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FOUNDATIONS

—"Endless Dating." First post. Why human are unsuited to current sexual conditions. Why men are free to be players and women are free to slut it up.
—"The Fundamental Premise." Where it all starts: Eggs are expensive, sperm is cheap.

—"Double Standards." Reality, regrettably, has double standards.

—"Latest Baumeister Paper Support CH Concept of the Sexual Market." Observing the currents in the "sexual market."

—"This Is Your Life." The gradual downfall of the average American man.

—"Arnie." Just because you're not a loser doesn't mean you haven't lost.

—"Men With Options."
—"What Do Women Want? A Master." Lead her confidently toward your genitals.

—"The Ideal Lover Can Never Be the Great Boyfriend." Male duality.

—"The Sixteen Commandments of Poon." The essential post. Clarifying remarks
—"The Fundamentals." If you remember nothing else.

—"The Most Flattering Words You Can Hear From A Woman."

—"Love." The one thing that's not bullshit.

CHICKS: THEIR WAYS AND WORKINGS
—"Where Guys Falter." Gotta understand women.
—"Away from the Company of Women."

—"The Most Mysoginistic Blog Post on the Internet."
—"Why Do Conservatives Sanctify Women?" A brutal listing of female lows, as witnessed by CH.

—"Heady Pettiness." Key quote: God bless women. Just when you are about to resign yourself to the thought that they are made of nothing but sugar
and spice and everything nice, you are reminded of the arsenic laced within.

—"Better Than Again: The Female Secret Code Decoder Dictionary." Douche, asshole, jerk, bastard, pig, and other compliments commonly paid by
women.

—"Womanese-to-English Translator."

—"The Top Three Qualities That Make A Girl Good Girlfriend Material."
—"Quality Girl." A list of traits that make women worthless.

—"It's Easy to Identify a Slut." The warning signs.

—"What a Girl's Job Tells You." Sexual satisfaction and LTR potential, by profession.

—"Judging a Girl by the Friends She Keeps." Your chick’s friend group as a metric of her long-term potential.

—"The Difficulty of Gaming Women by Age Bracket." Tailoring your game to her age range. Key quote: Game required to bed 35-year-old women:
"Hi".

—"The Wall." The sad spectacle of female beauty lost.

—"Time to Boredom." Pre-wall women have a shelf life too.

—"Quality VS Quantity. Formula Version." Key quote: So, if you have ass-banged one 10 in your life, you have equivalent bragging rights to the guy
who has banged every 1 in the world.

—"Wrapped Around His Finger." Portrait of female devotion.

GAME

MINDSET

—"State of Mind." Do it with unwavering boldness.

—"The Natural’s Dilemma." What makes a natural; what breaks a natural.
—"Persistence: The Underrated Alpha Male Quality."

—"Inner Game." Girls should vye for your attention and affections.

—"Are Ugly Women Necessary As Stepping Stones?"

—"1 Only Play Games With Girls Who Deserve It."

—"It Builds Character To Reject Women."

—"How To Inure Yourself to Beautiful Women." Training yourself to put away the pedestal.
—"Your Training to Delight Women." The true player notices pointy elbows.
—"Screening Girls."

—"Don't Stop Thinking About The Next Girl." Two in the kitty.

SEDUCTION

—"Body Language."

—"Alpha Body Language."

—"Just Say Something." Weak game trumps no game.

—"Game is 50% Not Putting Foot In Mouth."

—"The Sexual Frame." Escalate verbally early.

—"Qualifying Her." Women want to feel like they've earned your interest.

—"What Do You Do If A Girl Calls Your Disqualification Bluff?" How to DQ a girl, and how to salvage a DQ gone wrong.
—"A-hole Game." A series. One, Two, Three

—"Being the Right Kind of Asshole." Not all assholery is equal.

—"Direct Game Essentials." Pointers on getting straight to the point.

—"Generalizing Your Way Into Her Panties."

—"“Are You Seeing Anyone?’" Hinting at your preselected status.

—"The Fine Art of Teasing." Toeing the line between playful and butthurt.

—"The Class Clown Puts Her in the Mood." Self-deprecating wit is not why Woody Allen gets laid.

—"A Devious Takeaway."
—"Storytelling AKA Fibbing." Anecdotes to make her tingle.

—"Contrast Is King."

—"Mixing Signals to Dazzle Women." Body language vs. verbal communication.
—"Trumped-Up Charges." More on shit tests.

—"When To Move In For the Kiss On A First Date." Five pointers.

—"‘Get lost’." Handling confrontational girls.

—"How to Handle Femmes Fatales." Dealing with ball crushers. One, Two, Three
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—"Should You Call Out A Girl’s Bad Behavior?"

—"Common Mistakes You Will Make While Learning Game."
—"Common Pickup Mistakes Men Make."
—"Overqualifying Yourself to Girls." Too much mastery is a problem, too.

—"Anti-Game." Casual chit chat will not get your laid.
—"Lying for Sex." There's a better way.
—"Paying for Dates." Neither slang cash nor act cheap.

—"Getting Rusty."
—"When You Know You're Doing It Right." Maintain the mystery.

SEX

—"Hotter Women, Better Sex." The sex tip to trump all sex tips.

—"Plausible Deniability." Signs a girl is down.

—"I'm Saving Myself for an Asshole." Neutralizing last minute resistance.

—"The Most Exciting Sex." The prerequisites.

—"The sexiest sex positions."

—"Sex Talk." The importance of telling her how you're gonna fuck that tight little pussy.
—"Play Rape." Why sexual violence gets chicks wet, plus DIY advice for roleplaying a rape.
—"Sex and Socks." On intimate wear.

—"Why You Should Leave After Sex." Pull your pants on and go.

RELATIONSHIPS

—"Going All In Or Cashing Out." Choosing between commitment and the chase; incl. a handy plot of chick’s hotness VS. how long you can bone her
without getting bored.

—"Hedonic Convergence." In a stable relationship, female beauty = male power.

—"Dread."

—"Keys to A Healthy Relationship."

—"Relationship Game Week." One, Two, Three, Four

—"Relationship Game: Tender Lovemaking Edition." An overview of ideas for strong LTRs.
—"Relationship Game: I Love You Too." On saying 'l love you' to chix.

—"Relationship Game Thoughts." Castoff thoughts on keeping your thoroughest girl in check.
—"A Failsafe Way To Get Hand." "The hydrogen bomb of hand maneuvers."

—"Keeping Your Woman in Line." Be willing to tell her to STFU.

—"Top Two Rules for Dating Younger Women." Don't be needy, don't be insecure.

—"High Energy Dates." Fueling a longer term relationship.

—"What To Do When A Girl Starts Crying for No Reason."

—"Leaving Her Better Than You Found Her? Not Likely." Debunking another common platitude.
—"Sweetness." Handling break ups.

MARRIAGE

—"Marriage VS LTRs." And where each leads.

—"Don't Get Married." Just don't do it.

—"The Lie of Locking Her In." Yet more reasons not to marry.

—"Long-Term Cohabitation Is Just As Good As Marriage."

—"Why Sluts Make Bad Wives." But if you’re gonna ignore the above, at least don’t pick a ho.
—"How to Propose Like An Alpha Male." If you must.

SEXBOTS
—"Sexbots." When all else fails.

—"Sexbots Update."

TIPS & TRICKS

—"Stray Thoughts on the Nature of the Game."

—"Motivation & Pregame CR." A brief list of advice Roissy once kept taped to his closet door.
—"Opportunity Is Everywhere." Plenty of fish out in the real world.

—"Curiosity, Women And Game." Game hack: Outward-oriented pursuits and interest in the world around you.

—"My Personal Pickup Openers."
—"A Short List of Street Openers." Step up your catcalling.

—"Flirty Quips to Female Small Talk." It’s never the wrong time to not be boring.

—"Drive-By Teases." Key quote: Never miss a chance to turn a serious question into a glib answer.

—"‘] Have a Boyfriend’ Responses."

—"Two Words Women Love To Hear." Deflecting thorny questions with intriguing ambiguity. Key quote:
GIRL: You're not going to try to stick it in my ass tonight, are you?

YOU: It’s complicated.

GIRL: *swoon*

—"Statements That Imply Your Higher Value." Say it without saying it.

—"Cheap And Easy Ways To Raise Your Value to A Girl."

—"Raising Your Value By Telling Women You Have Stalkers." Why hide the fact that you have stalkers?
—"The Subtle Art of the Insidious Neg." Useful neggers.

—"Brushing Off Common Shit Tests From Girls." Likely shit tests and stock responses.

—"The Feminism Shit Test." Empower your seduction.

—"How To Remain Unflustered Like An Alpha Male." Stock responses to cunty women.

—"Seducing Women Is A Children’s Game." Playground game.
—"Tard Game."

—"The Love Test: A Routine." A routine for guys who doubt routines work.

—"Lhave a police record. What do I tell girls?" Lol.

—"Stealing Bait from Women Fishing for Compliments."
—"Penis Pic Game." Key quote: Include the balls some way.
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"

Teasing Should Be Like Breathing."
—"What Is Anti-Game?" A compendium of pussy repellents.

—"She Insulted You. Now What?" Keeping her always under your thumb.

—"The Right Game for Your Body": Endomorph, Mesomorph, Ectomorph

—"Owning a Dog Is Training for Owning a Woman."

—"The Easiest Way to Bang a Hot Chick." When hotness goes on discount.

—"Betas can find love, too." Where to find easy pickins.

—"The Undercover Orbiter Strategy." Long game.

—"The Perfect Christmas Gifts for Your Girlfriend(s)." This season, tailor your gift-giving to fit your relationship.
—"The Two Exceptions to Game." The closest you can get to exiting the SMP with a chick in hand.

—"The Limits of Game."

—"Why Game Is Important For Fathers." Passing on the torch.
—"A Father’s Questions."

ILLUSTRATIONS
—"The Look of Confidence." A retro alpha.
—Visualizing Alpha / Beta - Both, Spot the Alpha, Beta, Double Alpha, Double Alpha, Alpha

—"Beta Valentine." Blue Valentine as opposite of tight game.
—"Dating in the City: A Series." One, Two, Three, Four
—"Chronicles of a 21st Century Bachelor." Key quote: "Do you like hitting my ass?" "It's acceptable."

GLOSSARY
—"What Does It Mean To Be Off The Market?" Five minutes of alpha.
—"Excerpt from the Book of Alpha". Jumbotron rule

—"Contraption." Purple saguaro.
—"Be a Skittles Man."

—"Chicks Dig Jerks: Game Is Its Own Status." Bring da movies.

BONUS MATERIAL

—"Don't be that girl." Game for women.

—"International Truth Day." A list of foundational beliefs.

—"Universal Truths Day." More truths.

—"Grabbing 2008 by the Zeroes." A list of foundational ideas and actions.

—"The Omegas Among Us."

—"The Most Obnoxious Woman in the World." Annotated interview with a feminist author. Key quote: How does [a feminist] avoid dying alone?
Cat cryogenics.

—"Game Resources." Further reading

A Devious Takeaway

May 4, 2010 by CH
Note: what I’'m about to write here is not meant for game newbies. Utilize at your own risk.

Takeaways are a very valuable psychological ploy contributing to a player’s seduction prowess. You can read a definition of takeaways here. In short,
a takeaway is the act of feigning disinterest in a woman for the purpose of increasing her attraction for you, and thus your likelihood of bedding her.
This fake disinterest can be as simple as a backturn, or an unannounced abrupt exit from a conversation. Takeaways are the Swiss Army knives of
seduction, as they can be used at almost any point during the pickup, with equal effectiveness. For instance, a takeaway can set the right tempo early
on by making a girl chase you for conversation instead of the other way around, or a takeaway can be employed during foreplay to get a girl to drop
her last minute resistance to sex.

Takeaways are a very powerful game tactic, for the reason that they are a high risk gamble. (Generally, and as with most things in life, the riskier the
game tactic, the higher the reward.) The risk comes in the fact that a girl may very well call your takeaway bluff.

PLAYER: You’re really cool and all. Maybe we should just be friends.

GIRL: Ok.

But when a takeaway works, and the girl bites, you will be amazed at how quickly the status dynamics of the courtship will change. Flipping the
script, properly executed, can make gaming a girl seem like outrunning a morbidly obese American woman. You can practically walk to the finish
line.

Here’s an especially devious takeaway that I’ve used many times to great effect. Use this on later dates just before the momentum is carrying you both
to sexual closure, and only use on girls who are engaging in stalling tactics. In other words, use on “good girls”. (There is a minor subclass of bad girls
who will also respond well to this takeaway, which I will explain below.) Basically, what you will be doing is stealing the woman’s prerogative to
delay coital finality in the interest of “wanting everything to feel right”.

UNWITTING GIRL: I’'m having a really good time.

DEVIOUS YOU: Me too. I’d like to have a drink with you back at my place, but...

UNWITTING GIRL: What?

DEVIOUS YOU: I dunno. I’'m trying to turn over a new leaf. I think it means a lot more when things aren’t rushed. Maybe wait a little. You’re the
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kind of girl I want to take it slow with. Call me crazy, but that’s how I see it now.

Now after this, most likely she will say “Aw that’s so nice” and agree with you. Then you will be left asking yourself, “Hey, I thought this was
supposed to work as advertised? She just called my bluff!” Settle down, Anakin. This takeaway works it’s magic on a delayed cycle. Continue the date
as usual, and invite her over to your place anyhow. You won’t need an excuse because you’ve already told her nothing will happen. What you’ll notice
instead is an increase in her compliance that you would not normally have gotten. Though you “confessed” only hours earlier, in so many words, that
you wanted to wait for sex, she will find herself inexplicably moving things faster in the direction of your hidden agenda. The phony virtue takeaway
has preemptively disarmed her anti-slut defense. She will rationalize that you are not forcing her to do anything because you’re “not that kind of guy”,
and your road to sex will suffer fewer impediments.

Why did I write above that this takeaway is not meant for newbs? Because you need to be banging other girls before attempting such a high risk
maneuver. If you are hard-up, your mind, body, and emotions will be incongruent with your spoken words. She will sense something is off about your
claimed phony virtue, and she will not only call your bluff, but also lose respect for your now-waning masculinity for trying an end-run around her
sexual reticence *and* your own sexual desire.

In addition, some newbs may mistakenly use this takeaway on girls who are already good to go. That’s called overkill. If she genuinely wants it, you
won’t need any more mental games. All you’ll need at that point is the balls to lead her where she wants to be.

As I mentioned above, the subclass of girls this takeaway would work on are the badgirl sluts who are practically dragging you to the bedroom. Be
careful of the overtly sexual girls; oftentimes their lewdness and blunt physical sexuality are a ruse designed to entrap less alpha men who lack control
over their horniness. If you bite too soon or too eagerly, she may lose her desire. If you do manage to bed a badgirl slut on the first date, she is more
likely than the typical girl — thanks to the male-like contours of her brain — to lose interest the next morning. For these gitls, the phony virtue
takeaway is perfect for (re)establishing that she is the one chasing you, and not the other way around. Plus, by stroking her egotistic need to not be
noticed for her sluttiness, it will make her feel more special than she really is. Phony virtue game, delivered as sincerely as your acting skills can
summon, can turn a one night stand with a slut into a three month fling.

A Fail-Safe Way To Get Hand

March 9, 2010 by CH

I’ve written before about the utmost importance of getting the upper hand with a woman, whether in a relationship or out of it. The partner with hand
is the partner who governs the direction of the relationship. Would you rather be the ruler or the ruled? And don’t bother clinging like a baby chimp to
comforting but nebulous concepts like “relationship exactness and complementarity” that are dear to the equalist nancyboy brigade. There is no such
thing as even hand in relationships. Sexual equilibrium is an unstable state that lures women to push the relationship into chaos. This helps explain
why 70-80% of divorces are initiated by the wives.

Let’s say you’ve gamed a girl who is conventionally out of your league straight into bed. Your game established your power over her and your sexual
prowess helped buttress her initial positive impression of you. But now, there you are, lying in bed in sweaty post-coital bliss, and you look over at a
ravishingly beautiful girl you know has nearly limitless options in the sexual market, and who might even be banging another man and is just using
you to tickle a tingle, and you wonder to yourself “What can I do RIGHT NOW to guarantee hand over this woman?”

Well, here’s a little something I learned in grade school.

After sex, most likely she will want to cuddle (DC lawyer chicks and MBA grads excluded). When she is rolling over to you for that expected warm
embrace, you gently stop her and move her arms back over to her side of the bed. Then you say:

“Could you sleep on your side of the bed tonight? I don’t have those feelings right now.”

Pause for effect. If her lip quivers, but she makes no sound, you struck gold.

Now, soften the blow.

“Don’t take it personally. I just met you and I usually don’t warm up to someone right away. It takes time. You understand.”
For further softening, you may want to yawn heavily, smile, and add: “Plus, I need space when I sleep.”

The above is guaranteed to give you the upper hand with your amour for at least six months, or your money back. You will now be free to fart loudly
in her company and eat hoagies while she blows you without repercussion.

WARNING!
This is the hydrogen bomb of hand maneuvers. Use sparingly, and only use on women who are above your league. If you drop this ego-blasting,

pussy-busting, heart-palpitating bomb on a girl who already cherishes you and looks up to you in wide-eyed awe, you risk having her burst into tears.
Have you ever tried to maintain an alpha frame with a girl who is wracked in heaving sobs? Lemme tell ya, it ain’t easy.

A Father’s Question

June 20,2011 by CH
First, thank you for the excellent blog.

The writing, content, and resulting purposeful applications are first rate. You attract much insightful, interesting, and humorous content,
too. Please keep up the good work.

On to my question: so, I am a dad and wondering, with Father’s Day 2011 just around the corner, your thoughts on how, when, and at
what rate should matters of game be introduced to your male offspring?

1 did read this:

http://heartiste.wordpress.com/2011/03/29/why-game-is-important-for-fathers/
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It made my heart ache.

My son and I frequently go about town alone. Dining together. Talking to the people around us. Looking them in the eye at all times.
Assessing strangers at other tables and trying to read them based upon what we observe. He and I scored girls in the mall a few weeks
back. He is only 10. I’m not going to rush him into things, but want to give him the tools and tactics to use when he is ready. 1 don’t
have a great playbook for rearing him, but I do want him to lead his life and not the other way around. Any feedback and thoughts would
be appreciated.

How, when, and at what rate to introduce game to your son? A few classic Chateau thoughts on the matter are here.

To my son: You will learn how to say Hi to girls before the age of 16 if it kills you. There will be no Star Trek or Lord of the Rings
posters in your room. You will instead have Helmut Newton photographs hanging on your walls and a copy of Mystery Method. I will
treat the family dog better than you if you major in anything that doesn’t ensure a salary high enough to keep you from grubbing off me.
Learn how to throw a punch. If you turn out gay, don’t ever bring your “boyfriend” around me. Certain things are best left in the realm
of the abstract.

Finally...

if I find out your mother was a two-timing whore and you are not my kid, you will never hear from me again. Kindly direct all your rage
her way.

I’'m glad to see you’re taking your son out and showing him the ropes. As a father, you have no more important duty than guiding your son on the path
of alphadom. What greater gift can a father give his son than the knowledge and example he needs to navigate the initially confusing world of women,
and to live as a free man in an increasingly corporatized, feminized, Orwellian world?

You want to introduce game concepts to your son now, as he’s hitting his teenage years. Your first forays into this dark knowledge should be couched
in terms a kid can relate to, i.e., lay off the sex talk and arid evo psych theories. Tell him that girls are different from boys and that this will matter as
he gets older and starts to like them.

113

In your specific case, it seems as if your son is maturing early, if he’s “scoring” girls at age 10. He probably knows the basics at this point? If that’s so,
then you can go to the next stage, where you analyze specific female behaviors and make them relevant to him. For instance, he might complain about

a girl who only likes him when he’s mean to her, and he doesn’t understand why. You can then segue into a discussion about why gitls like that sort of
attitude from boys, and how he can have that attitude but still grow up to be a good man.

Note: Do not ever fall back on the typical beta herb father response of “Well, son, women are a mystery. You’ll find that out soon enough.” That’s the
cheap and easy way out, and prepares him for nothing. Patiently explain WHY women are the way they are, that women aren’t really mysterious at all,
it just seems that way because they think differently than men. Remind him, too, that men seem mysterious to women, so the confusion goes both
ways. The whole “mystery” cop-out is just another form of female pedestalization.

As he’s becoming more aware of true female nature, there is a risk his young mind and heart will slip into cynicism and disgust for girls. Don’t let that
happen. Remind him that, though the world works this way, there is no reason to let it get him down. There are some rules to follow, but the game
itself is still a lot of fun, and nothing feels better than falling in love with a girl who loves you back. (Abstain from discussions of “love” until he’s
well into his teens. A 10 year old is likely to turn up his nose at that.)

As his mind matures (age 16 or so0), begin introducing him to the literature and science that scaffolds game concepts. You can start with this blog and
these resources. If he’s anything like a normal heterosexual man, his eyes will widen with wonder when he first reads this forbidden knowledge. This
is a critical juncture. If you have not laid the groundwork, a sudden infusion of game material can send him careening through a labyrinth of
haphazard self-discovery, his journey littered with dangerous risks and broken hearts. You must start his reality education NOW if you want him to
put the future knowledge to good use. An unanchored padawan is a light saber duel away from joining the Sith.

The rate he should learn this stuff will largely be up to him. Once the floodgates open, he’ll likely seek out further knowledge on his own, without
your guidance. The internet guarantees that the window for active parental guidance is smaller now than it has ever been. That’s why you must begin
your teachings before he gets to high school.

As aresponsible father the setbacks you most want your son to avoid are:

Oneitis.

LJBF.

Surprise dumpings.

Grinding celibacy.

Divorce.

Marriage to an ugly feminist.

Give him the knowledge and tools to circumvent those unhappy fates and the wisdom of your experience and you will be a hero to him for life.

A-hole Game: Day 1

January 12, 2009 by CH

This week I will discuss Asshole Game. There is no sugarcoating it; being an asshole works on women, all women, most of the time. Any man who
has lived a day in his life and isn’t self-deluded by equalist ideology or chick flic romanticism knows this is true, even those PUA “love gurus” who
unctuously sermonize that what women really want are “strong confident men” minus the asshole part. Save your holier-than-thou moralizing and
desperate attempts to discredit asshole game by falsely claiming it only appeals to low self esteem girls. We’re going to discuss what works, not what
should work.

I’ve written before about how effective asshole game is at attracting and keeping your women in line. If you’ve been in a rut, or you’re having troubles
with your girlfriend (almost always instigated by the girl), acting like an asshole is the quickest and most efficient way to set things straight. I was
talking about this with a couple friends recently and they agreed that no matter how often they see asshole game work, they still can’t accept the
reality of'it. I hear this said all the time from friends who have witnessed me using asshole game on a girl: “I can’t believe that works.” No surprise.
No man truly wants to believe that soul of a woman was created below.
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I’'m going to briefly describe a scenario from my own life when I was an asshole with a girl, and what effect it had on her. Use my lessons in your own
life and be amazed at the results it gets you. (No, seriously.) In the comments, feel free to offer your own asshole suggestions for how you would have
handled the situation I present.

I was six months into a relationship with a pretty au pair (standard MO: ten years younger). She lived outside the city. I was already telling her to “see
me on a Tuesday night, because this weekend is tough for me. And you need to research getting your green card.” I said this because secretly I was in
hunter mode and wanted the weekend nights to myself for preying on fresh meat. My friends thought I was crazy. “She’s the perfect girlfriend. Why
would you fuck that up?” “She’s going to know you’re out at the clubs hitting on girls. She’ll leave you.” That’s all I ever heard from them.

One of those weekend nights I was at a music club with friends, chatting with some goth chicks standing around us. Late in the night, my au pair
girlfriend showed up at the club, unexpectedly. She had had her host family drop her off in front of the club at 1 am. I never told her where I would be
at, let alone that I was even going out that night. She simply guessed and nailed it. I didn’t see her come in. My friends looked over my shoulder with
raised eyebrows as my GF sidled up behind me and put her arms around my waist.

*ASSHOLE ALERT*

I turned around and looked at her without smiling, the disappointment etched onto my face. I remember the thoughts going through my head: “Oh
man, [ won’t be able to hit on any girls now that she’s here.” I muttered “Hey” and with a hint of annoyance asked her how she got there. I told her to
get herself a drink. She never left my side for the rest of the night while I constantly glanced around the room. Her eyes blazed with a mixture of love
and worry.

We stayed together for another year. It went on like this for a while: Me keeping a distance to surreptitiously hit on new women, her chasing after me.
The sex never faltered. It was always hot and her pussy dripped like a faucet right up until the end.

There are genuine assholes who are loved, and there are spiteful assholes who get nowhere. The difference is crucial.

Uncaring asshole = success with women.

Caring asshole = failure with women.

When women say they don’t fall for assholes, they are thinking of the second kind. A caring asshole comes from a place of bitterness and spite. His
assholery is reactive rather than proactive. He is poor at calibrating which women will be responsive to his dick attitude. Caring assholes are crassly
insulting and transparently invested in the outcome of their game.

Uncaring assholes are assholes as a consequence of their indifference. It is the aloofness of the man she loves that drives women crazy with
obsession*, and that aloofness is manifest as asshole behavior. An uncaring asshole demonstrates clearly in his body language and tone of voice, not to
mention his dearth of words, that he could take her or leave her. In the scenario above, my asshole behavior mirrored my feelings perfectly — I really

did not want her there by my side that night.

*Why do women love assholes? Quickie answer: Sexy Sons hypothesis.

A-hole Game: Day 2

January 13, 2009 by CH

Asshole game with 25 year old foreign girlfriend

Her: I love Indian culture. The dancing, the colorful dresses, the religion...

Me: You love Bollywood? There’s no accounting for taste.

Her: [getting seriously agitated] Shut up! The Indian culture is beautiful.

Me: Hey, there’s an Indian guy who lives down the street. Go knock yourself out. You can get some of his culture long and hard.
Her: You’re an ignorant American. A child. What do you know.

Me: I know you’re being annoying.

Later — pussy dripping sex.

Asshole game with bartender chick

Me: [looking at her new hairstyle with a grimace] What did you do to your hair!?
Her: I got bangs! Jesus, fuck you.

Me: It doesn’t work for me.

Three months later — pussy dripping sex. And free drinks.

Asshole game with heavily tattooed chick in indie club

Me: Hi.

Her: [sighing] Just to let you know up front, I’'m not interested.

Me: So you’re not going to introduce me to your cute friend?

Later — no sex, but pride as a man.

Asshole game with girl trying to break up with me in Starbucks
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Her: I really think this isn’t going to work. I don’t want to do this anymore. Look at us.

Me: [slouching for maximum aloofness effect] I can read your face. You’re a bad liar. But if this is what you want then go ahead. I gotta admit you’re
not easy to be in a relationship with. You’re a fucking pain in the ass.

Her: What’s that supposed to mean?!?
Later — six more months of pussy dripping sex.

skesksk

Note: Never smile when running asshole game. It’ll look like you’re backpedaling.

A-hole Game: Day 3

January 14, 2009 by CH

Previously: Asshole Game: Day 1 and Asshole Game: Day 2

Uncaring asshole game will revitalize a flagging relationship and help keep the love strong.

One weeknight around 1 AM I got a frantic call from my girlfriend. She wailed that she had gotten into an accident and needed help. Looking over at
my clock and realizing it was six hours until I had to get up for work, I sighed heavily and asked her if the accident was serious. She cried. “Whaat?? 1
don’t know, yes it’s serious! I don’t know what to do!” 1 told her to calm down and explain what happened. Between her sobs I could piece together
the events. She had driven back from a job and was parallel parking on a street in her neighborhood close to her home, which was about a twenty
minute walk from my place. In the process of parking, she had hit the SUV in front of her. Her car, presumably, was sticking out into the street a bit.

A parallel parking “accident”? There was no way I was rousing myself from my comfortable slumber and traipsing out there in the middle of the night
to console her for a minor fender bump. How bad can a girl fuck up parallel parking? I thought for a second. My girlfriend was a skittish,
uncoordinated driver. Stereotypically female behind the wheel. Yeah, if anyone could turn a parallel park job into a five car pileup it would be her.
Then I thought about where she was parked. Her neighborhood was sketchy (i.e not enough SWPLs had moved in yet). If I were a girl, I wouldn’t
walk around there at 1 AM. I thought some more.

