virgin

In Medellin there’s a club called Babylon that tedies night
every Thursday. The first fifty girls get in andrde for free. I'd
regularly roll into the club around 10:30 to be ezl by a few
dozen girls who were already buzzing. The only mwbwas
that they were all sitting. A good move to use earlthe night
was simply to ask if | could sit with them, butdait got tougher
because their guy friends would arrive and formnapenetrable
force field around them.

| was there one night with a new wingman who quiddt in
with a girl, leaving me solo. | saw three younglgidancing
around a table. One of them was very cute with téepbody
(which was back to being my number one preferentag
smaller a girl's body, the bigger my manhood loaks the more
powerful | feel in bed, as if I'm raping a teenage.

I moved over next to them. The petite girl gave anquick
glance then looked at her friends and began laggltinvas on.

“You guys look like you speak Spanish,” | said.

The petite one rolled her eyes at me and said, I'\ifieh.”

Not only did she speak English, but she also h&dragrasp
of American slang. Her sassiness meant | could ramghe
teasing and cockiness.

We chatted for a bit and then danced, but with Jétle
touching. She took frequent breaks to whisper thiitg her
friends’ ears. | assumed she was talking about me.

After thirty minutes of on and off dancing, | askédshe
wanted to step outside for some air. She agreedvartthd a fun
conversation about how it's a shame she was toogydor me
or | would have “totally” gone for her. She wasyEars old. She
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teased me about how old | was. Touches were exeldaamd her
stares became longer and more steady.

We went back inside the club to dance some morehahds
were touching her body and | was ready to go ferkiss, but
suddenly her friend wanted to leave. | offered scoet them
outside to a cab, where | planned to persuadeitht® glitch her
friends and go back inside with me. The plan faded all | got
was her number.

Young Colombian girls are extremely flaky, so | was
confident I'd see her again, but after a single ngheall she
agreed to a weekday date. From the start of thiat slee was
touching me and | took that as a cue to move myr cha@ser so
our legs were in constant contact.

“How much longer are you staying here?” she asked.

“I've got one more month.”

“Oh, no.”

“Why?”

“That’'s not much time.”

At that point | knew she really liked me and thawas time to
escalate. | made my move ten minutes later. Betweses, she
told me how much it sucked that | have to leaveesihwas
“cool.”

Unlike 99% of South American women, she was livamgher
own with a couple roommates while attending colledjfiter the
date | offered to accompany her home in a taxi @mek there |
weaseled my way up using the bathroom excuse. Slddwt
let me do anything in her room so | left after tiyeminutes.

That weekend the plan was for her to cook in mghén
before we went out to a bar for drinks. She cameaam late and
| ended up cooking because she hadn’t done thessmge
grocery shopping. | gave her shit about it and @toenised to
make it up to me. After dinner she asked if shddspend the
night.

| said, “Yeah, the sofa is really comfortable. Ycan crash
there.” She called me an asshole.

We went to a club and got dirty on the dance fl&@bre said,
“I like you,” but | held back and said the Spanetfuivalent of
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“ditto” to maintain the jerk vibe she seemed teelilShe called
me an asshole again then grabbed me and attackéacewvith
her big lips. To an outside observer, our intecactvas one of a
young girl trying to win the affection of an expamced older
man. The less affection | showed, the harder sbe. tr

After a few drinks | hit her with “Let's go” and weok a cab
back to my place. The clothes quickly came off, she abruptly
stopped and said, “My mind says yes, but | can’t.”

“Okay, that’'s fine. We can just sleep.” But ten oties later
she was back on top of me.

Finally it came out: “I'm a virgin!”

“You're a what?” | replied.

“I'm a virgin! | know it's weird, but | turn twentynext month
and | just want to get it over with.”