“Look, just leave your car there and go home. It’s late. Get some sleep. I have to work tomorrow. We’ll check out your car in the morning. Whatever
happened, it can’t be that bad, so stop freaking out about it. You just bumped a fender.”

“I can’t just leave it!” She was really crying now. “You have to come! Please, take a look. It’s bad. I don 't like standing out here. It’s dark and there
are weirdos walking around. Just help me!”

Fucking Christ. “Don’t make a big fucking production out of this! You bumped your car, it’s not a huge deal to get worked up over. Calm down and
just walk home. I’ll be there in the morning.”

“Please come, pleeeeeease!!!”

Annoyed that my sleep was interrupted, and irritated with my girlfriend for spazzing out over nothing, I drove to the scene of the tardishness. She was
pacing next to her car, arms crossed, tears running down her face. I examined the car. Holy shit. There was a giant gouge in the right front panel where
she had turned the car too early as she was backing up into the empty parking spot. I couldn’t believe someone could cause that much damage from
parallel parking, not even a hysterical girl.

“What the hell did you do?!”

She explained that once her car bumped into the SUV up front, instead of doing the logical thing and pulling out to try again, she had freaked out and
kept her foot on the gas pedal, trying to force her tiny Toyota into the spot. Result: A deep resale value-killing indentation from her car grinding into
the bumper of the SUV. I get exasperated with stupidity, so I gave her the cold, hard stare of contempt.

“Give me the keys.”
I pulled her car forward and parked it in the empty spot without incident.

“I wanted you to come help. I was scared out here.’

I pointed at her house across the street. “You could’ve pulled your car out and parked like a normal human being, and then gone home instead of
dragging me out here for nothing. Don’t play these little drama acts with me.”

She looked down at the ground. The streetlight reflected off her tear streaked face. “What will we do about the car now?”
“I don’t know. We’ll talk about it tomorrow.” I didn’t offer her to come back to my place. “Try not to think about it and go to sleep.”

The next evening she was at my place, apologetic but also hurt that I didn’t rush to her side like a white knight. I barely paid her feelings any heed.
Her pain simply didn’t register. That night, we watched porn and I did her in the ass for the first time. She welcomed my meaty intrusion.

When I told a good friend what had happened, the words he used to describe me were “Grade A schmuck. Complete asshole.” Then he wondered why
she was still with me and said I didn’t deserve her.

She and I stayed together for another year. The sex was always available and her pussy moist. She never had a “headache”. She accepted my facials
with clocklike regularity. In hindsight, she fit the description of a Neurotic Waif perfectly, with elements of the Eternal Ingenue.

The best Asshole Game is when the assholery comes naturally and effortlessly. What I did was not good by most people’s definition of the good, but
there’s no denying it worked. After that incident, she was in love with me more than ever.

A Short List Of Street Openers
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In this post about indirect vs direct street game, a discussion among the commentariat ensued which included many useful opening gambits for
approaching girls on the street, in the day time. Here are the best ones. Some of these are direct (aka bold), some indirect (aka situational), some
“indirect-direct” (aka flirting).

“Excuse me, I have to get to a meeting that’s going to change my life, but I think you’re gonna change it, too. Let me have your number, I’ call you
later and we’ll see if I’m right.”

ko

I have a friend who brings his dog to the bar. Inevitably, girls come up, start playing with the dog, and say, “He’s so cute!”
What does he say?

“I don’t think he likes you.”

skkok

“It’s not really polite to stare at people like that.”

ek sk

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to hit on you. Damnit, this is the last thing I needed today.”

skeoksk

“Excuse me, may I tell you something?”

Don’t wait for answer. “You were walking by just there with a reeeeeally serious expression on your face.”

skesksk

“YOU. Who ARE you?” (breaking rapport (accusing) tone, as if she’s not supposed to be there doing whatever she’s doing)

“Oh, uhh, I'm Sally?”

“Well Sally, I saw you from across the room and had to come say hello. I think we’re going to have to have a million babies together.”
“omg lol umm no thanks lol”

“Alright, then we’ll start with coffee instead.”

skeoksk

“Hey, how do I get to Place?”

“oh, umm I think it’s 2 blocks that way and then turn—"

“lol I don’t actually need directions. I just thought you were cute and wanted to come flirt with you. Who are you?”
“omg lol ummm Sally omg”

“I haven’t seen you around here before Sally, you must be (cold read, teasing, etc.)”

ok

“Hey, how do I get to Place?”

“oh, umm I think it’s 2 blocks that way and then turn—"

“It sounds like you’re just making that up.” (accusation/teasing)

“lol no I just—"

“If you don’t know, you can just say so. Why are you messing with poor lost strangers who just need help? You MONSTER.” (teasing, accusing,
cold-reading)

“omg!! lol no I’m not I was—"

“No, it’s too late, I hate you now. But I’m willing to let you make it up to me over drinks sometime. You free this weekend?”” (push/pull, pushing for
the close)

“well I have a boyfriend!”

“That’s okay. We’ll invite him too. Then you can give him made up directions so he gets lost and we can keep flirting.” (pushing for the close)
“omg well we’re getting married...”

“Not after we have drinks you won’t be.” (pushing for the close)

etc.

ok sk

YOU: “How tough are the cops in this city on jaywalkers? I’ve got a long jaywalking rap sheet. Can’t afford another bust.”
HER: laughs, smirks, whatever.
YOU: “When I was in [foreign country], no one jaywalked, even when the coast was clear.”

skkok
As long as you’re consistently moving forward towards a direct place I think [indirect] is fine.

On a side note, If I stop a girl.. i will say something like “Excuse me...” just to measure her initial level of receptiveness. If she is smiling and seems
open, direct works well since she is in a good mood.

If she looks at me in a more formal manner, or like she does not really want to talk, I would go indirect.
sk
“I know this is going to sound totally random and crazy, and you probably get this from guys all the time, but... [huge pause]...what time is it?”
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Postscript

I hate writing these types of posts because they invariably summon the dummy pantywaist hordes of “dur dur say this magic line and HB10000000s
will fall in your lap” anti-gamers who never met a nuance they didn’t reconstruct into an elaborate strawman. So to head off a steamroller of stupidity,
I’ll clarify a few things for them.

1. None of these lines will magically cause a woman to have sex with you. Game doesn’t work that way, despite the haters’ and femcunts’ best efforts
to caricature it as such. Game is a process. It’s a fluid strategy that employs many tactics to reach the goals of sex, love or sexlovesugarmarriage.

2. Lines like these are effective because they are better than the usual boring drivel and clumsy chit chat that most men resort to when meeting women
they find attractive. A girl who hears these lines as opposed to, say, “Do you live around here?”, will be more intrigued than she otherwise would be.
And a woman’s intrigue is a necessary precondition to her wanting sex with you.

3. A quasi-canned, ready-to-spit opener, or opener routine, encourages men to talk to women. 99% of potential approaches never materialize because
the guy thinks to himself “Damn, I have nothing to say”. Sound familiar? Having a few interesting openers in your head removes that excuse from
your self-defeatism repertoire. Now you have something to say. And you’ll feel that weight of hopelessness miraculously lift off your shoulders.

Alpha Body Language

June 5, 2009 by CH

In my view, and in the view of much of the seduction community, the single biggest factor of early game success is body language. Women react
viscerally to a man’s strong body language before he has said one word. The way he walks toward her, the way he smiles, the way he stands. It strikes
me that the reason this is so is because it is harder to fake the subtle indicators of alphaness with your body than it is with your words. Women have
evolved to be perceptive of a man’s emotional state and body language is the physical manifestation of inner game, so that’s what women key in on
first.

I have written some posts on how to spot beta body language and how to mimic alpha body language. One of the most important points I have made is
that it is imperative you avoid jerky, reactive movements. Well, the science is rolling in and, unsurprisingly to anyone who has lived a day in his life
and finds corroborating evidence in what I write, the conclusions are vindicating my worldview.

Wimps have rapid reaction times

OREGON, U.S.: Unfit or weak people react sooner to sounds of approaching danger than strong, healthy people — which may be an
evolutionary adaptation to allow them a larger margin of safety, says a new study.

Test subjects listened to a sophisticated sound system that mimicked an approaching object, explained John Neuhoff, an evolutionary
psychologist at the College of Wooster in Ohio, U.S., and co-leader of the study.

The “virtual object’ sounded like a motorcycle passing on a highway, approaching the subject at 15 m/s and then whizzing past them. The
subjects were asked to hit a key when they thought the sound was right in front of them.

Fitness was measured by two variables: heart rate after a bout of moderate cardiovascular exercise and muscular power, measured by the
strength of their hand grips. [...]

“It’s beneficial [for the weaker] to react sooner rather than later,” said Neuhoff. “The cost of responding too early is far less than the
potentially fatal cost of responding too late.”

Corollary: It’s beneficial for the stronger to take their sweet time reacting to events. Not because it will lessen his chances of getting killed (mauled or
bludgeoned in the ancestral environment), but because women are wired to associate a calm demeanor and stoic repose with an alpha male she wants
to fuck.

Women typically responded sooner than men, who on average are physically stronger.
This is evidence that beta males behave more like women than men. No wonder they get LJBFed.
Here is another study proving the efficacy of my body language advice.
Women become less choosy when they, rather than men, move from table to table. [...]
A study in Psychological Science points out that chivalric behaviour created by the speed-dating experience may be skewing the data.

Normally in speed dating, men walk around a room and visit a succession of seated women for mini dates just a few minutes long. Later,
the participants note down whom they would like to meet again. If there is a match, the organizers help the people to get in touch.
Psychologists have found that although men choose, on average, half of the women present, women choose to see only a third of the men
again.

This isn’t really a surprise. Among animals, females are usually the picky ones, because they make the larger reproductive investment.
However, the new research, by Eli Finkel and Paul Eastwick, social psychologists at Northwestern University in Evanston, Illinois,
demonstrates that tinkering with the speed-dating format alters human behaviour, dramatically changing the outcome. [...]

The researchers established 15 speed-dating events for 350 young adults. During eight events, men rotated around the seated women, and
during seven events, women moved between seated men. When men rotated, men said yes 50% of the time and women said yes 43% of
the time. However, when women rotated, the trend for higher female selectivity vanished, with men saying yes 43% of the time while
women said yes 45% of the time.

I have long contended that one of the reasons speed dating sucks (besides the surfeit of cougars) has to do with the retarded system organizers use
requiring men to be the ones to switch tables while the women remain seated. This dynamic creates the impression that the men are slabs of meat in a
butcher’s display case that women casually browse for the choicest cuts. It exacerbates an already lopsided intrinsic mating market mechanism.
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The researchers think the reason for this phenomenon is related to embodiment — the idea that physical actions can alter perception.
Pulling something closer makes the object being pulled more appealing, whereas pushing something away makes the object less desirable.

Finkel and Eastwick argue that approaching someone makes the mind want what it is approaching, because people are in the habit of
moving towards objects that they want and moving away from objects that they don’t want.

Alpha body language, gentlemen. Learn it. It works and it’s a lot easier to integrate into who you are than is memorizing a long-winded routine. The
above study proves that the ideal alpha position is back against the bar, looking outward and surveying your kingdom as girls approach from all
directions. The study also reinforces the widely held PUA belief that indirect approaches are more optimal than direct approaches. Perhaps this is why

the over-the-shoulder, “just passing through” approach coupled with a time constraint works so well. You are mimicking in vibe and energy, as best
you can while in motion, the man sitting down at a speed dating event while rotating women walk up to his table to earn the pleasure of his company.

Body language tips

When a woman tries to get your attention, take a second longer to swivel your head to reply. The goal is to introduce a palpable, but not off-putting,
tension to the interaction. In other words, make her sweat.

Keep your head cocked upward slightly. This will accentuate the heaviness of your brow ridge and the heft of your chin and jaw, both indicators of
alpha testosterone levels. It also imparts you with a haughtiness that women find irresistible.

Scratch your balls in public once in a while.

If you say something stupid, goofy or impolite (hey, it happens) don’t backpedal or get flustered. Act as if nothing is wrong. Embarrassment is for the
little people.

Be scandalous.
Rudely glance around the room every so often when a girl is talking to you.
Be inattentive. Betas focus like a laser beam when engaging a girl because she is the reason for his existence. Alphas exist for themselves.

Maxim #17: Be narcissistic. There is no greater divergence than that between a woman’s stated disapproval of male narcissism and the
rapidity with which she jumps into bed with a male narcissist.

Keep a toothpick in your mouth if you don’t smoke.

Be judgmental. Say “Hm” and “I see” a lot when a woman talks to you, arching your eyebrows and frowning skeptically.

If a girl says something genuinely funny (rare, like a lunar eclipse), don’t boisterously laugh in appreciation. Snicker instead.
Be territorial. Spread those arms and legs out.

Learn to love the pregnant pause. When a girl shit tests you, don’t respond like a wind-up beta. Give her a blank, serial killer stare and wait...

If you don’t have a witty answer ready for deployment, silence beats stilted conversation.
Lead with your crotch.

Don’t ever fall for the “tap on the shoulder” or the “something on your tie” gags.

Be imperious. The world is your harem.

Finally... use the power of your back. Turning your back on people who have displeased you is a great way to get them to qualify themselves. Girls
will reopen. Guys will vamoose.

Alpha Male Vs Beta Male

August 11,2010 by CH
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There have been photos of alpha males and beta males here at the Chateau before, but never has there been a photo of the two species of man so
starkly contrasted in the same photo. And an aesthetically pleasing photo, at that.

How do we know that alpha male and beta male aren’t socially constructed concepts? Because every single one of my readers, except for the
disingenuous liars, intuitively knew exactly which man was which without having it spelled out. You looked at this photo and you knew which man
was in control of his relationship and his girlfriend’s fidelity, and which man was on the precipice of a breakup wondering why the sex has stopped.

The photographer won $80,000 for this first place photo, and for good reason. It says so much.

But the important things it says are probably not what the judges or the arts community thinks it says. For that, we must delve deeper, to the hulking
monstrous id clawing at the cellar door. Like the dream levels in Inception, the ultimate truth is locked in a vault at the center of the subconscious.

Examine the men’s body language. The beta leans into his girl; the alpha stands athwart PDA, yelling Stop. The beta rests his plush noggin on his
girlfriend’s shoulder; the alpha holds his head high. The beta’s torso is diminutively curled inward; the alpha’s chest is thrust outward. The beta’s
shoulders slump; the alpha’s shoulders square up. The beta’s spine is bent; the alpha’s spine is straight. The beta’s legs are closed; the alpha’s legs are
splayed. The beta’s hands are groping his girlfriend for reassurance; the alpha’s hands are clasped away from his girlfriend. The beta is Mr.
Sleepyhead; the alpha is calmly alert.

Now examine the body language of the girls. The alpha’s girlfriend leans into him. Her eyes are either closed or heavily lidded with contentment. Her
left breast presses into his back and her left arm wraps around him. Her chin rests lovingly on his shoulder. She is ensconced in the cocoon of his
masculinity, a mere branch dangling languidly from his oaken composure. She wants to merge with him.

In contrast, the beta’s girlfriend leans away from him, her head turned toward more interesting subjects, like the view out the windows. Her breasts
point away from him, in directions unknown but undoubtedly exciting. Her entire body is shifted away from his cuddly meanderings. She grips the
coffee cup like a lifeline. Her face betrays a hint of annoyance, or perhaps wistfulness. Wistful for what? A longing for renewed passion? She is
playing the role of the oak tree, and she resents it. She wants to chop off his branch and merge with the outside world.

The two couples are mirror images of each other.

Alpha body language — aka high status nonverbal signaling — is absolutely critical to any successful seduction, from pickup to relationship
management. Women mentally register the gears and pulleys of our body mechanics before they hear our words, and a misstep there means our words
will fall on deaf ears. The good news is that alpha body language can be learned and applied to increase your success rate with women.

While the alpha male in the above photo is more conventionally masculine looking than the beta male, if the beta was sitting like the alpha, mimicking
his demeanor, he would suddenly look more masculine to the viewer. And his girlfriend would look less like she was thinking about fucking the guy
she met in the coffee shop that morning.

(photo link courtesy of Rufus)

Anti-Game

March 2, 2009 by CH

Damian and I were at a multi-floored historic building converted into a lounge (a not uncommon idiosyncrasy of the city) that features the hottest
female waitstaff and bartenders in the city.

Damian bumped my elbow and motioned me to look toward two attractive blondes — a 7.5 and an 8.5 — who were standing near us. Two men had
just walked up and engaged them in conversation. Both men were, as far as I can tell these things, decent-looking, over 6 feet tall, and in shape. One
was older— late 30s, early 40s — and sharply dressed with a dash of gray around the temples. His buddy was late 20s, early 30s, and dressed more
casually. The younger guy had a frat boy-ish vibe, while the older guy struck a more sophisticated pose.

Since all four of them were within earshot, I focused my listening attention on the group, occasionally glancing over, so I could enjoy the spectacle of
these guys running whatever game they had on the two blondes. When I see a choice setup like this, I take it as an opportunity to observe and learn or,
in the case of men with no game, to amuse myself and gawk at the carnage, while positioning for a flanking maneuver.

Approach

The men went straight in, telegraphing their interest from the word “go”. Opened with “Hey, how you guys doing?” Points for boldness, demerits for
shitty opener. Even in socially overheated crowded venues, the best approach is noncommittal — from an angle, over the shoulder. Also, it doesn’t
hurt to be a little more creative than “How you doin’?”.

Girls’ Reaction

The poor approach didn’t hurt these guys. The girls welcomed them with big smiles and enthusiastic hellos, probably because the men were
reasonably good-looking compared to the average man in the place. The older man looked like he was of means.

Body Language

The men registered the girls’ positive reaction and took the beta bait, amping up their energy levels and enthusiasm. This was my first hint that a
pickup attempt disaster was looming. The younger guy began grinning ear to ear like an idiot, and bobbing his head up and down each time the girls
talked. The older guy maintained a more aloof body language, keeping his back straight and avoiding any “pecking” or leaning into the girls. He
didn’t wildly smile like his fratboy buddy. I could see he had more self-control and experience than his younger friend. His economy of words and
body movement made him seem the more confident of the two men. If I noticed that, then surely the girls noticed it as well.

Conversation
The men ran what I call Chit Chat Game. This is the kind of conversation you make with someone when you are bereft of anything interesting to say.

“What do you think of this place?” “You guys live in the city?” “Hey, the martinis here are really good.” “You guys like to dance?” “Whoa, you’re
from North Carolina?” “How about those Tar Heels!” The fratboy latched onto this subject because it was in his comfort zone. “Yeah, you’re a Tar
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Yes, the guys were actually talking college sports. I could *feel* the initial attraction drain out of the girls, like a nail in a tire slowly letting out air.
Their smiles had turned plastic, and they began gripping their drinks tighter and holding them up higher on their chests. The hotter one made a series
of quick sidelong surveys around the room.

The older man wasn’t talking as much, but when he did he had a steadier, calmer cadence than his sports fan friend. Unfortunately for him, he didn’t
lead and take control of the conversation when it started sputtering into lame sports talk territory. What he did contribute was of the “business
interview” variety. More mature than gushing over the Tar Heels to be sure, but still death for pickup.

Escape

Surprisingly, Fric and Frac managed to stay in set for fifteen minutes. I chalked it up to the niceness of the girls — they were very forgiving of horrid
game that would have sent the typical urban lawyer chick into massive shit test, ball crushing mode, after suckering the tools for free drinks of course.
These two girls must have been from out of town — way out of town.

The 7.5 delivered the cockblock signal to her friend — a thin-lipped entreaty and an almost imperceptible eyebrow raise — but that was all it took for
her to get the message.

“Well, we’re going to go upstairs now. See you!” As they turned and slithered away from the men, Fratboy looked over his shoulder at them and in a
sickeningly pleading voice moaned “Aww, you guys are going upstairs?? All right, maybe we’ll see you up there!” The girls didn’t bother looking
back.

Denouement

Damian found all this the height of hilarity, but also was overcome with an urge to pummel the beta out of these guys. He believes bad game is more
nauseating than eating a spoiled enchilada. It really is like rubbernecking at a particularly gruesome car accident. I enjoy bad game in others because it
means less competition for me. This is why I support gay rights. I want as many men as possible to feel comfortable embracing the butt pirate lifestyle
and thus removing themselves from hetero circulation.

Fratboy and Boring Gent talked amongst themselves, obviously planning a way to reconnect with the girls. Someone needed to be charitable and
interject to explain the futility of their situation, but no man’s ego is strong enough to handle that sort of constructive criticism, especially not in the
chaos of the field. Instead, we watched them climb up the stairs to meet their by now long gone girls.

We didn’t have the heart to tell them that the only thing upstairs were the bathrooms.
Rebirth

Later, I bumped into the hotter girl on the first level of the club. I smiled at her.

“So, how did those guys do?”

She laughed.

sk sk sk ke sk sk sk skok

A lot of losers in love insist that “being yourself” is morally superior to “manipulating and seducing” a girl with game. They have an instinctual
aversion to anything that doesn’t conform to the beta script of “boy meets girl and sometimes magic happens in a most satisfyingly natural and
unforced way, as God intended”. They believe any conscious effort to make oneself more attractive to the opposite sex is inherently dishonest.

They are wrong. Honesty is recognizing that women have different desires and appealing to that. Dishonesty with yourself is ignoring this
fundamental fact of the sexes, and selfishly expecting women to be attracted to your principled obstinacy.

What game-hating beta losers don’t comprehend is that the opposite of Game — casual chit chat — can increase a man’s failure rate with women who
would otherwise prefer that he not disappoint them so. “Being yourself” isn’t an ethically or strategically neutral stance; it is an unnecessarily negative
obstacle to connecting with women in the way they want you to connect with them. Despite what women claim, they would really rather you run some
game on them so they can feel those good feelings that are aroused by skilled practitioners of the art of indulging the female psyche. They just don’t
want you to tell them you’re running game.

The two girls were happy to be approached by the two men on account of their style and looks. But Anti-Game quickly eroded whatever attraction was
there initially. These guys were being themselves, and it cost them dearly. They were “honest” according to the beta playbook, and they were punished
for their honesty.

Anti-Game is the equivalent of being an ill-prepared Boy Scout. Anti-Game is to men what going out wearing baggy pants and flannel shirt, no

makeup, and greasy, unkempt hair is to women. Sure, you may be good-looking enough to pull some ass despite your lack of game or your figure-
concealing unflattering clothes, but you’ll be needlessly limiting your options.

Are Ugly Women Necessary As Stepping Stones?

December 16, 2011 by CH
Alert: Intrapickup squabble!
Is it true that an aspiring womanizer — or even a typical man in a billowy button-down who wants to improve his love life — must pay his dues with

ugly women before he can achieve the goal of banging hotter women? The question hints at a significant fault line in current pickup thinking,
precisely because it throws into stark relief the ego-shattering human impulse to judge men based on the quality of women they pull.

I’ll paraphrase a reader’s objections, who asked not to be directly quoted:

Roosh’s idea that you have to bang a lot of unattractive women to get hotter women is not persuasive. What helps is getting laid regularly, which
doesn’t necessarily require cutting your teeth on ugly chicks. You only need one woman to get laid regularly, so such a strategy obviates the need to
fill up your notch post with lots of uglies and plain janes. Ideally, your “regular lay” should be in the 6 to 8 range, but if you re a newbie you may
have to start with 4s and 5s. Picking up large numbers of less attractive women may give you experience with logistics and help with honing your
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routines, but that is the relatively easy part of game. Getting laid regularly, even if'it’s with one woman, is all a man needs to step up to the next
higher beauty class.

My opinion on this matter falls somewhere between Roosh’s and the anonymous reader’s takes. Roosh is entirely correct to note that men who use the
“I have standards” excuse are, more often than not, men who aren’t living up to their professed high standards. It’s similar in spirit to the internet nerd
sour grapes syndrome, in which hot chicks that are unavailable to them are deemed unworthy of their loving nerd attention because of some
ridiculously trivial flaw, like pointy elbows.

Roosh is also onto something when he advocates for having flexible standards. If 8s and above are all you will deign to approach, then there are going
to be times and places when and where you will endure some long, tough dry spells, and this is especially true if you are an average guy with average
game and above average horniness. Unless you have rock solid inner game and unshakeable confidence that enables you to weather extended down
times without losing your pickup magic or your aura of charismatic fuckability, those dry spells will hurt your interactions with women. Like dogs can
smell fear, women can smell celibacy.

The reader suggests that the ideal route for men to take to avoid sexless purgatory while keeping the ladder-climbing option open is to gun for the
decent-looking regular lay. This allows a man to avoid the dispiritment that accompanies fucking too many uglies while also sparing him the stink of
celibacy that erodes confidence and spooks hot chicks.

And that’s where I part company with Roosh and favor the life strategy of the anonymous reader. Fucking uglies, in even small quantities and in
temporary bouts, risks flirting with depression and slumping into a long-term rut. I don’t come by this view speculatively. I have some real world trials
by trolls from which to evangelize. I’ll give you an example I’'m thinking of from years ago:

I had spent a few weeks fucking a 5. It was only four bang sessions, but that was enough to alter my self-perception and mood. I had gone through a
bad breakup and she (the 5) presented herself, fortuitously, almost immediately after the final severance from my ex. She was friendly and sweet, and
open to meeting someone. I gamed her but hardly needed more than my first wave artillery; she melted quickly. She had a good body, so despite her
plain face the sex was good. But I couldn’t help notice it was not as good as sex with hotter women.

Just at the point I was getting the full measure of my single man’s confidence back, the 5 conveniently left town, rescuing me from the awkwardness
of a messy dumping I knew had to be done. However, upon leaving, the sexless rut began to reappear. Two weeks went by with no acceptable nibbles
on my penile line. A buddy who was a wingman at the time suggested I meet up with a girl he had failed with himself as a sort of friendship offering
in difficult times.

“You’ll really like this girl. She’s totally your type. A solid 8. Very hot, blonde.”

“Oh yeah? If she’s so hot, why aren’t you working on her?”

“I did. I got nowhere, but it’s OK, I prefer brunettes. We hang out together. She makes me look good when we go out.”
“So you want me to meet her? Hmm.”

“Yes, you’ll thank me.”

We met, all four of us — me, the “hot blonde 8", my friend, and his current girlfriend — late at night under cover of a dark lounge. I didn’t know
where my friend’s head was, but she was no 8. Yes, she had blonde hair, but that was about where the confirmation of my friend’s powers of
observation ended. From what I could glean through the dim club light and my alcoholic haze, she was no better than a 6, and maybe even a 5.

Nevertheless, | was horny, and feeling down. I could use the pickmeup pickherup. We trundled outside, into a cab, and I took her back to my pad.
Inside my place, lights at full blast, I was sorely disappointed to realize my friend’s “solid 8” was a weak 4. I had never fucked a 4 before, and never
would again.

Too late to reverse course, and bored into conspiracy, I lamely escorted her into my bed, and quickly swung her into the doggy-style position where
exposure to her face would be limited. Her body wasn’t half-bad, but not good enough to compensate; my dick went limp inside her vagina. I imagine
that has to be a girl’s worst nightmare; up front rejection in the form of a backturn or a wandering eye is bad enough, but getting rejected in the most
softeningly obvious way possible when you are literally giving it everything you’ve got, your womanhood deeply committed... well, that’s gotta sting.

I couldn’t be bothered to make excuses. She dressed and left in silence. My blue mood hardened. I cursed my friend’s taste in women. I took a shower
to wash off the dirt that had alighted upon my soul.

Two women, one borderline ugly and the other plain as unsyruped pancakes, in a row and I was done with the idea of it. Their company, however
genial and accommodating, did nothing to lift my spirits or gird my confidence. Just the opposite, in fact: I fell deeper into self-flagellation.

One week after the limp-out incident, I hit up a local lounge and met an 8.5 whom I would spend the next five months fucking in gloriously hedonistic
abandon. [ have yet to share my bed since then with a woman lower than a 6.5. I learned my lesson.

I’'m as horny a guy as you’ll find, but I have to admit not so horny that I’ll start rummaging through the 3 and 4 kitchen trash if there’s no four star
restaurant available. Maybe that’s a problem of getting laid too regularly — you lose that wall-climbing horniness that would compel you to stick it in
the most convenient wet hole. Ugly girls as stepping stones to hotter women sounds good in theory, but in reality sex with them too often — and too
often can happen a lot faster than most men realize — is not only a time and energy suck, but a depressive drug that corrodes self-confidence.