“I can help you with that problem,” | said, smiling

| eased my dick into her and she screamed loudginéor
people in the hills to hear. For what seemed tthbenext hour, |
worked my cock in an eighth of an inch at a timettigg
impatient and trying to stuff it in after pouringbricant all over
her vagina. She was so tense and in so much patint Kind of
felt bad for her, but | kept going until she finaktopped me,
unable to take any more abuse. | never got it imermthan
halfway.

In the middle of the night | woke up to jerk off tme toilet to
relieve the pressure in my sack, skeeting all dvemvall.

The next morning, | busted out with even more labé got it
in enough so that we were having what resembled Segr
squirmed and yelped while | was saying things likeu're
doing fine” and “I'm almost there.” | eventually dsted and
collapsed in a heap next to her. | saw her a cotiples after
that, but she always had an excuse for why shedntuhave
sex. I'm pretty sure | ruined it for her forevend? girl.
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When | arrived in Rio the second time, | lodgecamIpane-
ma hostel until | could find a suitable room to treburing my
previous trip to South America | had sworn off sllestern
women to focus on local girls, but | had since ehdbat
discriminatory practice and decided to put my ditkanything
reasonable.

After an experience with a British chick, | noticétht it was
painfully easy to get in with a girl who shared mystel room,
since she had no choice but to be constantly exposely game
spell. Things got a little more challenging if al gvas staying in
a different part of the hostel.

One night, a day before | was to move into my nparament
across town, | went downstairs to the kitchen tckenturkey
breast sandwiches. | passed by the television rmsmnoticed a
blonde girl reading a book alone. | decided to diet up and
feel things out. By the time | got there, threeeotbeople had
joined her (two guys and a girl). She was stildiag her book. |
sat next to her and started eating one of my sarhsi

I looked over and asked, “Is that a good book?”

She said it was, and we talked about it for a feimutes
before exchanging typical traveler questions likeviong we
were traveling and where we were from. The othepfeein the
room were transfixed by the television and didréty pmuch
attention to our conversation.

“Are those cucumbers in your sandwich?” she asked.

“Yes, they are. | love cucumbers.”

“I love cucumbers, too!”

“Well, you can't have a piece, sorry. | can’'t sparg.” | then
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shielded my plate from her as if she was tryingsteal my
cucumbers. Her eyes and mouth opened wide.

| went on to tell her | was a cucumber farmer backhe
States and like most gullible girls, she believed. 18he only
became skeptical when | said | used my bare handertilize
the soil with elephant manure.

“You're weird,” she said.

The other people in the room began to notice aaiylicon-
versation and wanted to participate, in essenckbbacking me.
| kept cool and only spoke when | had somethingamgous or
funny to say. After an hour of group chat, | knelhad to change
venues if | wanted a shot at anything more.

“Hey, are you guys up for getting a drink?” | askéthere’s
a bar nearby that just opened up and it's prett}.to

The girl and other guys were down. One of the guwgs
cognizant that | was trying to get with the blontat the other
guy, who was only 18, didn’t know | was running gam

We walked to the bar and | sat next to the blontidenthe
guys sat next to each other. The conversation wastlyn
centered around travel, the places we’d been aedctitural
differences we had noticed. The young guy said ke troke
and could only afford one beer. | thought that wagood sign
because he’d have to leave after his purchasdebutent on to
nurse that beer for an hour until it was as warraraee.

There was a moment when | locked eye contact with t
young guy and gave him what I'd describe as ams#estare of
death. | then twitched my head as if to say, “Dueaye!”

He didn't get the hint. | gave a wink and a nodtte older
guy, who stepped up and asked the young guy tokcbat
another bar.

“We'll catch up to you after we finish these caiipiras,” |
said.

Finally, they both left.

During the group chat | had been able to accomixme
light leg contact under the table, but | despeyateteded
isolation to start escalating. The window was n@sroto strike.

Things moved quickly after they left. We were kigsby the
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end of our third caipirinha. The next step was ¢t fger into a
taxi and to a love motel. We paid our tab and Ineldds back to
the hostel.

| said, “Do you still want to hang out?”