Perhaps this feeling — this sex dynamic — varies by race, age and baseline dignity. If so, more power to the guys who don’t mind dumping fucks in
seacows and butterfaces. I can’t bring myself to do it, even if it’s all the local talent has to offer. My minimum threshold in women’s looks is 6, under
which it becomes almost physiologically impossible for me to complete the bang.

My inner game is strong enough now that I can afford to risk a month or two downtime without getting too rusty or too doubtful of my skills. I would
only use an ugly girl who fell below my minimum looks threshold as a stepping stone in the most dire of circumstances, such as if my dry spell
extends beyond two months, or I’ve taken to, ahem, “mood enhancers” that give me 24 hour wood.

So you might say that the reader’s strategy is the way to go if you are a high risk for lengthy dry spells, and your game and self-possession aren’t
strong enough to carry you through a slump slumming it with ugly chicks. Alternatively, Roosh’s strategy — to skip the “regular lay” girlfriends and
just focus on getting laid even if the talent available is not up to snuff — is better if you can’t tolerate any kind of dry spell, if your dick is
indiscriminate, and if your game is good enough that regular pickup with little downtime is within the realm of possibility.
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TL;DR Don’t make a habit of banging ugly chicks. It can be as bad for your self-confidence as involuntary celibacy.

“Are You Seeing Anyone?”

April 6,2011 by CH

A reader emails:
Really loved the “it’s complicated” post, and have found lots of versatile use for it in my life. Thinking about it though, I think it’s most
effective with women new to you as opposed to women you have history with. I also don’t think it should be used as a text response.
Some of my ex’s will hit me up out of the blue via text, usually playful messages, but sometimes with the direct inquiry “are you seeing
anyone?” that only a woman (or clueless beta orbiter) would ask. While “it’s complicated” would now be my default response to a new
girl at a bar if she asked the same, I think it sounds too defensive and pandering to an ex, as though you’re trying to hide something from
someone who already knows you very well. [Ed: Agreed.] I also think it doesn’t have the same effectiveness if used as a text reply to
anyone.

I went with this exchange recently:

aspirational ex-girlfriend: Are you seeing anyone?
(next morning) me: you workin for tmz now?

Good answer. Cocky and funny, jes like da ladeez like it. She also appreciates the haphazard attention to punctuation.

“Are you seeing anyone?” is a common enough question from interested women that the proper handling of it deserves its own post. (Rumor has it
there are a lot of sniveling gameless betas who ask women this question when they first meet them. Pitiable creatures.)

If an ex-girlfriend, former fuckbuddy or platonic female friend who you think wants to revisit the good times with you, (or who simply wants to segue
from friendship to sex), asks if you are seeing anyone, and you have decided that “it’s complicated” is not the best response, there are alternatives at
your disposal.

1. Sincerity

“I’ve been dating someone for a bit, but I can’t say for sure she is the one.”

2. Lying

“NO"’*

3. Evasion/Reframing

See: the reader’s reply above. Few women will follow-up an expertly delivered evasion with cunty lawyerly argumentation. This is because women
who ask such questions don’t really want to know the unvarnished answer. The question is asked only to give them plausible deniability should they
find themselves bedding a taken man.

4. Circumspection

“I’m dating around.”

This is my favorite answer, regardless of its accuracy. First, it shuts down further inquiry. Second, it leaves things open to interpretation.

5. Challenge

“I’m not tied down yet.”

6. Agree & Amplify

“One?”

7. Aloofness

“Nothing serious.”

Also a personal favorite. Girls like to think the guys they desire have no worries about meeting and banging women, or about settling down.

*”No” is not the ideal reply. Because of the power of preselection, you run a better chance of losing her interest if she thinks you are completely single
than you do if she thinks you are getting pussy regularly. So even if you aren’t seeing anyone, you should massage your answer so that ambiguity is
introduced to the dialectic. Women aren’t put off a man’s scent if he is seeing someone; if anything, they become more like a bloodhound on his trail.
The only exception is when the man sings odes of love and devotion to his woman. Competitor women will generally** back off if they see that the

man they want is truly, deeply in love with someone else.

**Before the fairy dust, pie in the sky, swoon brigade gets all gushy at this optimistic outlook on the female gender, let me remind the studio audience
that I have observed, and experienced, plenty of exceptions to this rule.

Replies that you should avoid:

“Define ‘seeing’.”
Too goofy. Chicks don’t dig the goof.
“Not sure.”

Too indecisive. Chicks don’t dig vacillators.
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“Well, I’'m fucking someone, if that’s what you mean.”

Too visual and sexual. Chicks don’t dig braggarts.

“I’m married.”

Too final. Chicks need a window of opportunity.

“Aren’t you the nosy one?”

Too slippery and awkward. What are you hiding?

“Wouldn’t you like to know.”

Too abrasive. If she’s an ex who knows you well, this albeit funny line will close off further exploration.

“Why do you ask?”

Too defensive. Also, why would you step on her hamster right as its revving up for a glorious rationalization to sleep with you?

Commenters are available during business hours to help you with further suggestions.

Arnie

April 16, 2009 by CH

Lex was a ruggedly handsome man, mid-40s, and in shape from near daily yoga and martial arts classes. He was fidgety and frenetically hyperverbal
and rarely came up for breath once he got rolling on a story drawn from his illustrious past and present lifestyle. And what stories! He ran a business
in the recreation industry which put him in contact with a steady stream of young European girls. This contact often led to intimacy. Many patrons of
his business would regale you with tales of witnessing Lex whisk some new 22 year old Polish hottie back to his quarters for a night of debauchery,
only to do it again the next night with a new girl.

The four of us sat around the restaurant table swapping war stories from the field. Lex’s tomcat career was long and fruitful, but an undercurrent of
melancholic nostalgia buttressed the impression that he had let one or two “quality girls” get away. He seemed, in a way, a traitor to his contentment
— a victim of chance and his compulsions. Lex made a passing comment, barely noticed in the cavalcade of sex stories if you weren’t paying
attention, that “it was getting harder out there” and he needed to adjust accordingly.

Zeets admired the unapologetically masculine lifestyle Lex chose for himself. Marriage, kids, social approval, clock punching and clock ticking? Fuck
that noise. Lex lived on his own terms, in hock to no one but himself. Zeets playfully encouraged Lex’s telling of his numerous conquests and the
game he runs on women in the big city. Lex was especially fond of “fruit stand game” where he would casually sidle up to a girl (Lex banged chicks
of all ages, as long as they were younger than him) and guess what meal she was going to cook judging by the veggies she had in her basket. Since
Lex was a competent cook, this banter would often segue into him inviting her over for dinner.

Trent, the fourth and youngest man at the table, also approved of Lex’s playboy adventures, but his approval carried more weight. Trent was a one
woman kind of guy, always strapped into a long term relationship that lasted for years and eager to get back into one on the rare occasions he was
single. Trent was no herb; he had the tools and the skill to seduce many women if he wanted, so his relatively monogamous existence was all the more
intriguing.

Outside of the restaurant we parted, and Lex declined our offer to go to the bar for drinks and carousing. He was on his way back home to make a
thousand calls. Lex could hardly focus on anything for long — his ADHD was legendary — and he barely stopped moving as we bro-slapped hands
goodbye.

Around 1AM back at Trent’s apartment, as we were about to step inside, an older man, late 40s or early 50s, with a paunch and one shirttail of his
light blue button down poking out of his jeans, greeted us with a weary but friendly expression. He introduced himself as Arnie and said he had been

Trent’s neighbor for five years. Trent nodded his head knowingly as if he recognized Arnie, but later told us in private he had never seen the guy. He
probably had, but it didn’t register.

Arnie was an affable bloke, and we stood outside in the mild air leaning against stair railings under the diffuse glow of the city lights for fifteen
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minutes talking guy stuff. We learned Arnie was never married, lived alone, and worked in a blue collar hands-on job, and that it was clear to me that
he possessed the basic intelligence to work white collar if he so chose. He had lived in the city his whole life and his apartment was rent controlled.
There was no chance he would leave, despite the landlord working hard to force out his tenants by passively ignoring repairs that needed to be done.

Arnie relished our company, that much I could tell. He asked us if we were planning to go out somewhere again that night. Trent mentioned the bar
where he bartended and Arnie made a frown, explaining that that bar was too “hoity-toity” for him; he preferred down to earth establishments hanging
“with the boys”. We laughed, because Trent’s bar is not really snobby, especially not for this city. We began turning our heads and shoulders toward
the door and told Arnie we were going to call it a night. Arnie looked disappointed. “Well, another time, then.” He nodded at Trent. “Maybe I’ll meet
you over at your bar sometime.” There was a hint of overeagerness in his gravelly voice.

As we stepped inside to leave Arnie behind in the streetlight-misted night, the door swung behind us with a slow creak. When it thumped closed, it
echoed heavily in my ears.

Away From The Company Of Women

July 22,2009 by CH

1 am never in the company of men after 5.
- Bertrand Morane

After sex, the company of women can be a drag.
- Me

I spend a lot of time with women. Either seducing them, fucking them, fucking with them, listening to them, scratching the napes of their necks, or
examining them like a disassembled timepiece. The purpose of such mingling goes deeper than enjoying the pleasure of their company. Books,
mentors, a willingness to discard delusion and lies, and a keen eye will aid a man in his divine quest to acquire as much sex and love as he can handle
from beautiful women, but no impetus to personal growth is as effective as direct interaction with the subject. Whether sex is or is not the goal, being
around women sharply flattens the learning curve. There may be a gene yet discovered which grants its possessor the innate ability to know how a
woman ticks, but if there is such a gene, it is a neural algorithm that quickly decays from disuse. Even the best naturals had to buek-up-and-endure
spend glorious time around women before their Asmodeus-blessed gifts could find full expression.

Given this reality, some men might make the understandable mistake that their every waking moment should be with women or, if no women are
physically present, with women in their thoughts. This would be a false extrapolation. Like a diligent scientist deep in the bowels of his flourescently
dismal lab who has forgotten the feeling of the sun on his face, a man who spends all his free time with women risks degeneration of his masculine
core. Inhalation of the estrogenic fumes of too much distaff attention and his spirit becomes arthritic, his testicular acuity blurs into maudlin mush.
Perspective is lost.

Men would do well to occasionally distance themselves from women and their petty intrigues, and the best way to do this is not through solitude but in
the company of other men, reveling in hearty chest thumps, metaphorical or real, and swearing bloodstirring oaths to doctrines good and great that
elude the grasp of women stuck in the mud of their uninspiring, earthy practicality. And men, unlike women, are capable of their high drama without
uttering a word.

Let me cut to the chase: Women are mostly boring. Even, maybe especially, the brightest and most overeducated among them can induce cataract-like
glazing of the eyes if given enough comfort and a sympathetic ear to unleash the menstrual force of their vaggy stream of consciousness. Disconnected
from their bodies and sexuality, their flirtations and flattery, and their charm and whimsy, women are incapable of seriously entertaining for any
length of time greater than the duration from leer to spent urge any but the most desperately cloying of men. Sure there are exceptions — women of
particularly engaging personalities and surprising fondness for the abstract — but these exceptions serve merely to remind a man of the depressing
drabness of the mass of women with their meager, provincial concerns.

Don’t lose contact with the world of men. Their vigorous, purposeful company is a refreshing tonic to the pedestrian prattle, contrived machinations,
and histrionic solipsism of women.

Be A Skittles Man

May 19, 2009 by CH

Reader Fabian linked to a funny entry on the ‘Don’t Date Him Girl’ blog:
He had several “lady friends” who stayed the night at his house and he claimed they were “Just friends”. He frequently forgot important
details about me, such as the fact that [ had a sister, my birthday and what sorts of hobbies I had. He blew me off constantly, would return
calls a week later with the excuse of “I was busy.” I often spoiled him with gifts, rides and sex only to receive a bag of Skittles in return.

(I don’t even like skittles!) That was the only gift I ever received from him! I met a new friend and we were bonding over “worst ex-
boyfriend stories” and suddenly we realized “boy, a lot of these sound the same... Was his name ?” 1T WAS THE SAME GUY!!!

In an unintentional juxtaposition for the ages, reader joel left a comment in my Pimp Slap post about a wedding he attended:
I just attended a wedding the bill for which, paid mostly by the parents of the bride but with substantial input from the groom’s parents,
would easily pay for the private education of several children. It could have paid for a modest but nice house in a good neighborhood in

many parts of the country. Hint: The flowers cost about $15,000.

It is amazing what the matriarchy does. The Darwinian purpose of this, I believe, is to keep the husbands working their asses off, and keep
them broke, so they can’t go out and buy a younger woman for their next wife or keep a concubine.

Really. There is no other logical explanation for this excess.

Two men, two vastly different experiences with women. One man gets all the pussy he wants for the bargain basement price of a bag of Skittles, while
the other man marries a woman in a wedding ceremony featuring flowers that cost $15,000.

How much you want to bet the first guy’s rotation of girlfriends is hotter than the second guy’s $15,000 flower wife? How much you want to bet the
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first guy gets all the anal sex and blowjobs he desires while the second guy will be begging for his once-a-month sex as soon as the vows are
exchanged? If one of these guys is a herb, who is it more likely to be?

FACT: Odds are good you will enjoy a bounty of pussy and love if you act like Skittles guy. FACT: Odds are good you will spend the rest of your
life begging for tepid sex from the same old boring pussy if you act like $15,000 wedding flower guy.

Be a Skittles man. Don’t be a $15,000 wedding flower man.

I’ve been in the company of a lot of women who hailed from all sorts of stations in life. I know the sound of a woman in love, and it usually sounds
like the woman in the Skittles story — bitching and moaning about a world class asshole, chasing him from here to kingdom come to cajole him to
surrender at least a small measure of his autonomy (which he never does), and always... ALWAYS... going back to him when they have a bad fight.

I’ve been that guy.

I’ve also been around the kinds of women from the wedding flower story. They usually sound like they are more in love with the idea of $15.000
wedding flowers than they are with their man. They never chase, and their men are in the permanently disabling position of constantly bending over
backwards to satisfy their women’s whims. Women who are princess-ified have power over their men, even over the kinds of men who themselves
have power over other men. The women know this and they subconsciously resent it.

Joel is right. The matriarchy in all its silly manifestations — extravagant weddings, diamonds-nookie barter, pop culture propaganda, daddy
government disease — is structured to handicap men. To cut them off at the knees. Fitting, really, because a man on his knees is exactly where he’d
have to be to agree to $15,000 wedding flowers. The finances aren’t the core issue; it’s the corrosive effect such a wasteful expenditure for a woman
will have on her attitude. The matriarchy loathes and fears Skittle Man, the freeloader who nonetheless basks in the love of many women. The
matriarchy would rather men be like Wedding Flower Man, slaving dutifully as a nameless, faceless cog in the machine paying his dues for his two
pence of pussy. Society’s Little Helper.

And at the end of the day, what for? To thanklessly pump out cannon fodder for the wars of the future? Fuck that sideways. The rulebook was written
to constrain free thinkers like you. When you know the score, when you understand that this life is all there is and all there ever will be and your

legacy in gold or works or kids means nothing when your consciousness is obliterated to nothing and your deathbed is lined with the garland of regret
and pleasures denied and the memory of your decades of pointless sacrifice crawls slowly across the walls like night shadows to suffocate you in your

final doom... only then will you look your blushing bride in the eye and inform her that there will be no $15,000 wedding flowers and she can hit the
bricks if that’s unacceptable to her.

Better yet, tell her there will be no wedding and no marriage. She can love you without needing the permission of the state.

Some newcomers are aghast when they read my stuff. They think this blog must be a joke or the ravings of a lunatic, a madman driven to the brink by
a particularly damaging experience with an ex. No. While I’ve had my joys and sorrows and loves and heartbreaks just like any other man possessing
a wealth of experience with women, on the whole most of the women in my life have been and continue to be cherished loves. My lunacy is the clear-

eyed vision of Neo after the matrix is revealed to him. Reality makes lunatics of us all, but only those with the eyes to see and the ego to spare ever
embrace it unconditionally.

Being The Right Kind Of Asshole

November 27,2012 by CH

Occasionally, an oh-so-sincere skeptical reader will insist that being the jerk women love doesn’t work, because he/she/it saw some guy calling a girl a
bitch once, and that guy didn’t get laid.

The height of counter-argument prowess!
As this blogasmic beacon of bounteous love has written before, there is a critical distinction between being a “caring asshole” that signals to women
you are desperate for their vaginas, and being an aloof “uncaring asshole” that signals to women you could do without their vaginas, which ironically

makes their vaginas feel strong love.

(I will leave aside for another post examination of putative examples to the contrary, such as those supreme assholes like Chris Brown and Mexican
drug lords who, full of care, beat their women to pulps yet still enjoy the undying love of their attractive targets of affliction.)

If you are having trouble dissecting the meaning of being an uncaring asshole, think upon the personality quirks that define a man who has inherited
(or honed) the suite of Dark Triad traits. He is closest to the manifestation of the ideal uncaring asshole.

Reader Ripp writes:

“The Dark Triad are the component parts of the one overarching attitude that most defines and forges the successful womanizer:
overconfidence.”

Agreed, academically. To qualify overconfidence:

The art of exhibiting these qualities is commonly misrepresented by being a deliberate asshole; a ‘caring asshole’. Irrational
overconfidence, or ‘cockyness’, doesn’t hit the mark.

Calculated arrogance, effectively demonstrated pre-selection, a refined non-reactive attitude to shit testing and a mysterious self-serving
aloofness comprises the “attitude” described above.

Uncalibrated “overconfidence” is try hard. Yielding true overconfidence at the correct moments hits the mark:

“Listen. I don’t know you...and you need to understand. I’'m one charming mother fucker.”
This reader has a point. If you have to shout your overconfidence from the rooftops, you have shown the exact opposite: a lack of self-confidence.
But most Dark Triad Dudes are irrationally overconfident, if by irrational we mean that there is very little objective evidence that would buttress a

case for their degree of self-regard. The reason they do well with women is because women don’t subconsciously care as much for objective measures
verifying a man’s overconfidence as they care for the overconfident attitude itself. And, remember, when we’re talking about sparking vaginal tingles,
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it’s a woman’s subconscious you want to massage, not her conscious awareness. The subconscious is orders of magnitude more powerful than the
conscious, in which the latter pretty much acts as a highly advanced rationalization machine permitting expression of the desires of the subconscious.

Again... it’s the ALPHA ATTITUDE chicks dig. You have the attitude, and you can pretty much roll with any undersized or overstuffed portfolio of
objective accomplishments. If you don’t have the attitude, you will be dismayed to find that your curriculum vitae is not helping you get laid as much
as the numbers you crunched told you it would help.

Naturally, it’s better to have both aligned — you’ll find it easier to maintain congruence if your objective status matches your signaling status — but if
you had to choose one, choose signaling status. It’s way simpler to achieve, and more fun to apply!

I’ll give you a quick glimpse at a minute in the life of a caring asshole, so that you can better appreciate why he fails with women while his equal but
different douchehead cousin cleans up with the ladies.

Girl: “I don’t give my number to guys I just met.”

Asshole who cares too much: “Well, fuck you, nobody asked for it.”

Girl: “You just did.”

Asshole who cares too much: “I was kidding. I would never go out with a bitch like you.”

There’s no denying this guy is an asshole, and there’s no denying he would be a miserable failure with women (although, it has to be said, he’d still do
better than the typical mincing betabot). So where did his assholery go wrong? For that, we need to contrast him with his uncaring asshole bro.

Girl: “I don’t give my number to guys I just met.”

In every technical aspect, and according to every feminist by-law, this guy would qualify as an asshole. And, yet, there’s just something about him....
wait... phew... I channeled some woman’s hamster there for a minute. Strange experience.

The second guy knows about charm and delivery, and executes with purpose. That purpose being, to reflect, “Goddamn, I am a sexy beast. A stylish
sniper of love. Excuse me whilst I make 1080p love to myself.”

He is as far from your typical niceguy as he is from your hothead asshole above who calls women bitches at the drop of a hat. But an asshole he is, and
the right kind of asshole, the kind that women, the world over, will always and forevermore fall head over haunches for despite their squid-inking
claims to the contrary.

Beta Valentine

January 18,2011 by CH

The crack team of Chateau clit crits does not review movies too often because most of what passes for entertainment in theaters is rubbish. However,
once every decade or so a movie so bracing, so truthful, and so relevant to the cultural moment comes along that we feel compelled to give it a
platform for the readership.

The post ahead contains spoilers. If you are a giant vagina, close your eyes and think of momma’s womb.

Blue Valentine is an exploration of a modern marriage in the process of disintegrating, told via alternating scenes between the couple’s sordid present
and their romantically heady past of five or six years ago. The flashback scenes aren’t labeled as such; the viewer knows they are flashbacks by the
youthful hairline of Ryan Gosling’s character, Dean, and by the fact that there’s no kid around. The effect of the flashbacks is like a prolonged near-
death experience, where the characters’ dying relationship is punctuated by gauzy vignettes of happier times.

Although the theater was filled with SWPL women probably on a bender from Glee house parties, don’t mistake this film for a chick flic. There’s too
much truth told in the portrayal of a relationship hitting the skids for this to be anything resembling the typical sappy romance movie. For one, there’s
no happy ending. Women’s faces after a manipulative cheese-fest chick flic show the telltale signs of throat-lumped weepiness: the glisten of fresh
tears on cheeks. But the crowd of women filing out of the theater after Blue Valentine had only the vacant-eyed look of a shellshocked soldier who has
just seen his buddy catch shrapnel. Or, in this case, catch a little too much reality.

Quite simply, there hasn’t been a movie in our lifetimes which depicts the fall of a man from charming nascent alpha to inept needy beta, and the
loathing that this engenders in his lover, better than Blue Valentine.

Every male reader of the Chateau needs to see this movie, if for no other reason than to absorb the lessons it offers as a cautionary tale. The movie hits
upon a number of powerhouse themes of this blog, and doesn’t flinch from the consequences. It makes one wonder if the director, Derek Cianfrance,
reads this humble outpost of id brutality.

Michelle Williams plays Dean’s girlfriend/wife/pedestaled princess, Cindy. The two of them are from lower middle-class backgrounds. She’s a young,
knocked up slut with daddy issues (she confesses to a nurse in one riveting scene in an abortion doc’s office that she has had “20, maybe 25" sexual
partners, and the guy who got her pregnant — an alpha male wrestler — left her holding the baby bag), and he’s a high school dropout who works as
muscle for a moving company who unironically wears American bald eagle sweaters and loves his job because it allows him to drink at 8AM. In other
words, they are proles, with tastes, habits and dysfunction to suit.

Gosling and Williams give stellar performances. You will not see better acting unless Daniel Day-Lewis is on the bill. And this is the kind of movie
that absolutely requires a high level of acting expertise; the subtle emotions and facial tics that are evoked to flesh out two ordinary people in a
downward spiral of contempt, bitterness and fear, victimized not by each other but by ancient, primal mating forces pushing them in opposite
directions, are beyond the range of most actors and actresses.
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The casting here is important, because an unrealistically good-looking female lead would have strained credulity. Williams is cute, but not hot. She
has a thick Teutonic neck, a slight belly roll, narrow hips, and an incipient double chin lurking underneath her long flowing blonde locks. That her
cuteness is physically grounded like this helps explain why a guy of Dean’s caliber can feel simultaneously awed by her beauty and motivated by her
attainability. Williams’ pedestrian 7 or 7.5 ranking delivers the message that exquisite female beauty is not the only instability factor that can corrupt a
marriage; a man’s betaness can do the same.

The critical Chateau (and game) themes this movie hits upon include:

- alpha pump and dumps and beta providers and how women react to each type of man

—negs (AKA teasing) as a pivotal component of successful courtships

— the never-ending cycle of female shit testing

— the flame-out of male shit test failing

— forcing closeness before attraction is built

— the near impossibility of reviving a woman’s love after it has been squandered by beta behavior
— the deviousness of a woman’s female friends

— the well-poisoning that ensues when a woman gains higher social status than her husband

— the absolute irrelevancy of children to influence the modern woman with regard to her relationship choices
— the influence of competitor alpha males on a woman’s relationship trajectory

— the misguided idealism and romanticism of kind-hearted men

— the utter cluelessness of kind-hearted men about the nature of women

— the brute self-denial men practice when they project their romanticism onto women

— the inability of women to understand — let alone control — their own maelstrom of emotions
— the wisdom of the 2/3rds rule when expressing sentiments of love

— the recklessness and stupidity with which the lower classes careen in and out of relationships

— how easily unenlightened men are blindsided by women’s biomachinations

— how easily women can be bedded with simple charm

— how complimenting a woman can turn her off

— how a failing relationship can cause a man to forget what he did to attract the woman

—how a man can lose his sense of self when he allows himself to be defined by the strength of his LTR or marriage
— the foolishness of pursuing a relationship with a single mom

— and the tingle-killer of excessive self-deprecation.

There are scenes in this movie where you will cringe with a mix of disgust and pity. When Dean leans against a door frame, sobbing and pleading with
Cindy to “tell me what to do. I’ll do whatever you want to make it better”, you want to slap him hard across the face and lead him to the tree of
knowledge that is the Chateau. When he forces a hug upon her in the hopes that it will stir those old feelings and she responds with a stiff-armed
turtling, visibly aching to escape his touch, your cringing will reach epic proportions.

Similarly, there is a visceral sex scene, while not very graphic (you only see boobs once in this movie), that you will have a hard time watching.
Suffice to say, a woman out of love is no fun to make love to.

The disgust you will feel over Dean’s immolation and Cindy’s cold retreat is made all the more palpable by the flashbacks to times when Dean was
the cocky, charming troubadour who swept Cindy off her feet with some solid early game and a hipster ukelele. In what is perhaps the greatest (and
thus most realistic) neg ever delivered in a Hollywood movie, Dean says to Cindy, during his second attempt to pick her up, that he “heard pretty girls
are nuts. You must be crazy insane then.” Pitch perfect. That, my friends, is how you deliver a competent neg. In fact, Cindy even acknowledges the
neg concept when she replies “you have a funny way of insulting and complimenting a woman at the same time.” It wasn’t long after that they fell into
bed.

The attention to detail is apparent in Blue Valentine. Cindy gets knocked up by an aloof alpha whom she allows to fuck her raw dog from behind,
rutting like animals. He, naturally, cums inside her and issues a perfunctory “Oops, sorry” after he is spent. She rushes to the toilet to urinate out the
sperm but it is too late. In another flashback we see her examining a pregnancy stick with fear in her eyes.

In contrast, when Dean first lays with Cindy, he goes down on her. He eats her out dutifully until she has climaxed. We do not see Dean penetrating
her during that scene. The message is clear — alphas fuck the way they like to fuck, betas selflessly please their women. Since Dean never has a kid
with Cindy despite a flashback scene where he expresses his desire to have one with her, we can assume that either she went on the pill or she required
him to use a condom even in the marital bed.

Another message that should not be lost on the viewer: Cindy keeps the alpha asshole’s kid while denying Dean a genetic legacy of his own. She
changes her mind while laying down and in stirrups in the abortionist’s office that she wants to keep the kid. Dean seals his fate when he agrees to
love and support her and her kid, because he wants to build a family. Cindy, a desperate, broken single mom-to-be, eagerly jumps into a Justice of the
Peace marriage with Dean.

But Cindy cannot tame her desire for a higher social status man (read: a bigger asshole), and Dean’s satisfaction with his banal employment, and his
profligate flattery of Cindy’s looks, eventually undermine the charm which initially attracted her. Her growing contempt for his beta neediness is so
strong that she is willing to cast Dean out and traumatize her kid, who loves Dean because he is a doting stepfather.

This is why you should never treat single moms as anything more than holes into which to dump a few inconsequential fucks. As harsh as that sounds,
a worse fate awaits the man who would attempt to build a relationship with a single mom. Every minute of every day, her kid reminds her of the alpha
asshole who impregnated her, and whose seed she willingly chose to bring to life. You, as the provider chump assuming the role of the unrelated
daddy, will always be second best in such a woman’s eyes, particularly if she chooses not to have kids by you. You will always be that guy who
wasn’t quite good enough to burden her with child.

What man would want to live with such a daily reminder of his inadequacy? Well, men without any game, for example. When you feel the restriction
of lack of options, you tend to settle for the dregs of womanhood.

Dean is a sympathetic character, so it would have been easy to stoke the audience to his side, but thankfully Cianfrance avoids that pitfall. Though less
superficially sympathetic, Cindy is no villain. She is just following the dictates of her Darwinian script. She knows not what she does, and so you can’t
really get annoyed with her. She even says as much: “I’m done, I can’t do this anymore!” This is the wail of a woman who feels unsettling guilt for
falling out of love with a good man, and yet can do nothing about it.

The only real villain in the movie is the brief appearance of Cindy’s female co-worker, a grade A cunt who shouts “Don’t let him brainwash you,
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honey” at Cindy as she is leaving the office to calm Dean down. She even has sharp, vampiric teeth which she flashes at Dean through the office glass.

This lack of an obvious foe perhaps explains the blank faces of the crowd leaving the theater; what do you do when there is no one to root for, and no
one to revile?

And that really gets at the heart of the matter. The forces that nurture relationships and that break them apart aren’t agents of good or evil. They are
laws, like gravity, that we all must accommodate if we want to find love and be happy. Blue Valentine does the best job to date of any movie at
illuminating the crass functioning of the mating market and the competing, and mutually alien, desires that animate men and women. It’s a dark and
claustrophobic reminder of the fragile contingencies which sustain love. If the movie makes the phalanx of women leaving the theater uncomfortable,
it’s only because it hits a little too close to home.

Betas can find love, too

May 10, 2007 by CH

Once a man understands that his power is a function of his environment and not an absolute value, he can begin to game the system and take
advantage of market inefficiences to score high quality pussy. Alphas are naturally dominant in their environment and so for them there is no need to
learn how to pick up women; the affections of women are something they’ve always known. That is why asking an alpha for pickup advice is often a
fruitless exercise. It’s better to simply observe him in action and model yourself after him. While books and forums and experience have taught me
much, they all pale in comparison to the eye-opening enlightenment I received from my first mentor — an older male friend. At the time, [ was 14
and he was 26. He was the cool-as-fuck older guy who let me get behind the handlebars for the first time in my life whereupon I promptly drove his
motorcycle over a curb. Without missing a beat, he then taught me how to do donuts. The time I tagged along on one of his dates with a gorgeous grad
student was the mental jolt I needed to set me on the path of righteousness.

Natural betas who were deprived of this mentoring and don’t or won’t put in the work on their own to learn how women operate and what they
respond to still have options for happiness, but they will need to step off the hamster wheel and approach this advice with an open mind. Given that
male power is conditional on the context in which it is exploited, here are my suggestions for how losers in love can turn their fortunes around without
lowering their standards:

1. Travel to an economically depressed 2nd tier country like Russia or its East European neighbors where the culture is not too different and the
women are known hot commodities and spend a couple months there. He should avoid mail order bride services, save his money up, and go live there
for a while. This will reduce the chances of getting conned. He’d be smart to get CDs on learning Russian and listen to them in his car while
commuting to his crappy soul-killing job. An average American beta with an average income, average style, who isn’t a drunkard, will get treated like
a minor rock star in Russia, which, if the stories of men who have pioneered this route are true, really should be renamed Betatopia. PS: Stay away
from Moscow. Stick to the sticks.

2. Not keen on the hassle of traveling and importing a first rate piece of ass? He can try scooping up the ones who shell out their own travel expenses
and come here to the US. Step one: identify those places where au pairs hang out in his particular city. They will usually be in a bunch, giggling
nervously in heavy accents, because au pair services send them to their overseas assignments in groups. The trick is to catch an au pair before she
becomes aware of the true power of her beauty. Remember that many of these young women are leaving countries where the men, ugly
underemployed trolls all of them, treated them like trash. Their self-esteems are in the basement. Getting any attention from an American beta is like
gold dust sprinkled on their shattered egos. An American! Interested in ME! The beta needs to get to these girls BEFORE she realizes that most
American women are shrieking ballbusting self-absorbed harpies with serious BMI issues and that American men will put her on a pedestal. It doesn’t
take long for a lifetime of trampled self-worth to shed like a chrysalis revealing the inner high maintenance princess inside. So to get to them before
the American experience corrupts them the beta needs to find those au pair groups that are multi-ethnic. This is because the au pair services send them
over in mixed groups. Their first few months will be spent socializing with au pairs from many different countries. Once they have settled into a
routine and learned the ropes they will begin to hang out with girls from their own countries. A few months later, they will have one or two American
girls in their social circle. By then, it is too late.

3. Similar to the above suggestions, a man having trouble picking up chicks should consider relocating to the heartland. His money will go farther,
his style will be intriguing, and his public policy degree will be treated like a Certificate of Alphaness. Girls will be a little dumber and less worldly so
his marginally witty jokes will get more mileage. He can probably afford a spacious house out there where a basement apartment was all he could
swing in NYC. Nightlife will be refreshingly free of eurotrash and $12 drinks. Downsides: obesity epidemic, resentful good ol boys prone to
violence, lower job opportunities, bastard children, smell of manure.

4. Lie. This option requires some creativity and total lack of moral fiber, but the beta who can pull off the ‘talented mr. ripley’ routine will gain
access to the secret society of hot chicks. Convincingly lying about trips to the Himalayas, treasure hunting expeditions, brushes with death in the
congo, high stakes gambling with celebrities in the Caribbean, the stint spent in prison, or his life as a fashion photographer, and having the presence
of mind to keep the ruse up for months will get him laid. Downside: forget about long term relationships.

5. Hit on damaged goods. Women who have been through the emotional ringer are more likely to appreciate the beta’s honest, straightforward, naive
propositioning. Some women need to get burned more than once to learn any lessons, but eventually even the most die-hard player-lovers grow weary
of the hurt. Recent divorcees, lonely housewives, single moms, and former hookers with a heart of gold are good targets. Downsides: STDs, kids,
short shelf lives.

6. Castration. Nothing removes neediness like zero sex drive.

Better Than Again: The Female Secret Code Decoder Dictionary

April 27,2012 by CH

A wealth of experience with women will clue a man into the dissonance between a woman’s words and actions, and gradually lead him to discover
that the woman’s word is the exact inverse of what she wishes you to presuppose it is: not a verbal descriptive but rather a psychological misdirection
to lull the unsuspecting, including herself, to cogitate on the opposite of what is, in fact, true. Resist the temptation to blame a woman for her
subterfuge because, in another example of empirics catching up to folk wisdom, science is revealing that not even she is aware what currents ripple
through her vagina.

On that prologue, here follows a handy dandy secret girl code decoder crib sheet. Though you have been weaned since toddlerhood, when your flaccid
tot dong jutted out at a continual 90 degree angle to your raisins, to believe the last in each series is to be aspired to, the truth is that, if sexnlurv with
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the sexynlurvly hot babes is what you want, then you are far better off being deemed the opposite by the fairer sex.
douchey >>> nice guy

asshole >>> sweet

jerk >>> cute

bastard >>> good man

pig >>> gentleman

insane >>> dependable

jerk > sexy > hot > cute > sweet > creep > nice guy

creeper > creep > stalker > loser > nice guy

serial killer >>>>>>>>>>> nice guy

mass murderer >>>>>>>>>>>>>> nice guy

psychopathic hedge fund white collar criminal
SESSSSSSESZSZSZSZSZSZSZHZHZHZSZSDZHZHISIBDHDHSESESSSSSSESSSSSSSESSSSSSS>SS>SS>S>> (¥phew)

SESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS S>>
nice guy

nice guy > pedophile (finally!)

he makes me cry >>>>>>>>> he’s always there for me

it’s so hard with him >>>>>>>>>>>> yeah, he’s a great guy

freak >>> attentive lover

cheating bastard >>> he treats me like a princess

you don’t see what i see in him >>> he’s the perfect man

wiseass >>> funny >>> clown >>> goofy >>> quirky >>> weird

mysterious >>> a good friend

exciting >>> easy to get along with

i don’t know how much more i can take with him >>> someday we’ll get married
he always forgets our anniversaries >>> he understands my needs

pervert >>> sensitive lover

he screwed my best friend >>> i screwed his best friend

he gets me >>>1i get him

fucking asshole arrogant son of a bitch motherfucking cocksucking pike of steaming shit filthy fucking bastard mama’s boy >>> nice guy
selfish lover >>> eats me out

who are you texting? >>> i promise i’'m not texting any other guys

god that was such a turn-on >>> i love you

cocky bastard >>> sweet guy

i never know what he’s up to >>> we go everywhere together

lover >>> husband

is that a girl’s voice i hear in the background? >>> thanks for letting me know what time you’ll be home

you’re going to shit in front of me?! >>> i’1l be out in a minute, honey
Body Language

November 20, 2007 by CH

This is where the majority of guys stumble during the pickup. The first impression is made within seconds, on the walk over to the girl, before one
word is spoken. The way a guy carries himself, moves his body, his hands and arms, positions his feet, stands, maintains eye contact, and interacts
non-verbally with girls is half his game. You can spit the words of Voltaire, but if your body is incongruent with what you’re saying, you will get
blown out.
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Some of the common beta body language mistakes I see guys making:
¢ Walking over to the girl too quickly

When a guy sees a cute chick he gets excited. His adrenaline pumps and his heart races as he thinks about how best to approach her. This inner
turmoil reveals itself in his physical composure. He marches toward her too fast, propelled by his unspoken insecurity to get the job over with as soon
as possible. Fast walkers are unattractive. Focus on your walking speed. Stroll over like a pimp taking his time to admire the other girls in the room
along the way.

¢ Doing everything too fast

Related to the above, guys tend to gesticulate too rapidly when they get nervous, reflexively jerking around their hands, arms, and head. Be aware of
this and deliberately slow down all your movements. Take an extra two seconds to reach for a beer. Move around her in languid, measured rhythms.
When she is speaking, slowly cock your head to the side. The key thing is to avoid any sudden movements. That betrays anxiety. It helps to imagine
your life is a movie in slo-mo.

¢ Being too stiff

The opposite of the above is when a guy stiffens up from nerves. Don’t be a totem pole. Move your arms around, swivel your body, make hand
gestures while telling a story. Watch Marlon Brando in The Godfather. Just do it all slowly.

¢ Closed body language

Guys who are confident that nothing in life can touch them have very open and smooth body language. Nervous guys who are always afraid of fights,
of being sucker punched, of conflict, will defensively scrunch up their body as if they were psychologically warding off blows. Guys who fear
nothing open their arms, expose their chests, and generally project the look of someone who never worries about being caught off-guard. In that vein,
avoid shoving your hands in your pockets, crossing your arms, standing with a narrow stance, looking around the room with darting eyes, slouching,
or grabbing one forearm with your hand.

¢ Holding drinks too high
Very common. Don’t do it. Look at old James Bond films. Sean Connery holds his tumbler down by his waist, not up by his nipples.
¢ Adjusting himself

Any primping should be done at home before going out. Don’t tug at your cuffs, flatten your hair, pick at your fingernails, swipe at your nose, rub
your eyes, brush off imaginary lint, or hoist your pants. A relaxed alpha male does not primp in the field.

¢ Leaning in (pecking)

Another common mistake. Nearly every guy does this when starting out. It’s called pecking because the motion of jerking your head and body
forward to listen with rapt attention to what a girl is saying looks like a chicken pecking at seed. She is not so important that you need to lean in to
catch every precious word. Lean back with your whole body and let her lean into you. If she has something to say she’ll move in so you can hear it.
The act of bending to your will fires up her loins. The one exception is in very noisy venues where you have to lean in if she is a soft talker. It’s OK
to do this as long as you lean in SLOWLY and lean back during pauses.

¢ Weak eye contact

Hold it slightly longer than you feel comfortable doing. Dominating another guy with steady eye contact can lead to a fight. Dominating a girl with
eye contact can lead to sex. Remember, girls WANT to feel dominated. It turns them on. And making sure she breaks eye contact first is a great way
to demonstrate dominance.

o High pitched, incessant fast talking

A guy who is seeking approval will talk fast, hoping to finish his point before people become bored with what he’s saying. His tone of voice will rise
as sentences are completed. A guy who is confident that everyone will listen intently to his brilliance will talk slowly in a low or neutral pitch and
pause frequently. Pausing is an extremely powerful method of subcommunicating dominance. Think about a really effective professor or manager.
They begin speaking... PAUSE to build anticipation... make their point... PAUSE to let it sink in... conclude... PAUSE again... for effect. The
words don’t matter as much as how you say them.

¢ Beta body positioning
After the approach, guys usually remain standing at the point they first entered the group to introduce themselves. This spot is often on the outside of
the social circle, back to the crowd, looking in at his target. That is a weak position. You want to move to the power position as quickly as possible.
The power position is center of the group, back to the wall or the bar, facing the room as if you were a king surveying your kingdom and your subjects
were gathered round to entertain you. A trick for maneuvering to the power position is to take a girl’s hand, lift it up so she reacts by doing a spin
move, and spinning her away from the bar. You then steal her spot or chair. You can even call attention to your bold move: “Oh man, I just stole
your seat!”

¢ Poor stance

If you are standing, keep your feet apart close to the width of your shoulders. An alpha monopolizes space. One foot should point forward and the
other should point outward about 45 degrees. Thrust your pelvis out slightly.

¢ Poor sitting

If you are sitting, don’t cross your legs. You’re not an old man. Spread them out as if you were naked and you wanted the whole world to behold
your breathtaking package.

¢ Showing his palms too frequently
This non-verbal faux pas is a little arcane, but subconsciously girls notice it. Turning your hands up is a sign of submission. In the beginning, when
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you are building attraction by demonstrating your alphaness you should keep your palms down or turned inward. Emphasize points by raising and
lowering your hand, palm down. If you look at video clips of presidential candidates on the stump you will see that the force of their speaking is
intensified by strong hand movements. Bill Clinton often addressed the crowd with his palm in, fingers curled into a fist, and thumb pointing out like
a gun. Later, during the comfort stage of the pickup after she is attracted, you can show your palm to display vulnerability.

¢ Forgetting to touch the girl

This one is huge. Probably the number one alpha trait is comfort with touching other people. A guy totally gives away his betatude if he is
uncomfortable touching girls. Touching should start immediately, literally within two seconds of the approach. During your introduction, lightly
touch your target and the potential cockblock on the elbows simutaneously. Start inoffensively, like on the forearms or shoulders, then gradually
move to touching more erogenous zones, like the upper back, upper arm, or thigh. Avoid accidentally touching the bra strap, the hair, or the face too
soon, as these spots will fire off an instant recoil reaction in a girl who isn’t yet attracted to you. When you talk in her ear take advantage of the
moment to graze her cheek with yours. The small of the lower back is a highly charged zone, so move your hand down her back as the pickup
progresses. Wrap your arms around her waist when you want to move her to another location in the bar. Anytime you say something funny, anchor it
with your touch. When I have a good pickup my hands RARELY break contact with my target.

¢ Not smiling or smiling at the wrong times

Yep, pretty basic. Always smile on the approach. Just don’t overdo it. Drop the smile after your introduction. Smiling and laughing works best in
measured doses. NEVER laugh at your own jokes. Don’t laugh everytime she says something funny. Your attitude should be “Oh she said
something adorable again. How cute!”, not “HA HA this girl is the funniest! She is SO cool! She is the best!” Alternating your smiling with
smirking, frowning, and a straight face is the winning formula.

¢ Animated facial gesturing

In the early stages of the pickup when you are bringing higher energy than your target in order to get attraction it’s acceptable to accentuate your
stories with facial gestures. Later on, though, you want to avoid these histrionics. Constantly raising your eyebrows, nodding your head, widening
your eyes, smiling broadly, or twisting your mouth into funny shapes indicates an approval seeking mentality. You are not an approval seeker, you are
an approval giver.

¢ Moving out of the way to accommodate others

Hold your ground. When a guy needs to pass by, make him move around you. You don’t want to be that guy who’s always stepping out of the way to
avoid getting jostled by the crowd. When a girl reaches for her drink, make her go over or around you.

e Facing the girl directly

Don’t face your target directly until after she has qualified herself to you. She does not deserve your full attention when you first meet her. Keep your
body angled slightly away from her. Later, when she has earned your interest, turn to face her completely. This is the signal to move into rapport.
Note: If you are running direct game you will face her right away.

Go forth, and lubricate vaginas with the power of your presence.

Brushing Off Common Shit Tests From Girls

October 4, 2010 by CH

Reexamining my successful pickups, it becomes clear that 80% of early verbal game is simply knowing when a girl is tossing you shit tests and how
to handle them like an attractive man. Almost all good-looking women worth banging will, at one point or another, shit test you. It is coded in their
DNA. The easiest and quickest way to make yourself more desirable to a woman is to pass her tests like a champ; in other words, to exploit her alpha
male filtering mechanism.

Many men write asking for advice about women’s shit tests. Judging by email quantity, it’s a big stumbling block for a lot of would-be
womanizers.There have been posts at the Chateau before about passing commonly encountered shit tests, so in the spirit of giving the people what
they want, here is another installment in a continuing series. Thanks go to reader Legion for contributing his selection of devious female screening
ploys. Edification and analysis follows. Comments from me are bracketed in italics.

Before beginning, one thing I’d like to note is that a big mistake I see a lot of men making — besides an inability to recognize a shit test when it is
leveled at them — is sounding spiteful in response. The critical distinction to make when volleying a shit test is to avoid confusing sneering umbrage
for cocky indifference. The line is surprisingly thin between the two attitudes. You definitely want to focus on tailoring your replies and your tone of
voice to sound like the latter. A good rule of thumb: if your reply to a shit test would sound like it is coming from a man who cares that his feelings
were bruised, don’t say it. Another key point — barring infrequent exceptions, your shit test replies should be succinct. Brevity is the glow of clits.

Here are some common shit tests that I’ve encountered over the years — including ones from guys trying to punk you in front of girls —
and most of the answers (in bold) are my own; a few are culled from the PUA literature.

The shit tests that blindside you are the ones that really mess you up, like a punch you don’t see coming. This does extreme violence to
how you’re perceived. Vaginas snap shut and dessicate abruptly.

I think mastering shit tests is KEY to success. A man with “savoir faire” is magnetic. Girls secretly spurt their panties when an alpha male
is challenged in public by other men or women; she excitedly wonders how will he react. I’ve seen this before, many times: you never
forget that look of hyper-aroused delight (or crushing sadness) in your girl’s face if you dominate other men (or get owned).

I think game should be expanded to cover how men interact with other men. [Editor: Agreed. However, since the majority of shit testing
is done by girls, the focus shall remain on male-female interaction. Most men won't attempt to punk you in front of a girl you are gaming.
There are only so many heavy ballsacks in circulation.]

Anyway, I’d like to hear your take on these; the list is pretty basic so far. It’s not that the answers are particularly clever; it’s just that they
work, and you know in the back of your mind you’re armed.

Shit tests
file:///C:/Python34/heartiste.html 23/199



2014-11-12 heartiste.html

“Do I know you?” / “Why are you talking to me?”

Oh, I forgot there was a no-talking policy here between strangers.

[Editor: I'd drop the "between strangers" part. Otherwise, very good. Alternate replies: "You wish." / "Your mom said you were lonely."]
*xk

“I have a boyfriend”

That’s nice, well done. [keep plowing, then eject if no IOIs]

[Other good IHAB replies are here.]

sksksk

*She asks you to do something such as get something for her, do her a favour, carry something, buy her a drink, etc*
I think you have me confused with every other guy you’ve met.

[Excellent. Alternate reply: "Does this always work for you?"]

sksksk

“Why don’t you give me a straight answer”

It’s more fun for me not to.

[Serviceable. Catchier wording: "Where's the fun in that?" Alternate reply: "I didn't know this was a job interview."]
skeksk

“Is that your best line?”

Yeah I’ve been practising it all day.

or

Yeah, now it’s your turn.

[I wouldn't call attention to her framing of the situation. Reframe. Say "Is that your best hair color?"]

sksksk

“Weirdo”

Square.

or

I’m glad you like it.

["Weirdo" is a tough one. This is more of the female version of a straight up insult rather than a shit test. A lot depends on the tone in

which she says it. I'd almost be tempted to backturn on a girl flinging this at me. Alternate replies: "Smelly cooties girl." "Dork." "I'm
blown away by your scintillating conversation."]

sksksk

“Kiddo” (from a sassy ho trying to take you down a peg)

Have you watched Kill Bill a little too often?

[1 don't think I've ever heard "kiddo" from a girl. I'd probably just ignore it.]
sksksk

“Aw, that’s sweet”

Don’t get used to it.

[Alternates: "I'm one badass motherfucking romantic." "Yo, check yourself."]
ok

“Your clothes are gay/look stupid”

You fuckin love it.

[Alternate: "Try not to swoon."]

sksksk

“Are you gay?”
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No but my boyfriend is.

[Good answer. Alternate: "Yes, I'm very happy right now."]

sksksk

From guys: “You look like shit/ you’re fat/ugly/skinny/short/whatever.”
That’s not what your mother said last night.

[Alternates: "Stay classy, champ." "Are you for real? I thought douchebags like you were only on TV." "Is this a come-on? Sorry, I don't
swing that way."]

sksksk
“You look like a player”
Thank you.

[Be careful of overqualifving yourself when she asks you this. Good answer if she is seriously concerned: "l used to be, but those days are
behind me." Good answer if she's clearly busting your balls: "World's biggest. One billion served."]

*oxk
“Sweetheart”

Sugar tits.

[Alternate: "Don't get clingy."]

sksksk

“You’re a nerd/geek” (when you say something remotely intelligent or beyond a grunt)

That’s what dumbasses call smart people.

[Whoa, too spiteful. Trading insults is not gonna get you closer to a lay. Alternate: "Absolutely. I'm too sexy for my pocket protector."]
sksksk

“Did you miss me?”

I know you missed me.

[Alternate: "Oh my god, I spent months building a shrine to you and dreaming of your return."]

skskk

“Asshole”

That’s mr asshole to you.

[Alternate: "Il do what I can."]

sksksk

“I can’t believe you said that”

*Don’t reply; just smirk and nod*

[Ignoring her shit test is acceptable in this situation. Many shit tests aren't meant to be answered; they are merely meant to provoke an
apologetic response from betas.]

seksk

A skinny twat (male): “Is that shirt a size too small?” (if you’re jacked. This insult is leveled at any jacked guy who wears a t-shirt,
whether small or not)

It’s all I could find in your mother’s closet.

[Alternate: "Couldn't help noticing, could you?"]

sksksk

“I like your clothes.”

Cool. I can take them off later to give you a closer look.

[Flattery can be as much of a shit test as peevishness. Betas will eat up flattery, alphas will ignore or playfully turn it around on the girl.
Alternate reply: "Flattery will get you everywhere."]

ok
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“I don’t like you”

Sure you don’t.

[Again, how to respond to this shit test depends on tone. Did she say it coarsely, or with a peekaboo smile? If the former: "My heart will

4

go on." If the latter: (with much theatricality) "How can I go on living?!"]
sksksk

“Smartass”

It’s better than being a dumbass ;)

[Alternate: "l try."]

ok

“Loser”

If in jest (“looo-ser”): Shut up ho ;)

If serious: Oh, the L-bomb. You must be really upset.
or

That’s what you are, but what am 1?

[Remember, the "loser" bomb is potentially the worst thing a girl can call a man. The female equivalent is "ugly”. Much rests on her tone
when she said it. "l know you are but what am 1" is a good reply to her if she has said it in jest; otherwise, 1'd ditch her without a
moment's thought.]

ok
(From a male, or a warpig) “Why aren’t you drinking, are you a bitch or something?”’

Your mother promised me buttsex if I quit the drink.

or

I’m on acid.

[Alternate, if from a man: "Why, are you looking for a date rape?" If from a warpig: "I need to see clearly, if you know what I mean."]
ok

“Why don’t you have a girlfriend?”

I haven’t found one who’s rich enough.

[Solid answer. Alternate: "Just lucky, I guess."]

sksksk

“Do you have a girlfriend?”

No, I have 8 of them.

[Alternate: "It's complicated."]

sksksk

*QGrabbing or pawing at you* (especially by a guy, trying to exert dominance)
Hey, no touching, admire from a distance.

[Alternate: "You can look, but no touching."]

sksksk

Now for ones I’'m not too sure about. If you have any suggestions, let’s hear em.

*She completely ignores you, or tells you to fuck off*
(just leave, unfazed, and open another set)
Still, this is embarassing, and hard to smoothly walk away from.

[Walking away like she doesn't exist is your best option. Alternate responses: "You've got the wrong idea. I'm interested in your friend/the
girl sitting next to you." "My hour's not up yet. A deal's a deal."]

Aok

“Are you trying to be funny?”
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You need to lighten up [eject].

i

[Alternate: "Are you trying to be sexy?"]
sksksk

Angry, cunty tone: “Who do you think you are?”

["Fuck you, that's who I am." Or, on a lighter note: "I'm your wettest dream."]
sksksk

“What’s your name again? I’ve forgotten?”” (Guys use this a lot)

["L.P. Daily." "Hugh Jorgan." "Seymour Butts."]

sksksk

“You’re a bum.”

["The bum you love."]

sksksk

“Who did your hair?”

[Your boyfriend.]

seoksk

*You legitimately fuck up and blush hard* (e.g. walking to my young female professor’s class one day I (loudly) declared to my friend I
was going to skip next week’s class, and the professor could “lick my sack” if she’s unhappy about that. She was walking right behind us
and clearly heard.)

["Well, there goes that D-."]
skskok

12

Douchey guy: “Shut up, faggot. Haha, just kidding! We’re all friends
to shield himself.)

(trying to exert dominance — an insult followed by a “just kidding”

["No we're not. You didn't get the memo?" Or: "That's right, faggot! Faggot friends forever!"]
*oxk
“Have you read The Game? / Do you know who David Deangelo/Mystery is?”
(i.e. trying to expose you as a fakester or manipulator)
["A friend told me about it. It's pretty interesting stuff." Or: "No need. I wrote the book on seducing women."]
sksksk
“I’m out of your league, honey”
["The league of hot chicks?" Or: "Don't sell yourself short."]
Here are some other shit tests you may confront in your journey to pussyland, and ways to reply to them.
“I wasn’t talking to you.”
“Good thing. I can’t take much more boredom.”
“Are you a moron?”’
“Sorry, I'm not your type.”’
From a commenter: “400 guys emailed me on match.... why should I date you?”
“You 're right. Better stick to dating desperate men.” Or: “I cook a mean fried beer pocket.”
“We are two totally different people.”
“I know. I'm cool, and you're... [nod your head and raise your eyebrows confidentially] *
“Hey, you said the same thing to that other girl!”
“Nice job, stalker.”

“Do you always come on to girls like this?”

“Only the ones who deserve it.”
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“Why are you out alone?”
“So I don’t have to listen to my friends whine about me taking all the girls.”

“Oh, you’re one of *those* guys.”

“Your ex-boyfriend?”

“Don’t get the wrong idea.”

“You're a tranny?” Or: “Please, I'm not that type of guy. You ve gotta wine and dine me.”

“Do you like my new dress/shoes/jeans?”’

“It’s nice for handsewn.”

“What’s your deal?”

“I hit on special needs girls.” (Ok, not really recommended, but damned funny in the right scenario.)

“Is this the best you can do?”

“Right now? Yes.” Or: “I'm not inspired enough yet.”

Cheap And Easy Ways To Raise Your Value To A Girl

February 1,2011 by CH

Don’t call back right away. Done properly, you will start to hear girls say things like “I didn’t hear back from you. You were making me nervous!”
Never buy better gifts for her than the gifts she buys for you. (Occasionally, you will want to buy her a gift, you cheap fuck.)

Dress better than her on random, uneventful days. “Wow, you look spiffy today. What’s this for?”

Take frequent leaves of absence. Preferably international.

Drag your feet about introducing her to your friends and family. Just keep saying “Someday.” Your delaying tactic will earn bonus points if she has
already introduced you to her friends and family.

Never give her spare keys to your place.

Don’t live together. It’s much harder to project mystery living under the same roof, watching each other fold laundry every week. (Not to mention side
action will be more difficult to coordinate.)

Subtly acknowledge other girls flirting with you when you are out with her. An eye lock usually does the trick.

Don’t ask questions about her. (“Aren’t you going to ask how my trip went?”’) A high value man does not find the lives of others very interesting in
comparison to his own.

Get drunk without her.

Cancel dates. (Make the reason seem apparently legitimate, but suspicious.)

Show flashes of anger. She has to know you will never be a doormat.

Occasionally be emotionally distant. She has to think you mull the idea of leaving her.

Muse wistfully about past lovers.