“Where? In the hostel?”

“I don’t know, | mean | want to keep hanging outlwyou. It
wouldn’t feel natural if you go to your dorm roomghit now and
I go to my room and we sleep on bunk beds.”

“Well, what do you want to do then?”

“How about we go somewhere just to talk and takep?”

“Where?” she asked.

“I know of this motel nearby that... ”

“Motel? Are you kidding!”

| dropped the issue and we went to the hostel &riclvhere
she made herself a peanut butter and jelly sandwich

As | watched her eat, | said, “Look, it wouldn’t keasense to
end the night right now. Let’s check it out for auple hours.
We're not going to have sex, if that's what youhaking.”

“l don’t know.”

“How about this? If at any point you feel uncomédte,
we’ll come right back. It's not a big deal.”

She thought in silence for a minute, then saidyight, fine.
But we're not having sex!”

We went back outside and hailed a cab. | showedltiver
an address that was already in my phone. Fifteemutes later
we had our own private room with a stripper poléd aircular
bed like inAustin Powers

| don’t think it's ever happened in the history Bifazil that
someone went into a love motel and didn’t fuck.sTtine was
no exception. My dick was inside her within a ceuplinutes.
She was a flooder and completely soaked the beat fight |
slept on her vaginal juices.

The next day | checked out and never saw her again.
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While still in Rio, | went to a large club in Lapeth a new
wingman. It was mostly empty as we settled intoupstairs bar.
Two tall girls ordered drinks near us and | madeomment to
my wingman that it was time to get to work. | apprbed them
in Portuguese by asking if they knew whettezmo bregamusic
would be playing later on. It turned out that thegre American
girls, so | was immediately turned off and backed of the
conversation, letting my wingman chat with them forfew
minutes until it finally ended.

That night | was unable to make headway with thazBian
girls despite my best efforts. | talked to at leaigtht of them,
and only two bit enough for us to get into some [dance of a
conversation. One girl was gorgeous and diggingemazugh to
laugh at my jokes, but she kept going on aboubbgfriend and
wouldn’t let me isolate her to another part of biae.

Later | ran into one of the American girls near Hahroom.
She was surprisingly interested, asking questiotes\iew-style
about what city | was from, where | was staying, liow long,
and so on. With no other options, she seemed lg@od play.

| looked at her face, examining it from differemtgées. She
had some natural beauty but the problem was her &be
claimed to be 32, but she looked more like 36. B lright
side, her body was nice with a Brazilian-type &se was a
classic butterface.

| couldn’t decide what | wanted to do with her. Bwaough |
was putting very little effort into the conversatjolooking
around and seeming disinterested, she kept thioigg git soon
became obvious that she’d be a freebie.

85



30 BANGS

A battle was raging inside me. Did | even want isskher?
She didn’'t make it difficult, maintaining a steadyarm stare, as
if saying, “Kiss me, you hairy stud!” | went for. iHer kissing
technique was okay, but her breath was a combimaticbeer
and garlic. | withdrew.

She said, “Usually guys keep kissing me insteaguwling
away so fast. Am | that bad?”

“Oh, no, that’s just my style.” | began wonderirig icould
even get my dick up for her in bed. | stopped lagkat her face
and focused more on her body. | put my hand oraksrand it
was spectacular. My dick instantly grew into a 8a6fer.

Might as well.

“Do you want a share a cab home?” | asked. Sheysaid

I didn’t want to take her to my home in tFevela so | told
her she should be dropped off first.

We got to her place. | said, “Can | use the batmroeal
quick? | suddenly have to go.”

“I can’t have visitors upstairs. They’'ll get madnag.”

“That information would have been useful to meekit min-
utes ago,” | thought. “Okay, let's go to my placktdld her.

As | gave the taxicab driver my address, she saMhit.
What are we going to do there?”