Never take her on dinner dates before you’ve had sex with her.

Never agree to meet her friends before you’ve had sex with her.

Nerver spend more than the price of a few high alcohol content drinks on her before you’ve had sex with her.

Never do her a favor before you’ve had sex with her.

Always try to get her to do you a favor before you’ve had sex with her. (Compliance tests. These are the male version of shit tests.)

Never introduce her to anyone you know before you’ve had sex with her, unless its former hot girlfriends or friends who happen to be hot girls.
(Exception: If you have a known player buddy for a friend, make sure she sees you hanging out with him. This way, in the future, every time you
mention you are having a beer with him, her hamster will run the wheel off its axel.)

When you receive texts and phone calls in her company, never tell her who they’re from. If she asks, scold her for being a creepy eavesdropper.
Never laugh at her jokes, even when they’re funny. If you must, chuckle under your breath.

Password protect EVERYTHING.

Do not have a Facebook profile. If you do, it is filled with pics of you and an assortment of hot chicks. No exceptions.

On the morning of a first or second date with her, send her this cryptic text message: “Change of plans.” If she responds, do not reply. Give her the gift
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of fretting all afternoon. Two hours before the scheduled date time, text her again: “Meeting at [bar B] instead of [bar A].” She will breathe a huge
sigh of relief. If on the off chance she says she made other plans, don’t reply. The goal of nearly every communicative interaction with women in the
early stages of courtship is to keep their hamster spinning as much as possible.

When at her place, eat all her food, leave the seat up, change her TV channels, and torture her cat. Act like it’s your second home.

Do all of the above and you will be able to date women one to three points higher than you could be expected to get by societal standards. Do these to
a girlfriend and you will be a god to her. A god among penii.

When she sees you as a god, she is:

- less likely to stray

— more likely to do anal

— less likely to bitch and moan

— more likely to wear lingerie every day of the week
— less likely to dump or divorce you

— more likely to forgive your cheating

— less likely to make demands of you

—more likely to cater to your needs.

Does that sound good to you? Yes? Then get to artificially pumping up your status! Years of sacrifice in academia and the corporate world not needed.

Chicks Dig Jerks: Game Is Its Own Status

July 29, 2010 by CH

I love the chicks dig jerks series. Why? Because nothing better reveals the actual, instead of professed, sexual preferences of women than the real life
men they boff. And quite often these men are the bunghole of society.

Today’s installment would be frickin hilarious if it weren’t also so bloody violent. Eh, it’s still a knee slapper.

Two pretty girls enter the ring to fight over one thug wannabe. One girl will not leave, killed when the other girl stabbed her in the chest with a kitchen
knife and left her to die in the street.

It starts with a love triangle. Always best for bringing the drama.
He did it again, Sarah told her best friend.
Her boyfriend, Josh, kept saying she was the only one. He’d been telling her that the whole time they’d been together. More than a year.
But that day she found out he had been hanging out with his ex — this girl named Rachel.
All morning, while she suffered through school, Rachel was texting Sarah, boasting that Josh was with her. Again.
One of the leading indicators of alphaness is how many women fight over your asshole affections.
I’m so over it, Sarah said.
Maxim #73: When a girl emphatically insists she is so over you, she’s never been more into you.
He did it again, Rachel said.
Her boyfriend, Josh, had slept over the night before, then bolted. He swore he cared about her, but it didn’t feel that way.
Worst of all, she kept finding evidence that he was still seeing his ex — this girl named Sarah.
Playa gonna play!
For months, Rachel’s friends had been telling her to forget about Josh. She could have any guy she wanted.

It’s true. These pretty girls who pine for lowlife assholes have lots of choices in conventionlly defined high quality men. Yet they cling like baby
chimps to their jerk lovers. Wazzup wit dat, B?

Rachel and Sarah hated each other, saw each other as competition. But they were more alike than either would have liked to admit.

And more alike to a hundred million other women. Once you strip away the packaging and the cocktail party fluff, women are essentially
interchangeable. Players know this, which is why they swim in pussy while romantic idealists struggle to claim one overharvested plot of poon.

So who is this dashing Lothario the girls love with all their young hearts and open snatches? Meet Josh Camacho.
But the main thing Rachel and Sarah shared was Josh Camacho. [...]

Josh had curly hair, the color of coal, spilling across sculpted shoulders. Black eyes, a long nose, wide lips curled into a sneer. His dark
jeans hung low on his slim hips. He stood about 5 feet 5, but walked with the swagger of a bigger man.

Josh loved posing for cell phone portraits: flexing his biceps, waving a gun, showing off the tattoo that arcs across his back in inch-high
Gothic letters: CAMACHO.

While seeing both Sarah and Rachel, Josh kept up a relationship with a third teenager, a girl he called “my baby mama.” They’d had a son
together. He spent time with the baby but didn’t pay child support.

For a while, in high school, Josh cooked at Chick-fil-A and Pollo Tropical. But after graduation, he didn’t go to college, didn’t have a
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steady job or a car.

Chick-fil-A! That’s high status, ladies.

Here is a photo of the three lovebirds:

So what does this guy bring to the table? Let’s see...

Good looks? Not really. He’s got the skinny man six pack going for him, though. And of course the... ahem... exotic allure.
Money? Nope.

Job status? No.

Social status? Not any societally approved status. But he does have multiple women chasing him, which is a powerful form of social status. In fact, the
most powerful kind.

Fame? Not when this was going down. But now he’s been preselected through the roof! Go long on his future lay rate.
Kindness, emotional support, and domestic chore splitting? No, no and fuck no.

Looks to me like this guy doesn’t offer women much of anything, if we go by what women — and the entire cultural apparatus — tell us that men
should be offering them. But wait, there’s more. Here is what Sendr Camacho *does* bring to the table:

A cocky smirk. Slay lady, slay.

A righteous tattoo. Because how better to advertise your reproductive fitness than a self-referential tribute etched into your back?

A cool, unflustered demeanor. He knows the pussy is coming, so why sweat it?

And game. Oh yes, my friends, this kid has got game, and got it good. Keep reading for a prime example.

A lot of doubters of the efficacy of game insist that game is a charade that only works in the short term to fool women, and that women will eventually
figure out the man doesn’t have “real” high status. Stories like this put the lie to that thinking. Game is its own status; the mere application of game is
a demonstration of status, and not just a proxy for status. A cocky smirk and a devil-may-care attitude is as much real male status as a big bankroll.
Often, it’s higher status. See: Mark Zuckerberg. This loser thug gets more and higher quality — yes, HIGHER QUALITY — pussy than a fucking
billionaire.

And the continual application of game causes it to become second nature, an unthinking process, so that it is no longer a deliberate mimicking of the
alpha traits women love but an extension of a man’s nature. Josh Camacho may have been born with some natural game, but undoubtedly his first
successes with women reinforced whatever latent confidence he had, and the smirk that started as an affect soon became a subconscious reflection of

his weighty ballsack and supercharged ego. Game will do the same for any man; the successes with women build on each other until your alpha pose
isn’t a pose anymore. The opposite is also true: continual failures with women will build on each other until the latent, baby beta in you grows and

consumes your soul.

Conclusion: if you want to nail good-looking women as efficiently as possible, and to keep them around fighting for your attention, start with learning
game.

Game/charisma — One to six months to begin seeing results.

Money — Five to fifty years to earn enough to make a difference in attracting women.

High status professional career — Four to twelve years slogging through academia for the proper credentials.

Fame — Infinitesimally low odds.

Good looks — Luck. Or plastic surgery (see: money).

It’s a no-brainer.

Furthermore, if you want to bang the HOTTEST babes, learn uncaring asshole game. The hotter the girl, the more she will tingle for an unrepentant

asshole. Corollary: if you want to date haggard cougars who’ve been plunged like a backed up toilet for twenty years and would settle for any old
kind-hearted beta to help them raise their bastard spawn, then skip the asshole game. It’s overkill.

What was it about Josh that was so alluring? What made the girls swoon and dream of him at night and exclaim their undying love and tell their
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friends and family that “He’s special. You don’t see what I see in him” and stab a competitor in the heart in a jealous rage?
Well, here’s a telling glimpse at the source of his power:

Sarah texted Josh.1:06 p.m.: “Whatever Josh, you get so mad at me for everything but you don’t give a shit when she puts something up
or says something. You always believe her.”

1:08 p.m. “It’s like no matter what I do she’s always that much better.”

1:13 p.m. “All we fight about is her or something that has to do with her, and it sucks. I hate fighting with you . . . I love you so much, but
this shit hurts.”

Hours passed. Sarah tried again.
6:36 p.m. “You say you love me, but you don’t even have the decency to text me back?”
Finally, at 8:02 p.m., Josh typed, “Bring the movies.”
“Bring the movies.” Step aside, Skittles Man, there’s a new kid in town — Bring the Movies Man. This kid has mastered laconic text game.
Overgaming man should take note. In the future, whenever I hit a stumbling block with a woman I’m trying to bed, I’ll remember the philosophy of
“bring the movies”, and instantly my game will tighten and my ladykiller attitude will reassert itself.
Damn this chick isn’t calling me back? Wait... bring the movies!
Three dates and we still haven't banged... bring the movies!
How do I reply to this weird text from her? Bring the movies!
She’s trying to make me jealous by flirting with another guy. Bring the movies!

She refuses to do anal. Bring the movies!

What else did Josh Camacho have going for him that girls found irresistible? He understood female psychology, and used that knowledge to his
adavantage.

“When a teenage girl feels another girl is intruding on her territory, when she feels someone is disrespecting her, those are the things that
upset them most.”

Josh Camacho may have understood this. Though he later denied saying it, his girlfriends remember him declaring, “If you love me,
you’ll fight for me.”

Is this manipulation? Or romance? Whichever it is, in-demand girls can’t get enough of it.

Sarah was her dad’s sidekick. He took her to karate classes, Lightning games, Keith Urban concerts. She rode beside him in his cab,
blaring the radio, singing country songs.

“Sarah loved to sing and dance,” said Danielle Eyermann, her friend since preschool. “She was always making up these crazy moves,
pretending she was Britney Spears.”

Sarah also loved the cock of badboys. Like most hot chicks.
What I just wrote above is harsh, but necessary. The sugar and spice veneer needs to be stripped to the knotted wood below. Fathers across America
need to understand what motivates their blossoming daughters, what primal forces shape their decisions and their reckless impertinence. For without
that understanding, many parents will continue being hoodwinked by the predators in the weeds. And the predator isn’t who they think it is...
it’s their own daughters’ ids.

“[Sarah] just fell in love with [Josh Camacho], right then,” Amber said.

He said his name was Josh. Soon, he would be a senior at Pinellas Park High.

Two months later, Sarah told her parents she wasn’t sure she still wanted to be a veterinarian.

She didn’t know what she wanted to do, really. Except transfer to Pinellas Park.

Feminists wept. And yet, I’m sure they’ll find some way to rationalize the patriarchy for being at fault of dashing this young girl’s career dreams.
Must be stereotype threat, or something.

Josh’s command of game is obivous:

Josh and Sarah flirted through the summer. But that fall at Pinellas Park High, he would hardly acknowledge her. He would just cut his
eyes at her, Amber said, tip his chin.

In November, they finally got together. But even then, “he would never hold her hand or walk with her, claim her in front of other
people,” Amber said. “When they were alone, he was all over her.”

PDA is beta. Josh understood this.
Everyone said Josh was Sarah’s first kiss, her first boyfriend, her first everything. He made her feel beautiful, like she mattered.
But her friends were worried. The first sign was when Sarah started wearing pants. Sarah always wore shorts. Even in winter.

“Josh didn’t want other guys to see her legs,” Amber said. “He started telling her who she could hang out with, who she could talk to.”
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Chicks like to be led by men with psychosocial dominance. Josh understood this.
Sarah started spending all her time with Josh. She was so scared of losing him that she was losing herself.

Chicks love the drama of unstable relationships. Josh understood this.

Josh saw himself as tough and streetwise. Sarah pretended she was too. On her cell phone, she stored photos of Josh apparently smoking
pot, Josh waving a gun. She downloaded hip-hop songs like Stop Callin’ Me and Chopped N Skrewed.

Chicks love men with strong identities. Josh understood this.
Where was Sarah’s father in all this?

She begged her dad for a pit bull. “You gotta be joking!” he remembers saying. He referred to Josh as “the rat.” He kept telling her, “That
boy is no good.”

“But she was in love,” Charlie Ludemann said. “You can’t do nothing about a teenage girl in love.”

“The rat”. Pretty accurate description. Ok, so the father was aware the kid was a loser. But he sounds stupid — “can’t do nothing” — so it’s likely he
didn’t have the brainpower to figure out a plan of action. Too bad, because there is something you can do about your teen daughter in love with a
badboy...

You can ritualistically humiliate him in front of her. Nothing drains the passion from a girl’s love faster than a public diminution in her lover’s status.
Let’s see if the father took my advice:

He couldn’t keep Sarah away from Josh, so he invited Josh over for dinner, took him to ball games. To keep an eye on him.

“Don’t let nothing happen to her,” he said.

Nope. Instead, he elevated the kid’s status and welcomed him into the family. Dumbass. So how’d that “don’t let nothing happen to her”” work out for
you, pops?

Sarah had never been in any kind of trouble, but now that started to change.

In the first six months she was with Josh, police interviewed her six times, all over public confrontations. She and Josh screamed at each
other at intersections. Yelled at Josh’s baby mama in the parking lot of the movies. Once, Sarah said Josh had punched her in the face and
he admitted it. Her parents wanted her to press charges, but Sarah wouldn’t.

Chicks fall in love with men who hit them ALL THE TIME. It’s the dirtiest little secret about female psychology that the feminists try so desperately
to keep hidden from public consciousness. I’m not surprised Sarah balked at pressing charges.

The next time her name was in a police report, Rachel’s was in it too.
Cat fights are sexy until someone’s pierced heart is spurting blood onto the street.
Soon a comment appeared under Rachel’s post. It suggested that Josh had “found better.”
It was from Sarah.
The biggest misogynists are other women.
Sarah didn’t feel she was worthy of Josh. Without a job or a car, how could she compete? Plus, she told her friends, she still had a curfew!
Rachel is so much prettier, she thought.
But she had already given everything to this guy — her senior year, her heart, her virginity. If he didn’t want her anymore, who would?
Rachel was cocky. How could Josh want anyone else? Look at her, she had her own car, her own apartment.
She was so much prettier than Sarah.

Camacho was playing these two girls like a fiddle. Master game. And all it required was an aloof attitude, an amused demeanor, and a terse
communication style.

About 11 p.m., the time Sarah was supposed to be home, she and Josh were playing Wii at his sister’s house when headlights pierced the
windows.

Josh recognized the car: Rachel’s red Saturn.
“Now I know why you’re not talking to me — because you got her,” Rachel texted Josh.
“That’s right,” typed Josh.

Alpha. No apology, no dissembling. If you thought that would turn off the girl, you thought wrong. The Betas of the Month winners could learn from
this kid.

It’s a wonder [Camacho] had the dexterity: By then, he later admitted, he had thrown back five vodka shots and smoked seven White Owl
blunts of marijuana.

“I don’t like you no more. Why are you down this street? Go home.”
I think I’ve ably proved the point of this post. To go on would be torture for the pretty lie pissants. I’ll just end on this game-unrelated note:
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America is doomed. Way to go, progressive elites. GOOD JOOOOORB.

Chronicles Of A 21st Century Bachelor

February 25, 2009 by CH

“Wait, just let me grab my phone.”

She leaned over my lap, arching her back so her round ass was sticking up in the air. Her jeans were skin tight. “That’s a funny ringtone you’ve got.”
She looked back at me coyly, holding her phone loosely in one hand. “What do you think?”

“Of what?”

“This.” She wiggled her rump. “You like my ass?”

“It’s juicy.” I rested my hand on one cheek, proud of myself that I didn’t have to lie about the quality of her ass.
“MMmmm. Would you like to spank me?”

I gave her a playful spank, making sure to hit both cheeks at once. spank.

“Oh, yeees.” Her eyes were closed. “Hi, Mom.... no, I’'m fine... I’'m at Amanda’s. Yes, Amanda’s... YES! Yeah.”

“You’re talking to your Mom?!”

“Bye!” Her ass scooted up a little more. “She’s always so worried about me. Spank me again?”

spank.

“MMmmmMMMmmm... uh huhh agaaaain...”

spank spank spank.

“Wo000. Do you like hitting my ass?”

“It’s acceptable.” SPANK. SPANK.

“Oh wow, that feels good. I like it when you hit me harder.” Her hips were grinding mechanically. “Keep going. Hit as hard as you like.”
I hauled off on her ass. SPANK... SPANK!

“MM MM MM!” Humid warmth radiated from her crotch. “Harder harder please please please.”

“Did I say you could talk?” I was throwing myself into the absurd unfolding scene. “I’ll be the judge of how hard I hit you.”
“Yes, siiiir!” she chirped. She was considerably younger than me.

Spank spank spank spank. Her phone rang again.

“Hi... yeah, I'm OK...” She spoke more words into the phone. “Okaaaay... *sigh*... I’ll call you later.”

“Your Mom?”

“No, my brother. He’s just checking up on me.” She smiled wistfully. “I love them so much.”

A stimulus package of sadistic contempt surged through my veins. I really wanted to inflict pain on this chick. “That’s... sweet.” I stretched my arm
behind my head like a pitcher preparing to throw a fastball and sent it hurtling, open-palmed, as fast and as hard as I could into her fleshy bottom.

WHACK!!

“Unghnuu.. uh huhhhh.... oh god....” Did she just come? “Do you want to use something on me?”
“Stop talking.” WHACK WHACK WHACK WHACK WHACK WHACK WHACK.

“Oh oh oh oh... my god... leave a mark.”

“Get off.” I pushed her off my lap and walked into the kitchen to retrieve a big metal spoon. From my bedroom her phone rang with its annoyingly
quirky ringtone.

“*words words words*... yes, Mom, I promise... Ok, everything is FINE. OK! I love you too. Bye.”

I walked into my bedroom. She was naked on my bed, on all fours, her ass turned toward me. She looked over her shoulder at me. “I’m waiting.”
“Your Mom again??”

“Oh... yeah. She calls, like, 15 times a night. She doesn’t trust me.” She started drawing invisible figure eights in the air with her arched buttocks.
“15 times? Does she know you’re here?”

“HA! No way, I told her I’m at a friend’s. Come here. I want more spankings.”

I revealed the metal spoon I had been hiding behind my back.
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“Oh oh that’s really going to hurt isn’t it?”” She didn’t sound afraid.

THWWWWAAACK!
“OWW, fuck.”

THWACK THWACK THWACK THWACK. 1 tossed the spoon and resumed hitting her with my hand. SPANK SPANK SPANK SPANK
SPANK................. WHACK! Beads of sweat formed on my forehead. I was giving it everything I had. The sadism was strong in me.

“Oooh shiiiit... gguuuuhhhhh....” Her legs quivered. I could see red marks on both cheeks, even through the dark of the room and the light brown
color of her skin. Her labia glistened with pussy juice. I looked at my palm and saw it was moist.

*ring ring ring*

“Wow, your phone... again.” It was her Mom. I spanked her while she reassured her Mom once more that she was at Amanda’s. There was no doubt
in my mind her Mom heard the crack of my palm against her daughter’s exposed butt cheeks. She did nothing to stop me.

“Yes, Mom.”
WHACK!

“Ok, Mom, I know.”
SPANK!

“I love you too.”
CRACK!

“Bye!”
THAAAAWACK!

“Give it to me!” I positioned my cock (I had slipped a rubber on while spanking her) at the entrance of her hole and teased the lips apart with the tip.
“I’m scared. Go easy, please. Please.” Scared? | wondered to myself if she was a virgin. No way. Way?

I pounded her from behind so hard, so violently, that I knocked her halfway off the bed. Her head and shoulders were dangling over the side. With
each mighty reverberating thrust her head banged against the floor. Cataclysmic release.

*ring ring ring*

“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me.” It had been ten minutes since the last call.

“Hiii. No I’m fiiiine. Seriously. Everything’s OK. OK ok ok. YES, I will let you know. Alright! Don’t upset Mom. Thanks. Ok Bye.”
“Lemme guess. Brother again?”’

“I have to go.”

“Problem?”

“My brother has, like, this special GPS thing on his phone. He can track where I am by my phone.”

“I see.”

“He probably already knows where I'm at right now.”

“Um. Yeah. Interesting.”

“I should go. He could be on his way here.”

“Fantastic. Are you for real?”

“I don’t know for sure, but he could be coming here.”

“Well then, let’s get you out of here. Metro is straight down Calvert. Go two lights. You could try a cab, too.”
“Sooorrrry... oh god, I can’t find my shoe.”

“It’s here.” I tossed her the black stiletto. “Hey, I’ve got one question.”

“What?” She smiled earnestly at me.

“What does your Dad do for a living?”

“He’s a physician.”

“Huh, a doctor.”

“Well, a physician.”
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“And your Mom?”

“She’s a physician too.”

“Nice. Do you have a pillow on your bed that says ‘The princess sleeps here’?”

“Ha ha! I should!”

As she walked out my door, her ridiculous quirky ringtone pierced the air. “Hi, Mom........

I deleted her number in the morning.

Common Mistakes You Will Make While Learning Game

February 16, 2012 by CH

There is a cottage industry of anti-game, pro-feminist beta males who elaimed-te tried to learn the crimson arts but failed before seeing results. I
suspect what happened to most of them is that they encountered some setbacks on their journey to higher quality, higher frequency poon, but instead
of taking lessons from their losses they gave up and turned their frustration outward, against game and its advocates. What doomed them was a
combination of defeatism, a lower than average starting suite of attractiveness traits, and unrealistic expectations of what game could accomplish for
them.

Let me say, then, that I acknowledge their impotent rage. Most men who aren’t naturals will experience growing pains in their efforts to improve their
game and success with women. I have seen all manner of mistakes made by recovering betas (and omegas) determined to increase their attractiveness
to women. There is nothing unique or unsolvable about these common newbie game mistakes. If you are a beta starting out with game, you owe it to
yourself to anticipate that you will experience the same setbacks that bedevil millions of men just like you traveling the same path of redemption.
Anticipating mistakes means it will be a challenge to disappoint yourself, and your fortitude with thus be strengthened.

What follows is a list of the typical learning curve mistakes that men make while trying to become more charismatic ladykillers. I have pulled a couple
of these boners myself, so don’t think there is a man alive who is immune to the occasional beta backslide once in a while.

Excitable Boy Syndrome

You’re pumped up for the night. Your face is flushed, your body is wired and your smile is a mile wide. You knocked out a three set of bicep curls
just before hitting the clubs. You’re an approach machine. Look at you go! You’re so high on life and the possibilities of your newfound game
knowledge that you forgot to remember chicks dig a man with state control. Chicks most definitely do not dig a hyperactive spaz. Don’t worry, soldier
of seduction. The world is not going to run out of women tonight.

Overeager Reaction To Her Crumbs Of Interest

Your game has evolved to the point where you’re starting to get positive reactions from women. She touches your arm or pays you a genuine
compliment or strokes her hair and beams ear to ear after you teased her. Pleasantly surprised and brimming with the sort of runaway horniness that
has been fooled is on the cusp of being relieved, you respond with overeager gratitude, flattery and excessively loud laughter. Her brief window of
kindness and flirty interest has opened your beta floodgates. You forget everything you learned and revert to the watery-eyed supplication of your
puppy crushing preteen self. You push too hard for a romantic resolution, and you become outcome dependent. You know that old saying “Act like
you’ve been there before”? Take it to heart. Chicks really do prefer men who don’t get too excited by female attention. Mystery called this attitude
“active disinterest”, and that’s as good a description as any.

Fumble In The Red Zone

Your game has been smooth as silk. She’s standing with you on the sidewalk, a few kisses have transpired, and now you’re faced with the very real
prospect that she’s ready to go home with you tonight. But the realization of this — the prospect that you may achieve your goal — freezes you.
Instead of leading her to her exquisite doom with unstoppable confidence, you mumble something about maybe, possibly, seeing some band next
week that you heard was good, your hands stuffed deep in your pockets. Her face slackens into disappointment. Your reward? A cavalcade of
unanswered text messages and grotesque ponderings asking yourself “where did it all go wrong?”.

Overplayed Hand Syndrome

Wow! She really lit up when you dropped that neg! And look how she reacts so well to your cocky teasing. You can’t believe what you’re seeing.
Game works!, you say to yourself. So more game must work more!, you answer in reply to yourself. You start dropping C&F on her like it’s going out
of style. Slowly, or maybe not so slowly, you notice she’s not laughing as much, not opening her body to you, and not tilting her head to expose her
vulnerable neck to you. She’s turtling fast, and now she’s glancing around the room. You captured her interest, and she wanted you to follow up with a
deeper connection. An emotional bonding that would have added dimensions to your personality. But you responded with more of the same happy-go-
lucky douchery. Game is not a hammer; it’s a scalpel. Use it as such.

Say Anything Stupid Syndrome

Every man fears it: getting stuck with nothing to say. This fear issues from a place of pedestalization. “If I don’t say something witty right now to
break this awkward silence, I will lose her.” So in his beta haste he overcompensates by spitting out a jumble of small talk at best, and vibe-killing
self-deprecation at worst. When you have nothing to say, the best response is to... say nothing. Let silence be your ally. 90% of the time, a woman
confronted with a man’s silence will restart the conversation herself. Once she does that, the seduction script is flipped, and she becomes the chaser,
uncontrollably instilling you with higher value. Women who don’t restart the conversation are not invested enough in you, and you may take that as a
signal to move on.

Easy Discouragement Syndrome

You’ve arrived. You haven’t started talking to any girls yet. A cute girl sits near you with her friend. You suck in air deep, preparing to deliver your
opener. As you turn to face them, you notice across the room a very good-looking guy juggling the interest of three adoring women. Discouraged, you
hold your tongue and nurse your drink, alone, for the next three hours. You mumble something about game not working because you can never
compete with men like that. Self-satisfied that your failures are thus justified and irredeemable, you slink home while a man who looks about like you
do begins making out with a girl at a different bar in the city tonight. I hope I don’t have to spell out the moral of this story.
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Stubborn Refusal To Adapt Spergitude

You’ve just dropped an inspired DHV routine on her. But for some inexplicable reason, she hasn’t responded the way you thought she would. The
way so many others did. Boredom snakes across her face. You get flustered. “What do I do now??” Instead of changing course to something that
might prove more fruitfully engaging for her, you continue blasting at her bunker with permutations of your nigh-invulnerable DHV story, hoping that
some new way of saying this or that sentence will be the key to her heart. As an aspie beta nerd with stubborn mule tendencies, you are a victim of
your emotional straitjacketing. Learn to adapt in the field by trying new things on the fly. Don’t be afraid to abandon a conversational trail that has
gone stale. I’ve seen it so many times — men who stubbornly fix to a line of thought when the girl is moving the conversation in a new direction. The
best seducers are masters of opportunistic conversational hijacking, and will lead and follow a girl’s train of thought simultaneously.

Apologia The Destroya

Incoming shit test! Thankfully, with your encyclopedic game knowledge, you know how to disarm it. But wait... she didn’t get that faux shocked,
slightly horny look on her face when you slapped down her attempt to belittle you. No, she’s didn’t take your reply well. Another shit test, a nastier
one, flies your way. Your brain starts filling up with self-doubt and second-guessing, and instead of nimbly swiping her second shit test aside, you
begin apologizing — in so many words — for your impudence. Ughh. Game over, man! You let your wimpy, trembling beta id out for a stroll in the
daylight. She took one look at the poor benighted creature and her fangs and claws were bared for the kill. Expect that you will occasionally have to
deal with nasty bitches with zero tolerance for weakness in men. It comes with the territory. Knowing this, you will be better prepared to avoid getting
entrapped by a woman’s betatization program.

Common Pickup Mistakes Men Make

July 7,2010 by CH
Complain

Those two guys from the Independence Day post were swapping complaints about the ratio of girls at the venue. Little did they know, the two women
they would eventually approach overheard their bitching. “Let’s get out of here. There’s nothing going on. There are no chicks.” Then, on a dime,
they switched on their happy faces when they noticed the girls and decided to hit on them.

There are two problems with this seemingly innocuous behavior. One, bitching and moaning will infect the positive attitude you need to properly
seduce women. Even if you are a pro at altering your demeanor to suit your company, the simple act of verbalizing a negative feeling can subtly
influence your facial openness and attitude. Highly feminine and intuitive girls can pick up on that.

Two, and more importantly, you don’t want women you’ve yet to meet getting ringside seats to your dr. jekyll mr. hyde facade. File this under
incongruency. When a woman overhears you complaining about the ratio (and more women can hear what you say in their proximity than you might
imagine), and then gets introduced to your smiley, good times self, she’s going to register the disconnect. Why start a pickup attempt unnecessarily
handicapped?

I suppose PUA gurus would call this “being in state”.
Argue

Men get argumentative. “Why would you root for Uruguay and against your own country?” This is often a fatal error. Women do not like to argue
(barring the exceptions that loiter this internet outpost). Women like to win arguments; they just don’t like the process of arguing to achieve the
satisfying win. Men argue because it is a natural part of our being — as natural as farting loudly and laughing in triumph. So men tend to project their
comfort with arguing onto the women with whom they interact. Remember, projection is a cognitive bias of both sexes, (though a more frequent
failing of women.)

Men may think that by arguing with women they are demonstrating alpha characteristics like masculinity, boldness, and assertiveness, but what
women usually think of argumentative men is that they are annoying, bitter, and tingle-killing. Save the arguing for ugly or otherwise unavailable
bitches you aren’t trying to bed.

Confuse Aggressiveness for Cockiness

Similar to the above, men have a bad habit of confusing male-centric aggression for female-centric appreciation of cocky indifference. This is
commonly referred to as the overplayed neg, and happens when one has crossed the threshold from seductive backhanded compliment to vaj-
shriveling awkward insult. The two men who accused the women of being “anti-American” are good examples of men who fell victim to this typically
male foible. They probably thought they were being edgily attractive, but instead their edginess thudded heavily like a lead weight.

The overplayed neg is the bane of game acolytes everywhere, and it is why so many newbies give up and turn against the only solution that can give
them hope. Once the neg is mastered, though, a whole world of delights opens up. A better way to neg the anti-American women and display
superiority without off-putting hubris is by leavening the insult with charm. For instance:

WOMAN 2: I wouldn’t have rooted for America.

THE DEVIL IN UR DREAMS: That’s weird. Are you a Uruguayan spy?

WOMAN 2: Haha, I just think America isn’t as good at soccer. They don’t really deserve to win.
THE DEVIL IN UR DREAMS: Uruguay does not deserve a spy as amateur as you.

When I was applying myself to learning game material, David DeAngelo’s Cocky/Funny series had a big impact on me. As he stressed, you can’t
have the cocky without the funny. The two go together to form a perfect union of seductive prowess. Cockiness alone conveys arrogance, the stink of
the man trying too hard to impress or dominate. Funny alone is the province of the class clown, the entertainment monkey. But fuse them, and you
have an attitude that is irresistible to women. Add a 10" cock and it’s game over, maaan, game oveeer!

Leave in a Huff

What’s worse than getting rejected? Getting rejected and giving the girl the satisfaction of knowing her rejection got to you. I can’t tell you how many
men [’ve observed get blown out and then leave the scene of the accident with a parting insult or a noticeable sulk in their body language. Why would
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you treat some random chick worth no more than a humid summer day’s condensation on a single short and curly to the pleasure of your petty
meltdown? The best response to a rejection is no response. Say goodbye as if you were parting company with a gas station attendant.

Maxim #45: Before sex, no girl you are attracted to is important enough to merit an emotional reaction should the pickup attempt turn bad.

Contraption

February 17, 2009 by CH

I didn’t bother unhooking her bra. I never do anymore. I pulled it off her like a t-shirt. As I’m squeezing her boobs (and taking a mental note of her
remaining “years-to-sag” based on a complicated formula I devised involving underside crease length, armpit spillover when prone, and depth of
press), I glance over at her bedside table and notice an unusual object illuminated by the thrift shop lamp. It was a huge, purple vibrator — the luxury
model, by the looks of it — with ridges and nubs and hooks and multiple arms sticking out from it, like a saguaro cactus.

JrizofaPlants.com

I’m pretty sure there was even a scrolling LED screen. It sat there nonchalantly like a potted plant, or a paperweight. Wow, this is embarrassing, 1
thought. She forgot to put it away. It was so large and ridiculous that I had to interrupt our foreplay to ask her about it.

“Um, that’s quite a contraption you have over there. Just... laying out.”

“Oh yeah, that’s my little toy.” She didn’t sound embarrassed. “I use it every Sunday to masturbate. I can cum ten times with that baby.”
“Ten times? Straight through, or spread out over the day?”

“Like, within an hour or so0.”

“Yeah. Impressive.” I tried to figure why her naughty “secret” wasn’t more titillating to me. Back when I was 18 this sort of discovery would have
been exciting. Oh, yeah, 1 would have thought, This chick is kinky! She’s gonna do all sorts of crazy shit in bed! Now that I’'m older and more
discerning of women I sleep with, a giant purple saguaro vibrator staring at me from across the room doesn’t make me more turned-on by the woman
who uses it. In fact, just the opposite. I lower my estimation of her as a worthy girl in whom I would be happy to take out on creative, exciting dates.
Ladies, this is what a man thinks of you when he notices your purple saguaro and you don’t seem fazed by him discovering it:

1. novelty seeking (slut)

2. sexually adventurous (slut)

3. horny all the time (slut)

4. unconcerned about men’s opinions of her (good god, what a slut)

Now 1 — 3 aren’t problems if the girl possesses reasonable degrees of those urges, or if you’re just looking for an uncomplicated fling. You don’t want
to hitch your weenie wagon to a frigid ice queen. Number 4 is a flashing red light that she is a cheating whore at heart. Any girl who can’t be bothered
to take the two seconds worth of effort to hide her absurd sex toys when a man comes over is a girl who won’t think twice about cheating on you.
Even if most girls aren’t delicate, precious chaste creatures, you at least want the girl you are dating to pretend like she is and acknowledge your
opinion of her matters — and one thing that matters very much to guys, even if they won’t admit it to the girl’s face, is that the girl he is with isn’t the
town orifice. Men want their women, at a bare minimum, to take token stabs at modesty. It’s endearing to us and suggests you will be worth keeping
around. We don’t want women to embrace their sluttiness as if it were a postmodern badge of honor. A good woman understands this and heeds

a man’s romantic sensibilities.
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The trick for men is finding a balance in women between unrepressed sexuality and faithful frigidity. Too much of the former = cumguzzling slut. Too
much of the latter = blue balls. A proudly displayed purple saguaro says “I’m a slut, and you’ll like it.”

I’ve found that the more power I acquire over women, the pickier I’'m becoming. I won’t call back a girl who has a purple saguaro on her nightstand.
This choosiness has strengthened my character. I’m a better man for it.

Contrast Is King

May 12,2010 by CH
Was sent this photo, with the following message:

“First I saw the two barking rats, then I saw the guy walking them. Talk about an odd pairing! The dude had tattoos on his skull, and looked tough.
Not like the herb or homo I thought he would be. And there he is, with two runty toy dogs. One of the dogs walked like it had a cucumber up its ass.”

This is an excellent example of someone defying expectations. Does anyone doubt this dude gets laid like gangbusters? I bet his idea of a brothel is the
local dog park. And he pays in cloyingly cute toy poodle dollars.

I’ve written before about how important contrast is to your game. Contrast, like its social dynamics cousins vulnerability game and being
unpredictable, is a status signal of alphaness. When women see a man defy convention, or wantonly fuck around with societal expectation, they think
“Oh, he must be an alpha, because only an alpha could risk stepping out of line like that.” Or when they hear a man reveal a potentially status
damaging vulnerability at odds with his image of strength, they think “He must be really alpha to confess his fear of parrots.”

No, seriously, that’s the way women think. Subconsciously, at least.

Contrast game is also a variety of handicap game, a powerful technique for subcommunicating genetic superiority. Like bright, heavy plumage on a
peacock, tattoos signal that a man is so genetically fit (and symmetrical) that he can afford the risk to his health and looks that getting inked with
needles will mean for him. Skull tattoo dude in the above photo actually has a double handicap whammy advertising his alpha genetic fitness — he’s
enduring both the disfigurement of tattoos *and* the public humiliation of walking two gay ass pooches. (I bet he’s telling the other dude to be careful
where he steps.)

How powerful a psychological mindfuck is contrast? Two words:
Susan Boyle.
That ugly broad got on stage and, in the teeth of a hostile, pitying audience, sang the shit out of “I Dreamed A Dream”. Result? Standing ovation, tears

flowing like a river, and eight million copies of her debut album sold in the first six weeks. For a more recent example of the contrast phenomenon,
check out this video of Janey Cutler, the 80 year old singer who elicits the same reaction from an audience expecting something entirely different.

That, my friends, is the awesome power of contrast. Now imagine what it can do for your notch count.
So, you ask, how do I translate this theme of contrast into practical game advice? I can offer a few suggestions.

¢ Ifyou’re meeting a girl for a dinner after work, and you’re in a business suit, take her to your favorite dive bar or hipster joint after the dinner.
She’ll be pleasantly surprised that a professional such as yourself feels just at home in a dump as in a fancy restaurant. (Note: You really
shouldn’t be taking girls you haven’t fucked to fancy restaurants.)

¢ Does she think your political views are antiquated? Good. Now take her out to a progressive-oriented art show filled with pseudointellectual
revolutionary crackpots. She’ll start to wonder what else about you she doesn’t know.

¢ Speak streetwise, but occasionally drop a big word in your conversation. Intellectual dominance is to smart chicks like physical dominance is to
prole chicks.

¢ Ifyou’re a very masculine man, peacock with a feminine accessory, like an ornate bracelet or an earring. If you’re naturally foppish, try wearing
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masculine accessories, like a big honking watch or combat boots.

e Approach a girl like a typical beta, asking her innocuous questions about how she likes living in the city. Once you have lulled her into an
anhedonic stupor, hit her with a neg. Consider her look of surprise a step closer to intimacy.

¢ Did you meet a girl online and tell her about your starched shirt job? Then show up to the date wearing something boldly stylish. Her mind will
race with thoughts of a secret life you’re hiding from her.

¢ Similarly, if you’re a suit-wearing type of guy, a well-placed tattoo on the inner forearm can do wonders to stir excitement. Just manufacture an
excuse to roll up your sleeves, and watch her eyes light up.

¢ Regale her with adventure stories that are completely at odds with her image of you. For instance, if you’re an accountant, mention the time you
spent in the Congo with the little-known aid group Accountants Without Borders, and how you budgeted the goats for the local village.

e Talk about how you voted for George Bush, then give a buck to a homeless bum you happen to pass by while walking with her. (Alternatively,
you could reverse this sequence if you want to crush the girl’s hopes. After sucking up to her no-doubt SWPLian worldview, offhandedly
announce after sex how you recently joined the NRA “to get some shootin’ practice for the big game animals you like to hunt”.)

Contrast is the reason why ugly guys can sometimes do better with women than handsome guys. A handsome man is expected to have his act together
in all other ways; in comparison, nothing much is expected of ugly men. So an ugly man who spits tight game will pleasantly surprise a woman while
a good looking man with game will simply confirm what she already believed to be true. And when it comes to making an impression on women,
which man do you think she’ll remember more? That’s right, the man who surprised her out of her lazy thinking.

All humans want to be fascinated. Kurt Cobain had it right — here we are now, entertain us. Men are entertained by tits, ass and face. Women are
entertained by male charisma and psychosocial savviness. They want to be kept on their toes, forever wondering what kind of man you are. Defying a
woman’s expectations is the equivalent of a big-boobed woman taking off her sweater and shoving her cleavage in a man’s face. Her fond memory of
you will linger well into the next day.

Curiosity, Women And Game

May 3,2010 by CH
Thursday left a link in the comments to this study showing that couples who do fun and exciting things together have happier marriages.

Mediation by closeness, which had not been directly tested before, integrates central aspects of the self-expansion model. Specifically, it suggests that
excitement in relationships facili- tates or makes salient closeness, which in turn promotes satis- faction in the long term. Indeed, closeness may
promote satisfaction via other mechanisms known to be associated with promoting satisfaction over time, such as perceived partner re- sponsiveness,
transformation of motivation, commitment, com- munal norms, positive illusions, and trust.

Regarding application, these findings show directly, for the first time, that not only conflicts, but also simple boredom, can shape relationships over
the long term. Given that short-term experiments demonstrate that couples can reduce boredom with shared exciting activities, the present findings
suggest that benefits may be substantial and long lasting, for both husbands and wives and across racial groups—pointing to easy-to-im- plement
potential additions to educational, marital preparation, and enrichment programs, and a possible supplementary tool for marital counselors. Thus, as
has been found in many other do- mains, increasing rewards may matter as much or more than reducing costs; or, in more contemporary terms, it may
be im- portant to focus not just on eliminating negatives, but also on enhancing positives.

This study simply confirms what game practitioners already know: curiosity is a leading indicator of alphaness. Women are drawn to the curious man.
Semantically substitute “passion ” for “curiosity”” and it becomes clearer why. A man satisfied with his little corner of the world is a boring man.
Forget what women say about short men, or ugly men, or old men — the true tingle killer is boredom. A short, ugly, old man with genuine curiosity
about the world and people around him can hit well out of his league.

Like most other personality traits, the distribution of curiosity is Gaussian. At one extreme are men like Roosh who are so curious about their place in
the world they are willing to leave their homeland and careers to spend years in foreign countries with strange people who speak a strange language.
At the other extreme are the semi-vegetative zombies and autisitic cases who need an unchanging daily routine just to function. In the vast middle lie
the average everyday incurious Joes... happy with their lives, content to clock in their eight hours, come home to a cold brew, a warm dinner and a
kiss from the wife, and occasionally take the family sightseeing in the countryside. Oh, and once in a while go crazy and try a new brand of beer.

Curiosity can exist along many metrics. Travel isn’t the only sign of a curious mind. A man who reads voraciously from all sorts of genres is more
curious than the average man. And a well-read man, like a well-traveled man, will have a leg up on the competition when building rapport with a
woman.

A lot of so-called alpha haters come to this board to bitch about how “true alphas” wouldn’t go out of their way to learn how to attract women. The
common refrain is usually “A real alpha doesn’t worry what women think. He does his own thing.” But the fact is, we are all working hard to satisfy
the requirements of the opposite sex, whether or not we consciously acknowledge it or are even aware of what we are doing. A “natural” is simply a
man who has been following the precepts of game from an earlier age than most men, and therefore it is a deeper component of his psychology.
Likewise, a naturally curious man who has never known what it is like to be incurious will do better with women than less curious men.

People who neglect to shape themselves into the ideal attractiveness archetype demanded by the opposite sex soon lose out to competitors who do. A
wife who lets herself go is demonstrating by her actions that she doesn’t care about her husband’s desires. He will soon look elsewhere for pleasure
and love. Similarly, and apropos the above study, a husband who stops taking his wife on interesting adventures demonstrates he doesn’t care about
her desires. She, too, will then be inclined to wander. Naturally, not every man can reach Rooshian levels of curiosity; or at least, they can’t reach it
without significant discomfort to their psyches. To expect otherwise is to assume the average man can alter his personality wholesale for the length of
his life. Game requires no such psychological contortions from men. A simple and minor adjustment in the typical man’s curiosity quotient is usually
enough to increase his attractiveness to women tenfold.

My advice to the naturally incurious man is as follows:

1. Find an equally incurious girl (there are more incurious girls than there are incurious men as sociosexuality science would predict, so this
shouldn’t be too hard). A woman whose basal inertia level is lackadaisically low will not demand more than a token sign of inquisitiveness from
her man. She will be satisfied with small changes to her routine.

2. Make an effort to push yourself out of your incurious comfort zone. This means focusing your mind on doing something out of the ordinary
once in a while. For instance, instead of taking your girl out to dinner next Saturday like every other herbling, go indoor rock climbing with her.
The ensuing rush (kept in check by safety ropes and belays) is nature’s perfect vaginal lube.

3. Learn to LISTEN. Women LOVE LOVE LOVE men who actually listen to them. Listening intently to a woman will make you seem like a
curious man, and is especially worthwhile as it gives you valuable information to tailor your game. Note that listening is not quite the same
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thing as paying strict attention. It’s perfectly acceptable to nod your head and mutter a few uh huhs while she speaks as your mind drifts to
wondering about the size of her areolae, as long as you commit to memory at least a couple of her points. You only need to remember a few key
words with which to feed back to a girl to wow her as a man who “gets it”.

4. Do new things if for no other reason than that it will give you material to use during a pickup. Having trouble telling engaging stories to girls?
That’s your subconscious telling you that you need a vacation to a place you haven’t yet visited.

5. Be unpredictable. Unpredictability can make a day trip to the beach seem like a fantastic getaway to a remote fantasy island. A surprise trip once
every couple of months will be enough to keep the average vagina tingly and loyal.

Curiosity is win-win for men. You do fun, exciting things, and women become more attracted to you because of it. All it takes is a push off the couch.
Given that most men can’t even manage that (“Game’s on, baby. Not now.”), a push off the couch automatically puts you ahead of the vast swath of
men who secretly bore their girlfriends and wives.

But there is a downside. Women who are searching for a monogamous relationship should know that highly curious men are also curious about the
opposite sex. Like most attractiveness traits that a woman admires in a man, her strongest desire is for that which can potentially hurt her.

Dating In The City: A Series

November 24, 2008 by CH

Time for another colonoscopic glimpse into the fetid bowels of the urban dating scene. This city provides enough material for a book.
Damian: I had a second date with that cute 25 year old chick I was telling you about.

Me: Yeah? How’d this one go?

Damian: After we warmed up a bit, she started talking about the incredible amount of sex she had in high school and college. All the guys she banged
and the crazy sex acts she performed, threesomes, public sex, etc. She said she’s pretty sure she was a nympho at age seventeen.

Me: Uh oh. Bad sign.

Damian: Right. That’s what I was thinking. As I’m getting more disgusted and aroused simultaneously, she leans in and tells me “Just fo let you know,
you shouldn’t bother making a move. You won’t get anywhere. I changed my ways. I'm not going to have sex until I'm married.”

Me: Unbelievable. Is every girl in this city a headcase? Maybe she converted to an orthodox religion or something.

Damian: No, she’s not religious. After she drops that bomb, I stared at her for a few seconds, flabbergasted. There was tension. Then I said “Are you
fucking crazy? What makes you think you can pull this shit on a quality guy like myself?” I was pissed.

Me: Wow. So I guess that was it, eh?

Damian: Not yet. She starts tearing up a little. I stand up and tell her I'm going. She asks me if I'm going to get a drink. I say no, I’'m leaving. She asks
if I'm going home. I say no, I’'m not going home, I’m going to a bar to meet up with friends, the night is still young.

Me: I love how she imagines you will go home, alone, with your tail tucked between your legs.

Damian: I put on my coat, wish her good luck on finding someone, and leave. I cross the street and look back... I can see the chairs we were sitting on
through the window of the lounge, and she’s still sitting there, holding her drink. This broad drove an hour from out of town to meet me in the city,
she clearly went out of her way, she was interested... so [ have to ask what’s going through her mind when she tells me sex is off the table? She must
be used to dating the herbliest of Herbs who meekly accepted her terms.

Me: The irony here is that she was probably never more turned on than right at that moment when you called her out on her shit. I bet that’s the first
time she got wet since she became a born again virgin.

Damian: On the plus side I’m five for five getting girls to drive out of their way to meet me near my place.

Dating In The City: A Series

December 8, 2008 by CH
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More wisdom from the dating trenches of this city full of glorious yuppie headcases.

Damian: So we’re talking on the phone a bit, things are going well, and I ask if she’s free. She says “I'm busy every day this week, but next week
works.” Immediately, I lose all interest in her. I tell her “Yeah, sure, maybe. Hey, nice talking to you, take care.”

Me: “I’m busy every day this week”?!? What a turnoff.

Damian: Exactly. It’s not bad enough that she’s BUSY; she has to be BUSY EVERY DAY of the week. How many froo froo dog grooming classes
can one girl attend? [Damian imitating nasally stuck-up bitch voice]: “I have a Pilates class Monday, a Zen meditation class Tuesday, a Blackberry
addict anonymous class Wednesday, a Yoga class to firm up my buttocks on Thursday, a Professionals in the City $500 happy hour on Friday where I
practice shooting down Herbs all night, volunteer missions at the local animal shelter on the weekend, and run run runs all week long to get my
chubby ass shape for the marathons that ALL the girls are doing these days! It’s just perfect! My life is SO fulfilled! I love love LOVE being a woman
on the go. So many fun distractions from my childlessness. Ooo, where did I leave my pink [Pod?”

skeoksk

Here’s some advice, ladies. If a guy asks you out and you’re interested, don’t tell him you’re busy. That shit doesn’t work on us like it works on you.
As you are women, I understand it’s hard to refrain from projecting your female desires onto men, but step outside of your solipsistic universes for one
second and try to see it from a man’s point of view. We do not get aroused by “mystery”, or “playing hard to get”, or “scarcity”. We don’t want you
more because you’re unavailable. We don’t fantasize about you constantly running away to do something secretive in the woods like that dork from
Twilight, and then get all excited when you show up out of the blue with a sly grin on your face, leaning against our locker.

What does encourage our ardor for you is quite simple: You, available and naked (assuming you meet our minimum beauty threshold).

If you really are “busy” every day of the week, be extremely apologetic about it. Explain that you would love to see us right now, but you can’t
because you’re already committed to a bunch of crap you really don’t want to do. Make us feel like your cooking classes and seminars and book club
meetings are an annoying hindrance to seeing us (which they really should be). Acquiring the proper perspective in this way will not only keep us
interested in seeing you, it will help screw your heads on right and remind yourselves what is most important in life — finding a man and falling in
love.

Most likely, though, you are NOT that “busy”, and instead your week is burdened with a lot of make-work pointless female timesucks to fill the dull
aching void of your lives. You would set yourself apart from so many women if you said “Sure, I can see you this evening if you’d like.”

At this nadir of modern American society, knowing what we know about how cosmopolitan women spend their prime years, when men hear “I'm
busy every day this week”, we quickly and justifiably assume this means she does not value a chance to be rewarded with the pleasure of our company

more than she values an amateur bartending seminar sponsored by a matchmaking company in the business of bringing single SWPL men and women
together. If you cannot see the irony in that, you will be alone with your ludicrous standards at the age of 35.

Dating In The City: A Series

January 5, 2009 by CH

It’s another installment of Dating in the City where I chronicle the mirth and madness of dating the headcases and cheap whores that live and work
here. The women of this city cough up an endless stream of fodder for my blog. For that, I thank you ladies.

Zeets: You’re not going to believe what this woman said to me when I called. “Let’s meet for a bagel.” What the fuck is that? Let’s meet for a bagel?!
Me: It’s possible for a woman to kill your motivation to see her with just five words.

Zeets: Ah, not to worry, I knew what she was up to. I set her straight and told her “No, we’re meeting at a club that night.” She quickly agreed. I could
tell she was overjoyed that I didn’t accept her terms.

Me: There’s nothing more asexual than a brunch date. Sitting there in the middle of the day, spreading cream cheese on your bagel. “Oh this sesame
seed bagel is delicious. What do you think? How is your marathon training going?” You want to get a girl into a sexy lounge with alcohol in her.

Zeets: 1 knew as soon as she said that what type of girl I was dealing with. She’s dated a parade of herbs, one after another, and probably had a bagel
date with every single one. I bet they were happy to go. I can just picture these herbs riding up on their ten speeds, taking off their helmets and fanny
packs, and giving her a dead fish handshake. [Zeets imitating whiny herb voice] “Ah, ah, nice to see you. I really love bagels. This was a great idea.
And, uh, and so it begins.” She wasn’t used to a silverback like me spoiling her script.

Me: She was begging for a caveman to come along and throw her bagels in her face.

Zeets: 1 was onto her. These girls try to squeeze you into their agenda. Their first instinct is to see if you’ll let them cut off your balls. Most herbs
gladly give it up. “Here are my balls! Snip away!” [ wasn’t going to let her do that to me. So I brought her back to that time when she was just
blossoming into her womanhood and men were exciting to her. I made her feel like a giggling girl again.

Me: That’s all they need. A man to remind them what it was like before modern city life corrupted them.

Zeets: In other news, I removed my old toilet seat and replaced it with a shiny new one. It looks spectacular.

Me: Did your bulk splinter the old one? Who changes their toilet seat?

Zeets: It’s a good investment. Lifts the spirit to see that glittering new throne. A seat fit for a king’s crap! You should try pampering yourself once in a
while, pig.

Dating In The City: A Series

November 4, 2008 by CH
Zeets: Hey man, I just got this email from the chick I had a date with last night. Check it out.
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Hello. Just a quick e-mail to tell you sorry, but I’'m just not interested. Thank you for that show of immaturity in my car yesterday, it
solidified my decision.

I wish you the best of luck in finding someone.
-L.
Me: What show of immaturity is she talking about?
Zeets: 1 stuck out my tongue and flicked it in and out like a snake. How is that immature? A new post?

Me: Yes, a new post.

International Truth Day

May 7, 2007 by CH

- people will only turn against an alpha male when he attacks a weak woman

— it is open season on weak men who do not know their place. attacking them will raise your status. defending them will lower it
— total honesty can only be accomplished anonymously

— sexually attractive people can get away with more. and they will have more willing apologists excusing their actions

— when confronted with uncomfortable truths, most people will resort to the “cultural conditioning” argument. it is fear of the unchangeable that
motivates them

— when a woman praises a man it is more often given with the goal of changing his behavior

— when a man praise a woman it is more often given with the goal of earning her sexual favor

— status is everything; nearly everything in life is best understood through the prism of status wars

— there is a sexual market. it operates under the same basic laws of supply and demand.

— marriage is no escape from the sexual market

— the sexual revolution benefited alpha males the most

— prostitution is dating minus self-serving rationalizations

— prostitutes and sluts undercut the only source of women’s power

— ‘crime causes poverty’ is truer than ‘poverty causes crime’

— young single women will always vote liberal as a rule. big government is a husband and father substitute

— shame is a powerful motivator. it is a dying art in the west

— alimony is ransom

— no-fault divorce is the poison in the well of the institution of marriage

— absent total war or economic meltdown, age of marriage will continue to rise, birthrates will continue to fall, and the percentage of the never-married

will increase

—success comes to those whose desire is stronger than their fear

— uncontrolled jealousy is your worst enemy. controlled jealousy your best ally.

— hate is as natural as love. like love, it’s most rewarding to throw yourself into it completely
— love can exist without fidelity

— make love when you can, because it is good

— lenin said it best: who? whom?

— proximity + diversity = war

— good people care more for the death of a pet than they do for 100,000 tsunami victims
— there is no meaning of life except to fuck. it is utter pointlessness. you are a machine designed to serve the interests of recombinant dna
—nerd = fat woman

— celibacy is living death

— effeminate men are detestable

— so are aggressive bitchy women

— the exceptions don’t make the rules

— we are animals

— hurting people is fun

— there’s no god

— there’s no soul

— there’s no karma

—we’re all going to die

—and it’s much later than you think

besos

Direct Game Essentials

January 25, 2012 by CH
A reader wants to know if high octane direct game will get a guy laid consistently.
I stumbled onto this post during my normal stroll through the pick up artist forums.

He claims to basically be completely direct with his game. I’ve never heard of people being THAT direct. Telling a girl she’s sexy like
that, seems a bit awkward and douchey.

I’m mailing you because I’'m curious what do you think? Could being so direct get great results?

I won’t get into a long-winded discussion of the eternal question of direct vs. indirect game here. I’ll save that for future posts. But I will tell you that

there are a handful of prerequisites — essentials — that you should abide if you want to see any sort of repeatable success with direct game.
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1. Don’t be shitfaced.

Yes, the guy in the field report linked by the reader was intoxicated, and he managed a groping make-out and a number close. But most men, most of
the time, are going to get blown out if they approach chicks sloppy drunk while sputtering how “sexxxxxyyy” they are. It’s simply too easy for a girl
to brush off a man’s direct come-on if he’s reeking of liquor and slurring his words. Exception: if she’s equally drunk. (Not to say a little liquid
courage won’t help. Just don’t drink past the point of self-awareness.)

2. Don’t target the obnoxious attention whores.

These kinds of girls are *expecting* direct solicitations, just so they can relish the shoot down. Counterintuitively, it’s often the more reserved,
conservatively dressed girls who are showing a little more skin than they usually do who will crumble like feta cheese under the onslaught of a sexual
direct approach. It is a myth that only skanks are DTF. Good girls will jump into the sack just as fast with the right guy spitting the right game.