“Well, first I'm going to use the bathroom. And théet’s just
have a drink and you can go home after a little bit

“Okay, but we're not having sex!”

“Who said | wanted to have sex with you?” | feltysplaying
that game, but that's what it took to seal the deal

Since | lived in a slum, there were always armethiroandos
posted at the entrance. Their presence was intimgjavith M-
16 rifles braced across their chests.

She said, “Is it safe here? I'm scared.” She grdldogo my
arm. | assured her it was safe, as | was stillealiand we
proceeded to my apartment. | was confident thatgtine show
got her pussy juices flowing.

At my place | used the bathroom and then grabbbdea. |
suggested that we take a short nap, then added) ‘t®un't sleep
in my jeans.” | got down to my boxers and waitege fiminutes
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before | said, “You should take off your dresstaboiesn’t get all
wrinkly.”

“But we're not having sex.”

“Of course not. By the way, do you have a cold?thfut the
club music, | noticed that her voice was squeakyif &he was
on the verge of losing it. It sounded like she wpsaking from
her throat.

“No, that's how | sound.”

“Oh. Cool.”

We had sex fifteen minutes later. It was fine, bet pussy
labia were beat up and stretched out, lookingdikleroast beef.

The next morning she said, “I don’t usually do this
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29: The Doctor’'s Daughter

Rio had two Starbucks, both located inside mallse Qvas
closer to my apartment, but it was hot due to waiakondition-
ing. The other was cooler but a twenty-minute bhde away. I'd
go to one of the Starbucks every day, dependingngrmood
and the outside temperature.

At the hot Starbucks, | sat on a comfortable chanl began
typing on my laptop. Three girls came in and satr mee, but not
close enough to be in conversation range. The loakedaught
my attention was petite with olive skin and Middiastern
features. She had long, thick hair and a big n@keh | actually
like, since it gives faces more character.

| exchanged a glance with her and thought of haveuld
approach. All | needed was an opportunity in thenfof her
walking by my chair, either to leave or to use bahroom. |
waited.

A short time later, she answered her phone andnrbega
lengthy conversation. She moved away from her iseperhaps
not to disrespect them, and then sat across from me

Two seconds after she hung up the phone, | saidy ‘féok
like you speak English.”

“Yes, | do,” she replied.

“I noticed that a lot of Brazilians speak Englififs making it
hard to learn Portuguese.”

We talked about Portuguese and English until sHedas
where | was from. Not only did she like speakindeimglish, but
she loved the United States, too. She had travbler@ several
times in the past three years because she hadceinrBoston.
She had also seen other parts of the country.
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| found out that her father was a renowned doctat she
lived in a mansion in the most expensive part a. Rihings
were going well and eventually we got to the tagfioightlife. |
told her a couple places I'd been going to and reh€e some
other recommendations. We'd only been talking témutes, but
she began glancing at her friends as if she wdmdebad for
leaving them alone. | decided to get the numberiaane.

“Maybe one night you can show me a cool bar. I'mdiof
going to the same places.”

“Sure,” she said.

I got her number.

Three days later, on a Saturday, | sent her anbesisage in
the early evening, asking what she was up to. Sliernbe the
name of a club and said she’d be there around ghtmith her
friends. | showed up late, about one-thirty, in lope that she'd
already had a couple drinks in her.

For the next hour we did the group thing with heree
friends where we’d all dance in between periodwalking. Then
| said, “Do you want to come to the bar with meyétd a drink?”

She said yes and it was there that | finally gostart the
touching process, beginning with the top of heshifye chatted
at the bar for a bit until her friends came andl ghey were
leaving. They had no problem ditching their friemith the new
gringo (in America this is where | would have bédwcked).

| suggested we go somewhere else. She recommendéta
bar, so off we went. | knew the venue change waoldtribute
to an “I've known you longer than | really have'&fing.

Things moved at a faster pace after the move. Warghhad
a couple more beers, my hands resting on her kir@eslly |
leaned over and we kissed.

Afterward, she blurted out, “I like you.” It was mmnon
Brazilian girl behavior that | was already usedlitwas also sure
she wouldn'’t sleep with me that night, but | wantedsee how
far | could take things, especially since it wonhdke the next
date much easier.

We hopped in a cab and got to her place. | saidn“Cuse
your bathroom? | can catch another cab afterwaiSise’ didn't
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object. After using the bathroom, | asked if | abtdke a quick
nap before leaving.

“I don't think that’'s a good idea,” she said.

“But you have sweet air conditioning,” | said. “Myartment
is like an oven.”

“Next time,” she said.

| backed down and toured her place for about fiveuies,
peeking into the fridge and grabbing a snack. Thesked,
“Alright, how about | take a one-hour nap until then comes
up? It's kind of dangerous to be on the streethtrigow,
anyway.” | stopped short of saying, “Pretty ple&se.

She relented. We got in her bed and | quickly distbto my
boxers since “I don't sleep in jeans,” but she seflito take off
any clothes despite some heavy kissing and gropioguldn’t
make any progress the next morning either.

A few days later | invited her to my place for démnnAfter
eating, we went straight to my room. In my bed, started
hooking up and | got her clothes off, but she hit with heavy
resistance at the panty-removal stage and refosieddge.

We took a short nap of no more than an hour. Sheewup
disorientated and suddenly horny, biting my nedk driving her
fingernails into my back. The panties came off euedbanged.

She was borderline anorexic so her musculature omafull
display during sex, something | can't say was a-tur. Her
stomach would cave in while riding me, showcasiegrib cage,
and her spinal cord jutted so far out that | coudéntify
individual vertebrae. It would take another monthbanging
until | was done with her gaunt body.

The next Brazilian girl | banged was far thickerthadouble-
D breasts.
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After nearly six months in Brazil, | headed to Angjea and
rented an apartment in the best part of Cordofiguied that my
improved Spanish and South American game would mike
easier to bang Argentine girls left and right.

I hit the ground running, approaching on the straed in
malls and clubs. Within a week | had six phone nerspbut
only one resulted in a date. | felt that a lot afisggave me
enough attention to see if I'd ask them out or bat,once | did,
they'd disappear. It got so frustrating that | ded to stop
approaching completely, focusing on improving myas&ph
instead.

My landlord was a 28-year-old Argentine woman whax h
recently lived in Brazil for several months (herefrdly and
warm vibe made her more Brazilian than Argentidddng with
her boyfriend, she made me feel welcome by shaiijpg on
where to go out at night. Not long after | movedshe invited
me to a dinner party across town. | went mainlystaialize,
since many of my days were lacking in human inti&vac

The dinner party started on a Friday night at 11(A@en-
tines eat dinner rather late). | arrived closemidnight and was
greeted by a large group of people eating homerpaa. My
landlady introduced me to her Brazilian lady friemtio was
smoking a cigarette on the balcony. Her dirty blmhir was
curly and wild, as if she had just come out ofjthegle. | started
speaking in Portuguese, saying | had just spenimgirths in
Brazil. She seemed impressed and hit me with aabarof
guestions: what | was doing there, how long | wigisg in
South America, where | was originally from, and @o. We
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eventually switched to English, which she was ftuen

| teased her about her dirty Converse shoes arse leoeater.
“l think you've spent too much time in Argentind,’said. She
dug it and we settled in on the balcony to havaradhat about
our travel experiences. Then she asked my sign.

“You mean my astrology sign?” | replied.

“Yeah.”

“You want to see if we’re compatible or not?”

“No, silly, I just want to know.”

“Gemini.”

My landlady knew | used to be a bartender so skedasie to
make mojitos for everyone. The Brazilian girl wahtae, too. |
rolled up my sleeves and got to work.

I thought hard about how strong to make her draikfirst |
was conservative and put in only a standard amofiatcohol,
but at the last moment, before | gave her the drinkaid to
myself “fuck it” and added another shot of rum. Shaped it
down like a good girl.