3. Look for signs of ovulation in your targets.

You should pay more attention to body language than to what she’s saying. Ovulating girls are the ripest picks for one night stands, and you’ll notice
by how flushed she is when talking to you, how many times she crosses her legs or shifts her weight from one foot to the other, and how often she
licks her lips or tugs at her hair whether her egg has embarked on its journey. Science has shown that ovulating girls tend to show more cleavage and
thigh, so keep an eye out for miniskirts and low cut tops.

4. Start direct, then switch to indirect, then back to direct.

Read the linked field report. You’ll notice the guy opens with “You’re sexy as fuck” (which, btw, is NOT an invitation to fuck a la the apocalypse
opener), then downshifts to nonsexual rapport and teases her about her dancing skill, and then upshifts to a direct sexual solicitation when body
contact between the two of them is at its maximum. This direct-indirect-direct system sustains the direct sexual approach by introducing the variables
of male unpredictability and outcome independence, two things which all girls love in men.

5. It’s obvious, but bears repeating: overconfidence is king in direct game.

Any hint — I mean ANY CRUMB of a hint — that your sexually aggressive come-on is a farce, or was pursued with less than full sincerity, and she
will blow you out. You have to be doubtless in your desirability, fearless in your attack, and dauntless in your commitment to victory. She smells the
faintest whiff of self-doubt, hesitancy or smarmy backpedaling, and you will be pissily rejected.

6. Avoid romantic flattery.

“You’re sexy as fuck” sounds like a cocky compliment from a guy who just wants to jackhammer your pussy. “I have to say you’re really beautiful”
sounds like a sycophantic plea from a beta who already dreams about long walks on the beach with you. Which guy do you think a girl is more likely
to want to fuck one hour after meeting? You can pull off the latter with alpha body language, but you’re better served maximizing congruency
between what you say and how much command you say it with.

7. Be prepared to lead, every second.

A guy who leads a girl everywhere and all the time prevents her from rethinking her desire to sleep with him. A body in motion tends to stay sexually
available unless acted upon by a fat cockblock. Never ask. Tell her what you two are doing, and don’t wait for a decision-making caucus to develop.
Bar, dance floor, another bar, another bar, alleyway, doorstep. No rest for the horny.

8. Don’t overgame.

Direct game pares down the seduction process to its bare bones. If you start flying off on tangents like “the cube” or storytelling, the raw sexual
energy of the direct pickup will dissipate. A girl relinquishing herself to a sexually aggressive man expects it to feel like a power has taken hold over
her conscious faculties and she has no defense to his wiles. This is an accelerated zone of seduction where the normal rules get truncated.

kkk
The relevant question to everyone reading here is, of course: Will I have more success on a more consistent basis with direct game, or with indirect

game?

Unfortunately, I can’t answer this reasonable question with conviction one way or the other. My own personal style is indirect, though I have dabbled
with direct game, to mixed results. Most of the seduction community practices indirect game, so if popularity is a measure of a game strategy’s
effectiveness, then you’d have to give the nod to indirect game. (Direct gamers would counter that indirect is popular with most men because it takes
more balls to pull off direct game. They have a point.)

There are other variables that need addressing before we can settle this matter one way or the other.

- Are very good-looking or muscular men better off running direct or indirect game? The answer to this is not obvious.

- What about significantly older men or uglier men or shorter men? Indirect game may limit the number of blowouts experienced by these men.
Conversely, direct game may offer them a channel in which to rapidly demonstrate their overconfidence, thus bypassing the reflexive blowout. Again,

the answer is not obvious.

- Are there contexts in which direct and indirect game have inherent advantages? My experience is that girls respond better to indirect during the day
and direct at night in clubs, but I don’t have a wealth of direct day game data to test this hypothesis.

- Do some kinds of girls respond better to direct? Indirect? Unsurprisingly, a man I once knew who specializes in cougars (it’s not a difficult
specialization) says that older women melt for his direct game. Ovulating coke whores with low digit ratios probably swoon for direct game, as well.

Finally, this dichotomy of direct versus indirect may have outlived its usefulness. Thinking on my pickups, it occurs to me that many of them were
mash-ups of direct and indirect game. I use the best of both. Then there’s the definitional issue: direct game comes in many forms. “You’re sexy as
fuck” is certainly direct, but it’s not an invitation to fuck. There’s plausible deniability of intention in that exclamation. “I want to take you home and
fuck you”... now, that’s a direct come-on which leaves no room for hamster-fueling misinterpretation.

And this gets to the heart of the direct-indirect debate: namely, INTENTION. Direct game is the art of communicating your intention to fuck, sooner
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and stronger rather than later and weaker. Indirect game is the art of transparently concealing your intention to fuck in a cloak of plausible, yet tissue-
thin, deniability. Either way, with direct or indirect, a girl whose social 1Q is above room temperature and below genius-level autism is going to know
you are talking to her because you eventually want to ravage her naked body. Your job, should you choose to accept it, is to determine who among the
pretty constellation of hot babes wants their seduction straight up smashmouth style, and who among them wants to experience the sublime thrill of
fraught flirtation.

Don’t be that girl

April 25,2007 by CH
Women have a mental laundry list of traits they want in a man. Unlike men, it is not so simple for them to see an attractive guy from across the room
for a sum total of 1.5 seconds and immediately want to have sex with him, no questions asked. They throw out hoops to jump through and head
games to separate the worthy from the pretenders. As sexual gatekeepers, women rely on this complex social interplay to assess a man’s rank and
deny or grant him admission to her body.
A crucial part of seduction is role reversal. You want to turn the tables on women and use their psyops against them. A man can magnify his
desirability simply by having standards beyond face, boobs, and bum. It is intoxicating to a woman to be pursued by a man who will judge her for
more than her looks. That means sticking to a mental list of qualifications women must meet if they want to enjoy the pleasure of your company. The
trick is to pay it more than lip service; having standards means nothing if you don’t actually believe in them.
I know from experience and scientifically-valid astrological textbooks that certain character traits and behaviors are like signal flares of a drama-prone
incompatible relationship. If a girl jumps on top of a bar to dance for an appreciative audience on our first date I know she will be a poor choice for a
girlfriend but a great ride for a torrid fling.
To any girl I meet: when I strike up a conversation with you this is what is going through the back of my head:
Don’t be that girl...
... who thinks diamonds are a better best friend than a dog

.. who lost touch with her femininity

.. who has given up on love

.. who pretends she can play like a boy

.. who flakes

.. who knows what she wants a little too surely

.. who is an attention whore

.. who is practiced in the art of aloofness and indifference (that’s my job)

.. who cannot handle teasing

.. who has sexual hangups

.. who cannot take a sincere compliment

.. who has lost her joie de vivre

.. who doesn’t understand that men and women complement, not compete with, each other

.. who re-applies her make-up every 10 minutes

.. with daddy issues

.. who doesn’t at least reach for the check

.. who likes being a trophy a little too much

.. who reads between every line

.. who curses and flips the bird a lot

.. who uses too much trendy slang

.. who will accept flirting from other men while we are out on a date

.. who mugs for invisible cameras

... who is externally validated

This may seem like an exhaustive, impossibly unrealistic list, and for most girls maybe it is, but compared to the list of demands I occasionally read
on craigslist from the sorts of women who’d be happier in love if they paid for it, I don’t think I’m asking for much.

Don’t Get Married

January 14, 2008 by CH
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This article lays out pretty thoroughly just what a raw deal marriage is for men. Divorce is twice as likely to catch husbands by surprise as it is wives.

In a 2004 poll by the AARP, one in four men who were divorces in the previous year said they “never saw it coming.” (Only 14 percent
of divorced women said they experienced the same unexpected broadside.)

In divorce, it’s men who suffer more financially:

The divorce system tends to award wives custody of the children, substantial child support, the marital home, half the couple’s assets, and,
often, heavy alimony payments.

This may come as startling news to a public that has been led to believe that women are the ones who suffer financially postdivorce, not
men. But the data show otherwise, according to an exhaustive study of the subject by Sanford L. Braver, a professor of psychology at
Arizona State University and author of Divorced Dads: Shattering the Myths.

[...] social scientists ignored men’s expenses — the tab for replacing everything from the bed to the TV to the house — as well as the
routine costs of helping to raise the children, beyond child support. Even the tax code favors women: Not only is child support not tax
deductible for fathers, but a custodial mother can take a $1,000 per child tax credit; the father cannot, even if he’s paying. As “head of the
household,” the mother gets a lower tax rate and can claim the children as exemptions. If the ex-wife remarries, she is still entitled to child
support, even if she marries a billionaire. Indeed, every year men are actually thrown in jail for failing to meet their child-support
obligations. In the state of Michigan alone, nearly 3,000 men were locked up for that offense in 2005.

The stark realities of divorce paint a picture overwhelmingly tilted against a man’s interests. Here’s an example of just how bad it can get for a beta
provider who thought if he was the good man the gods of fairness would reward him with steady sex, a faithful and loving wife, and a stable family:

They’d started going on expensive vacations in Europe and Hawaii, and he figured she’d be pleased at the prospect of taking more trips
together, or at least at the prospect of seeing him around the house a little more, and not buried in his basement office. He had met her in
graduate school over a quarter century ago, and they’d had their ups and downs, but he was still crazy about her. And he thought that,
with a little more time together, she’d be crazy about him again too.

But no. She scarcely listened to any talk of retirement, or of vacations, or of anything he had to say. She had plans of her own.
“I want a divorce,” she said.

Paul was so stunned that he thought he must have misheard her. But her face told him otherwise. “She looked like the enemy,” he says.
He started to think about everything he’d built: the thriving business, the wonderful family, the nice life in the suburbs. And he thought of
her, and how much he still loved her. And then, right in front of her, he started to cry.

That night, he found a bottle of whiskey, and he didn’t stop drinking it until he nearly passed out.

Things turned sh—- very fast. His wife took out a temporary restraining order, accusing him of attempting to kidnap their youngest son.
The claim was never proved in court. Then, with the aid of some high-priced lawyers, she extracted from him a whopping $50,000 a
month — a full 75 percent of his monthly income. Barred from the house, he was not allowed regular access to the office he used to
generate that income. (On the few times he was permitted inside, his wife did not let him use the bathroom. She insisted that he go
outside in the woods.)

Paul is a very wealthy man, an “alpha” by most men’s definitions (though not by my definition) — he earns over $65,000 per month — yet his high
financial status ultimately did not shield him from his wife’s dr. jekyll mrs. hyde act. In fact, it may have hastened her merciless decision. Paul is a
classic beta provider, and after his wife had extracted the last penny of tribute from him to raise the kids to a self-sufficient age and live the life of a
bon bon eating oprah watcher, she disposed of him with the cold-hearted cruelty of a despot dispatching his enemies by firing squad. His wife is likely
a Hillary supporter.

Maxim #13: When the love is gone, women can be as cold as if they had never known you.
If that isn’t enough to convince you of the high risk gamble that is marriage, here’s another horror story:

Long before his wife came along, a frame-store owner named Jordan Appel, 55, had built a fine house for himself atop West Newton Hill
in one of the fancier Boston suburbs. He loved bringing in a wife and then adding two children. “It felt so wonderful to say ‘my wife’ and
‘my children’ and feel part of a community.” He volunteered for the preschool’s yard sale; his wife took up with a lover. Sometimes she
slept with him in Appel’s own house; in time, she decided to divorce Appel. As these things go, he was obliged to leave the house, and, as
it happened, the community too. Money was so tight that he ended up sleeping in a storage room above his frame shop two towns away.
His ex-wife works part-time on the strength of Appel’s child custody and alimony payments, and spends time with her boyfriend in
Appel’s former house. She lives rather well, and he has to make $100,000 a year to support her and the children, which amounts to 70-
hour workweeks. One day, he went back to his house and discovered many of his belongings out on the sidewalk with the trash. “My
body feels like it’s dissolving in anger,” he says. “I’m in an absolute rage every single day.”
Now of course, many of you will say “but this guy Jordan is a total beta letting his wife take advantage of him like that!” and you’d be right. But
regardless of his personal failings, his congenital betatude is no reason to accede to injustice codified by a discriminatory legal system. Either the laws
change (and I personally favor elimination of no fault divorce as a start) or men should heed my advice and stay clear of the altar. Since I am not going
to lift a finger to agitate for new laws that have a zero percent chance of happening in my lifetime, I follow the second option.

Maxim #8: Marriage is a social mechanism designed to exchange sex for indentured servitude.

So why are women now the eager instigators of divorce? What changed in the culture? Four things, primarily: the pill, easy divorce, women’s
economic independence, and rigged laws that make divorce a good financial prospect for women. The four sirens of the sexual apocalypse together
have created the perfect sociological storm where a woman has every incentive in the world to ditch a husband to follow the whims of her heart once

his usefulness has been exhausted.

Listen to me — skip all that shit and learn to get the sex for free if you don’t already. All the positive loving benefits you can get out of marriage can
also be had within an unmarried relationship.

Later in the article, the question is asked what can men do to avoid divorce?
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One way, of course, is to avoid marriage.
The CH method. So elegant, so simple. So effective!

[...]husbands might be wise to pay attention to the essential ratio that — according to John Gottman, PhD, a world-renowned researcher of
marriage stability — governs marital success or failure: five to one. That means husbands (and wives) should direct at least five positive
remarks or actions to their spouses for every negative one. Any less and the marriage is in trouble.

Dr. John Gottman, five to one you are a dumbfuck. Glorifying their wives and putting them on pedestals is exactly what cost these hopeless betas their
marriages. What they need to do is challenge their wives, not kiss their expanding asses with a stream of compliments. Cockiness, humor, turning the
tables, not taking her shit, flirting with other women while wifey is watching... these are the improvements in character that will keep a wife’s love for
her husband strong. As long as men are following the advice of these “social scientists” they will never unlock the mystery of what attracts women to
men and they will suffer the consequences.

Here is an excellent quote from the article which vividly illustrates how badly the system is rigged in favor of women:

“A father could be sitting in his own home, not agreeing to a divorce, not unfaithful to his marriage vows, and not abusive, and the next
thing he knows, the court has taken his house, his children, and a lot of his money, and then forced him to pay his wife’s legal fees and
even her psychologist’s fees. And he can be threatened with jail time if he resists.”

To recap:

. divorce theft

. monogamy

. second class spouse under the law

. sex once a month TOPS with the same old pussy
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Where’s the upside?
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Don’t Stop Thinking About The Next Girl

November 14, 2007 by CH

A big mistake guys make when they start dating a girl they really like — the “one” — is neglecting to continue going out and getting fresh leads. I
used to do this, so I know the mental processes that go through a guy’s head when he’s really into a girl he’s dating. He channels all his pickup energy
into this one girl, figuring that if he made it as far as a first or a second date he should focus like a laser beam on her pants zipper. He spends the long
days in between seeing her analyzing his progress, picking apart the meaning behind her actions (or inactions), and daydreaming about what a
relationship would be like with her. When he goes out, he gets lazy and tells himself there is no urgency to collect new numbers since he’s already
dating a quality chick and most of the other girls can’t compare anyhow.

This is a sexually lethal frame of mind to put oneself in. When a guy completely boxes himself in like this with no options to fall back on, all it takes
is a change of heart by his golden girl to crush his soul and send him spiraling into morose self-examination. It’s like investing your whole wad in a
biotech startup with huge promise only to see it crash to a sub-penny stock after the CEO is convicted of fraud. You’d have been a lot better off
diversifying your portfolio in a range of pussy sectors.

As an example, once, during the course of a month, I had four second dates in a row fizzle out on me leading to no sex. I made a critical error by
jumping from one girl to the next — dating, failing, getting a new lead, dating again, failing again, etc. My desperation and self-doubt grew with each
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new girl, practically ensuring failure.

The way to beat this crippling dating handicap is to follow the “two in the kitty” rule religiously. You should date a minimum of two girls
simultaneously until you have locked in your preferred girl by having sex with her at least three times. I have found through trial and error that a girl
will bond to you after the third bang. Before that, it’s a crapshoot and depends on the girl’s innate femininity. Because modern girls have taken on
male characteristics (especially DC girls who are more masculine than girls from less ambitious or overeducated towns) and are sluttier than past
generations, the first or second bang won’t guarantee emotional attachment. By the third bang, however, you will notice a very perceptible shift in the
balance of power. Suddenly, she will call and text you first, ask about your weekend schedule, tell you to “give me a call soon”, start doing favors for
you, cuddle longer, and generally betray signs of nervousness when you make yourself physically or emotionally scarce.

That is when you will have her in the palm of your hand and can steer the relationship in the direction you want it to go.
A guy can achieve this if he adheres to these fundamental principles:

1. Other girls CAN compare. Girls are more interchangeable than you’d think. Don’t get sucked into “oneitis”.

2. If'you date one girl exclusively and she really turns you on, you WILL give off a needy vibe at some point during the pre-sex seduction no
matter how much experience you have. The best players who have ice running through their veins and cyborgian state control get that way
because they date and fuck many girls concurrently.

3. A good date means nothing. The only thing that matters is penis in vagina, and even then a feeling of security is not assured until the penis has
penetrated the vagina on at least three different occasions. (Three times in one night does not count.)

4. You will find it easier to close the deal with your number one girl if you are banging a number two and three girl. A man getting regular sex has
an aura that girls subconsciously register in their hindbrains. Don’t ask me how this happens, but it does. The Aura is very powerful, like the
chemical hormones secreted by ants and bees to get them to cooperate as a social structure, and will be your Valkyrie in the battle for pussy.

5. Approach the game while dating as ardently as you do when you are dating no one. If you have a date Tuesday, go out Monday and Wednesday
and get more numbers. Even if you fail at getting numbers, just taking the initiative of meeting new girls and chatting them up will reduce the
neediness you feel with your date.

6. Never, EVER, feel guilty for dating and banging many girls simultaneously. The mating marketplace is a battlefield and the Genitalia
Convention rules of engagement clearly stipulate that it’s open season for fucking around until terms of exclusivity are tendered. This is not
your mother’s dating environment.

7. A hot chick is MORE likely, not less, to continue seeing you if you tell her you are “dating around”. A guy who knows he has options and is in
fact exercising those options is extremely attractive to a girl.

Don’t give a girl the chance to pull the rug out from under you. Have another ten rugs underneath that one and you will glide through your
interactions with women like a shark through a school of mackerel.

Double Standards

April 13,2007 by CH

You hear it all the time from people who are getting shafted by reality. “It’s so UNFAIR that guys get to do X with impunity while girls doing X
suffer social stigma.” They think by bitching like this and attempting to shame those who would live in harmony with double standards they can alter
people’s behavior into something more to their liking (i.e., a non-status driven, non-materialistic, non-craven utopia of perfect loving LTRs where no
one is left out and no one gets dumped and everyone has a soulmate and enough positive life-affirming experiences to share with their yenta friends in
recipe-swapping blogs devoted to covering the fascinating minutiae of their funny, exciting, sexy, touching, poignant, growth-oriented lives.)

Then there are those who, when called out on their inconsistencies, deploy a swarm of sophistry intended to obfuscate and deny the existence of
double standards because they are beneficiaries of them. Acknowledging these truths would mean coming to terms with the fact that they, like
everyone else, have at their core an animal nature.

Fuck that noize. The truth of the matter is that double standards are necessary if you want to be halfway competent in your dealings with men and
women. As the author of “Looking Out for #1” and “Winning Through Intimidation” wrote:

If you deny reality it will automatically work against you.*

Double standards are fixed features of life as a sexually reproducing social organism. The modern career woman is miserable because she is
constantly locking horns with men who won’t value her for her career achievement as much as for her hourglass figure and bedroom skills, while
these same men admire and respect career dominance by other men. Her refusal to come to grips with this essential double standard explains why so
many hard-charging women have turned their backs on their own femininity and lost the art of female coquettishness and submissiveness. Alpha men
have responded by fucking and leaving these domineering gender impostors for cute waitresses. Betas have responded in their own way — by
assuming the doormat position and giving these feminists *exactly* what they claim they want.

The same goes for sluts. A man who sleeps with many women gets high fives from his buddies and sexual interest from girls who can’t help their
burning loins. But girls who sleep around are socially ostracized, used by men and shunned by women. It has always been and it will always be as
long as a woman has 400 eggs to a man’s nearly infinite number of sperm. Parents will treat their sons and daughters differently when dispensing
advice on how to deal with the opposite sex and all the harpies with their multiple humanities degrees shrieking equalist platitudes to the high heavens
will never change this. It’s one thing to bloviate from a comfy tenured perch while your lesbian lover sucks ben wa balls out of your cooch from
under the desk; it’s quite another to entrust the welfare of your children with the twisted lies of the Bitterati.

*pretty girls have some leeway with this rule. (at least for a while. heh.)
A handy pocket guide to the most common double standards:

male slut = lothario
female slut = desperate

male CEO = alpha
female CEO = bitch

male model = silly
female model = alpha
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male nerd = loser
female nerd = cute

young male death = statistic
young female death = tragedy

male nurse = beta
female nurse = agreeable

male stripper = clown
female stripper = desirable

male sports star = role model
female sports star = butch

Dread

March 27, 2008 by CH

There are two ways to guarantee a healthy relationship. By healthy, I mean the girl is in love with you and there is no threat of her leaving; you
have all the leverage you need to assure yourself peace of mind and a steady sexual outlet.

¢ Meet your soulmate
If you are extremely lucky enough to cross paths with your soulmate this is the easiest way to live the kind of romantic bliss that Hollywood movies
exalt. A soulmate connection is the Golden Ticket to happiness and a dreamlike existence. But it is rare. Don’t live as if it will happen to you. I
estimate 1% of all men and 2% of all women meet their soulmates. The reason for the discrepancy is that male soulmates are in shorter supply than
female soulmates. Male soulmates are shared amongst the women like a community hookah.

e Instill dread
Women respond viscerally in their vagina area to unpredictability, mixed signals, danger, and drama in spite of their best efforts to convince
themselves otherwise. Managing your relationship in such a way that she is left with a constant, gnawing feeling of impending doom will do more for
your cause than all the Valentine’s Day cards and expertly performed tongue love in the world. Like it or not, the threat of a looming breakup, whether
the facts justify it or not, will spin her into a paranoid estrogen-fueled tizzy, and she’ll spend every waking second thinking about you, thinking about
the relationship, thinking about how to fix it. Her love for you will blossom under these conditions. Result: she works harder to please you.
The key for the man is to adopt a posture of blase emotional distance alternated with loving tenderness. Too much of either and she’ll run off.

Examples of effective doom inducement:

Turn off your cell phone twice a week. Alternate days. Don’t do this on a Friday or Saturday night unless the relationship is shaky and needs a high
voltage jolt of dread.

Make a blatant but plausibly deniable move on one of her friends when she’s not around. The news will get back to her. Milk it.

Call her from a very busy place so that she can hear women’s voices laughing and shrieking in the background. Don’t tell her where you are when she
asks. Just say you’ll see her soon.

Mention how skilled your Russian ex was at giving head. Bring it up again a few days later, pretending not to remember the first time you mentioned
it. Bonus: Russians are very good at giving head, so this will have the ring of truth.

Be seen by your girlfriend flirting with other women in a social venue. Extra points if the women are attractive. Double extra points if you flirt without
looking back at your girlfriend once to check her reaction.

Cook her a romantic candlelight dinner at home. Make it a memorable experience, complete with jazz, chocolate, and rose petals. Then, do not talk
with her for four days afterwards.

Ignore her calls for a week. When you eventually answer and she reads you the riot act, act as if nothing was wrong and accuse her of sabotaging a
perfectly good relationship, “just like all the other women in this stupid city. I thought you were different”. Hang up on her angrily.

When her best friend tells you how cute you and your girlfriend look together, shrug, put your hand to the back of your neck as if to scratch an itch
there, look down slightly and with a mildly annoyed expression blandly sigh “Yeeeeah...”. Triple bonus points if your girlfriend is standing right
there.

When she attempts the jealousy maneuver by flirting with another guy, act unfazed. Give her pickup tips.

Gaze longingly into her eyes, say how hot she looks, then immediately glance sidelong at the bosom of any strange woman in the vicinity.

Have a threesome. Spend an inordinate amount of time admiring the labia of the other woman. Be sure to moan louder with her. WARNING: If you
cum on the other woman you will have to spend weeks consoling your girlfriend.

Say things like “I really value my independence and freedom” relevant to nothing in particular. It’s just a thought that popped in your head.
Thermonuclear Option:

Have an affair and make sure she finds out about it. Arrange the confrontation so that it does not happen at your place. When she confronts you, don’t
get defensive. Don’t speak at all. Let her vent. Let her punch you in the chest and scream obscenities. When she takes a breather, tell her she’s never

looked more beautiful and you will never stop loving her. Then without waiting for her response calmly walk out the door and break off all contact for
two weeks. When she comes back to you... and she will... you will have a love slave for life.
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Drive-By Teases

March 20, 2012 by CH

An often unremarked (partly because it goes against the reigning feminist narrative) structural unfairness between the sexes is the amount of effort the
average man has to put into dating and relationships to keep them going, compared to the feeble efforts women usually expend on dating momentum
and relationship management. The fact is that men (without game) *do* have to commit more energy to courtship and relationships because young,
fertile women are the sex in higher demand. Women have to do all of not messing up their looks. (The effort to apply make-up and buy stylish, sexy
clothes is nothing compared to the psychological, provisioning and logistical efforts men bring to the table.)

But as we here at the Chateau are fond of saying: life is unfair. Get used to it. Double standards exist and aren’t going anywhere because many of them
are emergent properties of fixed, innate sex-based characteristics. Men have no more moral basis to bitch about dating energy expenditure than do
women about slut shaming.

But thanks to the wonders of game, men can limit their relationship energy requirements while maximizing the impact each unit of spent energy has
on women’s interest levels. In layman’s terms, men can easily spice up relationships (and dates) with almost no effort by employing the drive-by
tease. Examples:

Flush the toilet when she’s in the shower.

Snap wet towel at her butt. (Should just barely cross line of genuine pain.)

“Happy Valentine’s Day!” [give her a wrapped box of condoms]

Put a “pinch my butt” post-it note on her back as she’s heading out for work.

Slip her car into neutral when she’s driving. (Note: not recommended on women with exceptionally bad driving skills.)
Turn the light off or unplug her dryer when she’s doing her hair.

Pretend to throw her cat out the window. (A full throwing motion accompanied by frantic mewing will boost dramatic effect.)
Never miss a chance to turn a serious question into a glib answer.

Pretend to accidentally cut off your finger in the kitchen. (Use gobs of ketchup.)

Replace her cosmetics with crayons.

Put her panties on her cat (Don’t put them on the dog if the dog is yours. There are some lines not meant to be crossed.)
Draw smiley faces or penises on her tampons.

Paint a picture of her. With great fanfare, unveil a stick figure drawing.

Pull weeds from the yard. Put them in a vase with a sincere love note attached. (Act offended if she doesn’t swoon for your weeds. Keep up the
pretense for weeks.)

Place a giant stuffed animal or clown doll in bed, facing her. When she wakes up, she’ll freak.

Walk around casually at home with your dick hanging out of your jeans crotch. Call her a perv for noticing.

Turn her shirts inside out.

Put a Baby Ruth in her shoe. “Omg, I think the cat pooped in your shoe.”

Dutch oven. Shower oven. Car oven.

Honk her tits. Make loud honking noise. Bonus points if you use an air horn.

The drive-by tease is, typically, the non-verbal equivalent of the cocky/funny neg. More elaborate forms qualify as pranks. The DBT subliminally
asserts male dominance as well as creativity, both of which are catnip to women. Dominance assertion is telegraphed in any act where the subtext is “I
don’t care if you’re offended by this.” Girls like men who don’t walk on eggshells around them. But why?, you ask. Well, because men like that are
interpreted by women to have options, that is, a take it or leave it attitude toward women. And a man who can walk away without much fuss is a
desirable man. That doesn’t sound very romantic, but in practice when you act like this type of man your life will fee/ romantic as you are showered
with women’s loving romantic love bombs.

Endless Dating

April 9, 2007 by CH

How long is too long to stay in the dating game? The primary reason for the psychological unease and emotional instability of so many modern
women and to a different extent modern men resides in the irresolvable tension between our ancient biological inheritance and the relatively recent
emergence of the high-tech rootless world of unparalleled mate choice we now inhabit.