Out of the blue she asked, “Do you have a big ditkigure
other guys get instantly excited by the questiod mrake a fast
move, but | remained cool.

With a serious look | said, “Well let's just sayshouldn’t
have worn my tight jeans tonight.” She stared atcnogch. Then
| put my hand on her shoulder and said, “Look, weit a
respectable dinner party. You need to behave ylftirse

She couldn’t stop talking about sex, so | concludkd was
genuinely horny and not merely trying to test ma.dde hand |
wanted to keep her mind on sex by talking aboubdt, on the
other | wanted to remain a challenge. | balancediitby letting
her do most of the sex talk while | gave cocky oeses about
how she wouldn’t be able to handle me in bed.

We were sitting alone on the balcony, just a feet f@wvay
from twelve Argentines in the dining room. Theyrethat us as
our touching increased. Argentine girls play hardiet game so
I'm sure they were thinking about how “easy” theaBlian girl
was. We'd been talking for about an hour.

“Why don’'t we go in that dark corner over there andlo
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things,” | suggested.

“Why do you want to do that?”

“Well, all these people are kind of staring at ight now.”

“Oh, | don't care about them.” Then she startedbliily on
my ear and neck. It didn't take long after that #orkiss to
happen in front of everyone. | forgot that she Baazilian and
not Argentine, with little social filter to care aiit what others
thought.

The iron was getting hot so it was time to leavasked if she
wanted to go to a club and she said yes, butdirsthad to go to
her apartment to get some money. My plan was tdngether
place and stay there.

Once in a cab, we went at it. | put her hand oncogk and
she rubbed it up and down. The driver saw what geasg on
and took the long way back to pad the fare sincériesv we
were distracted.

When we finally got to her place, she ran to thiatmom and
stayed there for over five minutes. | realized thatd blocked
myself by making her drink too strong. | wishedtthacould
have turned back time and not thrown in that esttat.

She finally came out and said, “Get my number,nggtnum-
ber,” as if she wanted me to leave before she pukeliin't
want her number, so | tried to convince her to cooney place.
| figured that we could go to sleep and I'd try hd in the
morning, but she wasn't having it. | got her numbed left,
disappointed that | had lost out on what had seedrkeda sure
thing.

We set up a date soon after that, but she flakivahours
before. | pretty much wrote her off, becoming eveore bitter
about the extra shot debacle, but she seemed siirc@ranting
to reschedule for the following day. | told hentear high heels
and something sexy, not that “dirty shoes stufi@ slad worn at
the dinner party. She followed my instructions aathe dressed
in tight jeans, heels, and a revealing top. Withwigd hair she
looked like a Brazilian version of Shakira, withbaoty just as
big.

After the first round, we were unable to stop gngpieach
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other. It was only one more round until | askegh& wanted a
“tour” of my apartment. After another cab ride aick stroking,

we made it to my place. Half of her clothes werkehafore we

got into my bedroom. She talked dirty to me in Bguese as |
penetrated her.
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Final Thoughts

From reading these bangs, | hope it's clear thptagzhing,
flirting (in the form of teasing), and having aiaélle means for
venue changing to an apartment are the three musmbriant
things you can do to have sex with a variety of wanlf these
three skills were put into a Pareto graph, theyedtie 20% of
factors that will contribute to 80% of your bangs.

Of course I'm not suggesting that you don't needll-we
rounded game, as I'm sure you noticed that theree vgeme
techniques | only had to use a couple of times,tbuget the
most bang for your energy and time buck, it payagproach, it
pays to adopt an attitude that pushes a girl's@iton buttons,
and it pays to always look for a way to get hea iprivate room.
Then all that remains is demolishing the pussy.
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For more tips on banging women, visit my web site:

http://www.rooshv.com

To learn about other books I've written, visit:

http://www.bangguides.com
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