It would shock most people if they were to be transported back in time to when humans lived in small tribes to see young girls having babies at 14 and
again at 14 years and 9.5 months. There are subsistence cultures that behave this way today. The bulk of our pre-history was spent in conditions like
this so it is no wonder that our brains are having trouble coping with a radically different environment where childbirth is routinely put off until the
mid-30s, if at all, and rejection by a woman no longer means banishment to the icy wastelands of celibate metadeath when a man need merely walk to
the other side of a bar to try again.

One consequence of this new paradigm is the absurd number of years spent in the dating circuit.

Women are designed by nature to begin the next generation not much older than age 25. Her risk of miscarriage or fetal abnormalities increases each
year after that and exponentially so after 35. Her body begins to wear down which affects how much energy she can devote to raising small children.
If she has not found a suitable mate by her late 20s she will begin to notice that those powerful feelings of infatuation she felt for crushes when she
was younger, perfectly created by evolution to bring a man and woman together to make babies, now seem muted and foggy. This in turn will sap the
dating experience of the best things it has going for it — namely, the spontaneity, the euphoria, the intense drive to connect — and leave behind a
desiccated simulacra of dating that more closely resembles haggling over a business deal or suffering through a job interview. Overthinking replaces
lust.

It is an embittering realization.

Men, too, have had to adjust under the new system. Anthropologically-speaking, it wasn’t so long ago that a man (or his immediate kin) blew his
entire wad of hard-earned social and material capital wooing one or two women over the course of his natural lifespan. In a pre-birth control age
when the first deflowering blast inside a woman often meant conception followed by years of fatherhood there were limits on just how many female
sex partners the average man could accumulate in a lifetime. The rigorous experience of winning over and keeping the best quality woman he could
afford and then providing for their kids soon thereafter meant that serial dating was not a typical feature of life. Dating 40 or 50 different women in a
year and jumping haphazardly in and out of 3-month mini-relationships is a peculiarity of modern life for which men are not optimized. The energy
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requirement is enormous. Men have adapted to this stressful cycle of meet-attract-close-keep by either settling and marrying the first girl that would
have them (usually high school sweethearts who have not lived enough to acquire unrealistically picky standards) or by hardening themselves against
the judgment of women and learning to play the numbers game.

The game begat the player.

In the gigantic atomized urban tribe of any big city playing the numbers is not the high risk strategy it once was for our distant male ancestors who
were often locked out of any future matings when a pickup attempt went awry and the target or cockblock would run and tell the whole tribe what a
loser he is. Today, the proximity of exes has very little impact on potential future conquests. For men, this has bought them virtually unlimited
opportunity to get laid. For women, this has robbed them of one of their most potent weapons in ensuring that only the fittest males get access to their
vaginas — the withering ostracization of their sexual rejection.

On the flipside, men have lost confidence in the fidelity of their chosen partners while women have gained unstigmatized sexual freedom allowing
them to play the field until the perfect man finally arrives to sweep them off their feet.

I do not think the current reality of endless dating can last. Something must give. Either humans will evolve into different social animals capable of
withstanding decades of hookups and fragmentary relationships without turning to the comforts of cats and internet porn, or those people who serially
date and delay childbirth will not have enough kids and natural selection will remove them from the gene pool as a failed experiment. Either way,
change is in the air.

Excerpt from the Book of Alpha

April 11, 2007 by CH
Every text or email or recordable instance of conversation you have with a girl must follow this simple rule:

If it were given a public airing, let’s say on a blog or a sports stadium jumbotron, you should feel comfortable with what you have written for the
world to see. You should not feel an urge to wince, because it will be clear to everyone reading it how alpha you are. If the thought of someone other
than you and your girl reading your permanently archived romantic exchanges makes you cringe with embarrassment, then you are doing something
wrong that will eventually lead to your girl dumping you.

An example of texting* from a place of beta-tude:

YOU: Good morning, lovechop! :) I had a gr8 time w u last nite!
HER: Me too. Can’t wait to see you again.

YOU: U free this thurs? Miss u. Muaah muuah!

HER: Aw. Thanks sweetie. Call me later.

YOU: :-D Will do! :)

People reading this will puke a little and say “What a lameass. Like that’s gonna last.”
An example of texting from a place of alphaness:

YOU: {nothing}

HER: U there? Haven’t heard from u in a while.

YOU: Hey, babe. What’s up?

HER: The love last night was incredible! Have u been thinking of me?
YOU: Just a little.

HER: :) Miss u already, baby. Muuah!

YOU: {nothing}

The difference is clear. This man has kept his responses shorter than his girl’s and intriguingly aloof. He has refrained from emoting effusively. An
objective third party would say “He’s cool. Bet he gets laid a lot.” You want to be a man people think gets laid a lot, even if you don’t.

*Avoid texting on a regular basis. It is borderline beta. A man should not have the empty time to punch in a frivolous conversation with a girl using
only his thumb.

Flirty Quips To Female Small Talk

April 9, 2012 by CH

Surprisingly few men know how to flirt. (It’s surprising because, given the importance of flirting to evoking a feeling of incipient sexual release in a
girl’s mind, you’d think evolution would have ensured a lot more men are skilled at the craft. I consider the absence of widely distributed flirting
skills, particularly among northern europeans and asians, to be evidence that for much of mankind’s ancestral past the sex ratio was skewed enough in
the typical man’s favor that he didn’t need to learn how to appeal to women’s romantic needs.)

But I digress. When girls ask simple questions, or when they engage in innocuous chit chat, it’s in your interest as a lover of positive, sexualized
female attention to answer them in a flirty way. Training yourself to parry female small talk with unexpected flirtatious jousts is, at the least, great for
honing your game, even when it doesn’t lead to a bang.

Here are some examples of what I’m talking about. I routinely employ these quips in my daily life anytime I hear an opening in some banal
conversation that I happen to be having with a girl. These examples aren’t meant to be lifted verbatim, (although you may do that), but rather to serve
as illustration of the type of mindset you should have whenever you interact with women. (Warning: do not use on fat chicks. They may get the wrong
idea.)

GIRL: “What time is it?”
A good time.

GIRL: “You came in late today.”
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Hard drug use.

GIRL: “Which way is it to [X]?”

You don’t seem like the kind of girl who’d go there.
GIRL: “How are you?”

Irresistible.

GIRL: “Could you watch my laptop for me for a minute?”
Ok, but close your porn windows first. I have a reputation.
GIRL: “What’d you think of [movie X]?”

All right... ready to hang on my every word?

GIRL: “Are you going to [X's] party this Friday?”

Yes. You can be happy now.

GIRL: “What do you do?”

You didn’t just ask that.

GIRL: [in an elevator] “Could you press 4?”

This is just like in the movies!

GIRL: “My shift is ending soon. Can I close you out?”
Your flirting skills need work.

GIRL: “I think the coffee machine’s broken.”

Tried to put vodka in it again, didn’t ya?

GIRL: “Where’s your car?”

Tijuana.

GIRL: “That sounds like a good idea.”

Hey, it’s me!

GIRL: “It’s a really nice day today.”

Thanks!

GIRL: “That’s a cool hat.”

Flattery will get you everywhere.

GIRL: “Are you waiting in line?”

I’d better be. Otherwise I’'m standing around looking good for nothing.
GIRL: “That’ll be $69.75.”

I bet you say that to all the guys.

Just kidding about that last one. Sort of.

Flirting with women ties into the whole alpha male philosophy of not taking girls seriously. Treating women’s idle politeness like a sounding board
for you to amp up the sexual tension and remind your quarry that you are a highly libidinous, fleshy extension of your turgid cock is good for
establishing proper and healthy male-female relations.

When you are flippant with women, they sense that you think you are better than them, and that turns them on. Women love a man who is better than
them, but they will accept as a substitute a man who simply #hinks he is better than them.

Game Is 50% Not Putting Foot In Mouth

June 11,2010 by CH

I was chatting up a cute chick when I overheard another pickup in progress right next to me. The guy was projecting his voice loudly so I couldn’t
help but hear just about every word he said to the smiling girl who was listening intently to him. I glanced over when I had a moment to myself to
observe his success or failure. (While watching other men crash and burn is a visceral pleasure, I also enjoy watching men succeed because, one, I can
always learn something new, and, two, I am still amazed how often men in successful pickups utilize game principles even when they don’t know
they’re doing that.)

The guy was good-looking and high energy. His body language and voice tone were confident. At one point, when he stepped away to get a beer, the

file:///C:/Python34/heartiste.html 51/199



2014-11-12 heartiste.html

girl’s friend leaned in and I heard her say “Wow, he’s cute.” From my vantage, at least until then, this pickup was his to lose.

Which he did. Back with beer in hand, they continued talking, or rather, he continued talking and punctuating his words with finger jabs into the air,
while she listened. And listened. And listened. Agonizing minutes ticked by. The energy was suddenly one-sided with his wild, and panicky, abandon,
for he must have noticed her demeanor changing from delight to impassive politeness to confused annoyance. The previous pickup momentum,
torqued in large measure simply on the strength of his looks and initial pose of confidence, dissipated with surprising rapidity as his “game” crumbled
around him in a heap of monkey dancing, gum flapping, desperate body posturing, and cloying oversmiling. He began leaning into her in a vain effort
to compel her to commit to the waning conversation, but she was already one foot out the door as her eyes darted around searching for a friend, a
lifeline, to pull her away from this once attractive man. His inner beta had betrayed him.

Finally, denouement. A friend touched her elbow and whispered something in her ear. The guy figured out from her body language she was leaving
soon, so he suggested they exchange numbers. Or he might’ve suggested he give her his number, I couldn’t pick up what he said at that point very
clearly. She took her phone out and he typed his number into it and gave it back to her. As she was leaving, she didn’t look back at him. (A good test
whether a girl will flake on you for a future date is if she looks back at you briefly after you have gotten her number and she is leaving the premises
with her friends. No lookback = flake.) But he wasn’t done yet. Still smiling like a tard getting tickled, he shouted at her departing footsteps: “Hey,
you better memorize my number!”

Woofa.

It all went down in ten minutes. Let this be a lesson. Very good looks on a man without any game will buy him 30 seconds to ten minutes of an
attractive girl’s attention, after which he will be unceremoniously (and disappointedly) discarded just like any regular run of the mill schlub who
doesn’t understand the art of seduction. Men need to stop projecting their fascination with looks onto women; personality and alphaness are what

electrify a woman’s pleasure center. Good looks can send initial sparks, (and sparks is all it is) but the allure wears quickly without compensatory
game to buttress it.

I number closed my girl. I did not tell her I would memorize her number.

Game Resources

March 23,2010 by CH
A reader emails:
Dear Chateau,

T am a 32 year old quasi-alpha who is looking to make up for lost time. Due to my history and upbringing, I have had few successful
relationships with women. I am returning to college to finish my degree. Could you make some suggestions so my time in college is more
fruitful this time? Could you recommend some resources to read (besides your blog, which totally rocks btw)? Do you do phone
counseling?

I get emails from readers requesting game resources at least once a week. I think I’ve written about resources before, but in case not, here is a
reference post that lists what I believe is very good pickup material. The following is what I consider top tier game resources.

e The Mystery Method

Still the bible of pickup. Read this one first because it will introduce you in layman’s terms to the evolutionary wisdom that underlies the seduction of
women, and very quickly moves on to real, practical techniques that you can immediately apply in field. Mystery Method isn’t the final word on
pickup, and it has some flaws in its focus on opening large groups in nightclubs that might put off more introverted men, but it continues to be one of
the best reference manuals out there. There is a new and improved edition that dispenses with some of the off-putting acronyms.

¢ David Deangelo’s Cocky Comedy and Interviews with Dating Gurus Series

A good game resource should do one thing well — it should give you tools that you can easily envision using in the field and will result in immediate
positive feedback from women. Deangelo’s cocky/funny banter does just that. (PS: You can find a lot of this stuff for, ahem, considerably less than
retail price.)

o Savoy’s Magic Bullets

Savoy used to be in business with Mystery before he broke out on his own and wrote “Magic Bullets”. (Mystery reformulated his company from
“Mystery Method” to “Venusian Arts” because of a legal issue surrounding the breaking up of the original pickup companies.) I’ve only glanced
through this book, but from what I saw it looks good. Right on point and fluff-free. Lots of solid routines and ready-to-use examples.

¢ Pickup 101°s Fearless First Impressions, Attraction Secrets, and Art of Rapport DVDs

Lance Mason may not be a game innovator like Mystery, but he puts it together in a very polished product. His “Dress to Impress” style guide and his
“Physical Confidence” DVDs are also noteworthy.

¢ Roosh’s “Bang”

“Bang” gets a prominent place in this list because, quite frankly, I find myself referencing Roosh’s pickup guide more often than the more expensive
selections above. It’s a slim volume that you can turn to in a pinch, like just before heading out for the night. The best thing about “Bang” is its
accessibility; there are “cool, down to earth” lines in here that you can actually picture yourself saying, even if you are a shy guy.

o Neil Strauss’ “The Game”

This is not so much a reference manual of game tactics as it is a biography of the pickup lifestyle. Important in its own right, but not required reading

if all you want are practical tools to begin seducing women. Nevertheless, you should read it if for no other reason than that it brings you into a world
of possibility and shows you the lives of a bunch of non-famous dudes successfully bedding hot women using nothing but game technique. Also gives
you a glimpse at the unbalanced genius that is Mystery. Inspiring.

e Tony’s Layguide
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The progenitor of Mystery and Style? A landmark lay guide. Read it.

¢ Real Social Dynamics “The Blueprint”

I haven’t read much of Tyler Durden’s stuff (he runs RSD), but I keep hearing from people that his Blueprint series is excellent. So I include it on the
top tier list caveat emptor.

My second tier list of game resources:
After reading the above, you may find some value in the following products.

¢ Stephane Hemon’s Girlfriend Training Program
I’'m on his mailing list. Sure, he’s a loopy new-ager, but he’s got some valuable things to say about inner game and the nature of women. Don’t let the
chakra stuff put you off. Hemon used to have a Squirting Orgasm video guide, but I think he stopped selling it because of the breakup with the girl
featured in the video. Learning to give your girl a squirting orgasm is an underappreciated art. Or you can get lucky and bang blogger chicks who
squirt naturally.

¢ The Real Social Dynamics and Stylelife internet forums

The internet forums are some of the best places to get the latest in game techniques. I’d participate in these forums if I could remember my damned
user ID and passwords.

¢ Badboy ebook and DVDs

Probably the closest PUA to a true natural. Guy walks with a limp from a war injury acquired during the Serbian conflict and bangs hot East Euro
babes. One of the few pickup dudes I’d actually like to meet in real life.

¢ Carlos Xuma and Zan DVDs
Smooth operators. The older gentleman’s pickup resource.
¢ Robert Cialdini’s book “Influence: The Psychology of Persuasion”
What do sales, politics, business, love, and pickup have in common? Everything.
¢ Robert Wright’s evospych book “The Moral Animal”
My very first introduction to evolutionary psychology. Eye-opening. Goes to show that a liberal can occasionally put out a worthwhile book.
¢ Matt Ridley’s evo book “The Red Queen”
The red pill.

sk

This isn’t an inclusive list by any means. I tend to weight material that has been out in circulation for a while because, to be honest, I haven’t read
much game stuff in the past year. So if anyone has a resource they’d recommend, or a suggestion for material of a recent vintage that might contain
improvements on old ways of doing things, feel free to mention it in the comments. We should never stop learning.

Generalizing Your Way Into Her Panties

October 7, 2008 by CH

Reader JB emailed me with a valuable observation about the effectiveness of using generalizations as a game tactic. He read my post “Dread” where |
explain the best ways to train your girlfriend so that you maximize love output and minimize shit test incitement:

Ignore her calls for a week. When you eventually answer and she reads you the riot act, act as if nothing was wrong and accuse her of
sabotaging a perfectly good relationship, “just like all the other women in this stupid city. I thought you were different”. Hang up on her
angrily.

JB wrote:

When I read this I fucking almost spit up my mouthful of coffee. Funny because it’s true. Have you written anything about the powerful
effect generalization has on the female psyche? I have used the ‘you’re just like every other girl in this city’ one and BANG!
No matter who the girl, no matter the age...she stops cold and finds herself waiting for what I’'m going to say next.

Good stuff, keep it up.

Yes, it’s true. Throwing a generalization in the face of a girl you are gaming by accusing her of being “just like all the rest” is a powerful qualification
tactic. It will send her into paroxysms of indignation and self-doubt as she works hard to regain your approval.

Maxim #33: NO girl wants to be thought she isn’t a special little snowflake.

Use this thermal exhaust port of female psychology to your advantage. But be careful how you deploy the generalization bomb — its mindfuck
megatonnage can blow up chicks’ heads like scanners. There are two ways to laser-guide a generalization straight into the beaver bunker.

1. Exasperation. See the example above. Can be useful in pickup as well as relationship management — for instance, after she’s started acting up
and attempted to find your soft underbelly. In pickup parlance, this would be during the M2F attraction phase. Watch as she spins her wheels
trying to prove her uniqueness.

2. Reverse psychology. Right before you run a routine with her, like palm reading or astrological compatibility, tell her she’s probably like all the
other girls in [insert city] and wouldn’t appreciate the deep and profound knowledge you are about to drop on her. If she says “What do you
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mean I’'m like all the rest?!”, you reply “Tell me I’'m wrong.”

I don’t just dispense advice, I explain *why* the advice works, stripping away the mystery and spirituality squid ink with the sandblaster of
biomechanics, so you can see for yourself the predictability of the human attraction algorithm.

As I wrote in response to Clio in the comments section of this post:

here is what i think motivates the female will to believe that makeup is effective at hiding flaws from the precision guided instrument of
men’s visual intake port:

the fear of the immutable.

if you’ll notice, women are the most outraged by the idea of evolutionary psychology and unchangeable genetic fate. that physical beauty
should be so unalterable and at the same time so critical to a woman’s prospects for snagging an alpha male of her own sends shivers
down her spine. if true, it means they cannot do much to improve their value on the open market. no educational attainment, no carreer
success, no makeup, no exercise [to a point], no hob nobbing with the right people — nothing much matters but for the face they were
given when mommy’s egg was fertilized by daddy’s swimmers.

yet, this is precisely how the sexual market works. and so, as the gears of the pretty lie machine clank and sputter to dispense more of its
life-affirming self-delusions, the “social conditioning” brigade strikes out at the descending shroud of hopeless darkness.

Generalizations offend women in a way they do not offend men because they breach the perimeter ego defense and strike right at a woman’s core self-
conception — her belief in herself as Princess On A Cloud Carried Aloft By Admiring Suitors. If it’s true that her genes account for nearly all her
success or failure with the men she wants, then there isn’t much she can do to improve her chances to fulfill her deepest desires. If it’s true (and it is)
that men value beauty above all else, then it is logically inescapable that she is, to an unsettling degree, interchangeable with any women who are at or
above her level of physical attractiveness.

Women do not want to confront the unpleasant reality of upwardly immutable female sexual market value. (They can certainly go down in market
value by bloating up or suffering a facial disfigurement.) Similarly, they do not want to admit they aren’t special. So they fight against it. They hide
behind pretty little platitudes and try to correct your misperceptions to the contrary. Deep in the primitive ancestral part of her reptilian brain she fears,
justifiably, that if she isn’t a unique creature in your eyes, you may be likely to leave her if a hotter woman blips your radar. FOR INNATE
EVOLUTIONARILY MODULATED REASONS, SHE WANTS TO KNOW YOU SEE MORE IN HER THAN HER BEAUTY. You should
leverage this female instinct to your benefit.

“So what else do you have going for you besides your beauty?”

If you are the one special suitor who wrings her princess cloud dry and sends her plummeting to earth with a well-timed generalization that belies her
uniqueness, she will suddenly find, in violation of the courtship script she was so used to following, an inexplicable urge to seek *your* approval, and
demonstrate for *you* how different she is from other women and how you just *have to* see that.

Then, my friend, you will be in the driver’s seat. Zoom zoom.

“Get lost”

September 24, 2012 by CH

Most girls avoid inciting confrontation. But some girls are constitutionally nasty. All girls can occasionally be nasty if they are pushed hard enough (or
PMSing hard enough). American girls are getting manlier and, hence, nastier, so the occasions you will encounter nastiness from a girl in America and
her Western satellites are likely increasing in frequency.

Some things a nasty bitch will utter are so grating you feel impelled to haul back and send her to the moon. “Get lost” is one of those things. Of
course, you don’t want to do this. Not only will it result in a white knight brigade gang-tackling you in hopes of receiving a pat on the back from some
fat hog in flip-flops, it will kill your pickup momentum.

The best answer to female nastiness is calm. As long as your demeanor is calm and you look unflustered, you will knock a nasty cunt off her game
plan. She’s expecting one reaction; you’re giving her another.

Calmness is essentially non-reactiveness. When you react, you accede, implicitly or explicitly, to your antagonist’s frame. When you react, you
confess defensive insecurity, even if objectively you are not, because perception is all that matters in seduction. Defensiveness is the biggest game-
killer, outside of supplication. If you ever observe naturals or experienced players hitting on women, one thing you’ll notice they all have in common
is a complete and total lack of defensiveness or supplication. The non-neediness and self-certainty of the inveterate player are so ingrained that he
couldn’t be otherwise if he tried.

So, to sum up, when you encounter shocking nastiness from a girl:
1. Stay calm
2. Don’t react

3. Announce your preferred intention

Number 1 is very hard to do if you are a young man full of impulsivity and heavy balls. But it comes with practice. Hot emotions can be corralled and
channeled, just like yogis can train themselves to focus inwardly and feel less pain.

Number 2 can be mastered simply by willing yourself to pause for a second or two in mental silence before responding to a girl who has attempted to
get under your skin. The pause of alphaness is a powerful technique, and will help you gather your thoughts and keep a poker face. It is also very
unsettling to your opponent.

Number 3 is reframing. This is where you apply the proper tension with the words you choose to relay to her. A substitution of her tacit demands with
your alternative preference implies your indifference and perhaps mild annoyance. You are not angry or spiteful. You are condescending.

So, for example, a girl says this to you:
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“Get lost.”

You would ideally respond with this:
“No, I think Il stay right here.”

No anger, no spite, no sulking, no defensive flailing. Just a calm iteration of fact and an imposition of your will on the world, wrapped in an
unmovable frame.

If she really hates you, she’ll mutter something like “fuck you” under her breath and walk off, which is the equivalent of taking her ball home and
declaring victory. But the perception will be that you will have won, standing your ground like an unflappable mofo. A small measure of self-
satisfaction will materialize in a smirk on your face. It’s these little victories that add up to a rich, fulfilling life.

If she doesn’t really hate you, and was just being bitchy because bitch, her reaction will be an amalgam of surprise, indignation and intrigue. All these
reactions are better than the alternative, because they all mean her frame has been broken and subsumed into yours. Great love often germinates in
such difficult soil.

Now I know some of you are incredulously asking yourselves, “So an alpha male is never supposed to get angry, even when such anger is fully
justified?”

No, I didn’t say that. An alpha male should favor being proactive over reactive. What this means in practice is that anger is best displayed
intermittently, infrequently, and unexpectedly. It is also best used when its usage is personally advantageous. The rules of the sexual market are not
guided by principles of fairness; an angry defensive outburst moves you no closer to your goal of pleasure, and usually moves you further from it.

Bitchiness should be answered first with bemused calm, which steals the bitch’s thunder and robs her of the satisfaction of provoking the expected
butthurt response. Preternatural calm and steadfast state control will induce in the bitch complacency, guard-lowering, and second thoughts, from
which a seduction may move forward, or from which you may lower the war hammer of ego smiting. Give the bitch room to bitch, implant in her the
impression that you aren’t easily provoked and might even be worth getting to know, and then, when she least expects it, reveal the awesome glory of
your disgust with her as a person.

Dishing out unforeseen comeuppance is almost as satisfying as sex. But it’s a long game, for those who have the patience and discipline to master not
only the egos of others, but one’s own ego.

Getting Rusty

April 13,2009 by CH

Whether because of laziness, preoccupation with job and hobbies, or falling into a steady, comfortable pattern with a girlfriend, time away from the
game will kill your game faster than cumulative rejections, self-limiting beliefs, or hanging with a beta crowd. It’s like high blood pressure, the silent
killer. You don’t even realize your game is suffering until it’s too late and a beta embolism seizes you in a death grip.

I used to think that once you learned game it would stay with you for life no matter how much time you spent away from it, like riding a bicycle. Now,
I know this isn’t true. Within a month of departure from the field, your game will begin to degrade. First your outer game will deteriorate, then your
rock solid inner game — your confidence — will start to show cracks. Finally, if you don’t take active steps to counter the slide to betatude, you will
completely revert to your old self. You see this a lot with freshly minted divorced men. They’ve been out of the game so long they have the
mannerisms, attitude, and courtship skills of a socially retarded high school A/V club freshman, adrift in a sea of bitch sharks.

The Descent of Alpha follows this trajectory:
—> Master Seducer commits to a girlfriend or, heaven forfend, gets married. He spends most of his free time with her.
One month passes without hitting on fresh meat.

—> Master Seducer is out with his boys and sees a hot chick. Preparing to approach, he hesitates for just a second. Guilt over his GF? Or something
much, much more ominous? For a brief instant he struggles to find an opening gambit. This is an odd feeling for him. The opening line used to come
second nature. He can’t remember the last time he had to scan his brain for an acceptable conversation starter. Is his GF’s pussy fogging his mind?

Two months pass without hitting on fresh meat.

—> Master Seducer is walking down the sidewalk and notices a chick who is just his type walking toward him. He is sexually satiated from his GF’s
loving daily ministrations, but a dying ember within compels him to summon the old swaggering dick-swinging demon. And this girl is just the one to
inspire him. He makes his move, but to his astonishment he says something about the tourist season. Their friendly, sexually neutered conversation
soon falls apart, as he knew it would. Curses! Casual game! His normally charming asshole game has betrayed him. He wonders why he said what he
did.

Three months pass without hitting on fresh meat.

—> Master Seducer, who has by now been demoted to Master Beta Boyfriend, has not hit on a new girl since he met his girlfriend. He wakes in the
middle of the night in a cold sweat wondering if he’s still “got it”. Determined to put his growing fears behind him, he takes advantage of a weekend
his girlfriend will be out of town to hang with his crew and recapture the old glory. He figures he’s already got regular pussy, so he’ll be free to
experiment and be as bold as he wants. In the field surrounded by all the glittering new beauties, a flicker of doubt briefly rattles him, but he forces it
aside and strides purposefully into set after set like the King Dong he used to be. Unfortunately, his game is sloppy, scattershot, and misses the mark
more than it hits. As set after set fizzles, he grows more timid in his conversations. He forgets fundamentals like hitting on the fat chick first and
negging the hot babe early. He forgets to qualify. He even catches himself standing in a defensive posture. He goes home numberless, but consoled
that at least he has pussy waiting for him.

Four months pass without hitting on fresh meat.

—> Our Master of Nothing has decided to throw in the towel. He’s got a great GF and maybe his new game-free outlook on life is the natural
progression of becoming a well-rounded man. Like yin and yang, the alpha and beta must coexist. Too bad for our anti-hero his girlfriend has
myteriously stopped giving him unsolicited blowjobs. She snaps at him for inconsequential infractions. He has stopped flirting with other women
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when they go out together. His egregious flirting at parties used to piss the hell out of his girlfriend, but the night always ended in floorboard shaking
sex. Now, the night ends with a movie and soft, tender lovemaking — at least from him — that leaves her unsatisfied.

Six months pass without hitting on fresh meat.

—> Master of Herbs has done all the right things: He’s stopped catting around, he’s paid more attention to his girlfriend, he’s been a dutiful boyfriend
with eyes only for her. So why did she leave him? All he knows is that he’s been thrust into the field, cold and unarmed, and his glorious past BG
(Before Girlfriend) where he hardly ever went a week without new pussy is just a distant memory. He flails wildly in set. His confidence is shattered.
He spends $5K for a workshop with Lance Mason. We can rebuild him. We have the technology ...

skeoksk

The first thing to go when you have stopped gaming girls is your asshole game. Asshole game is like the dick in the coalmine. When it goes flaccid,
you’ve got big problems on the horizon. Asshole game is probably the surest marker of healthy testosterone levels. It’s also the leading edge of tight
game and the most sensitive to any beta backsliding. If you’re concerned about losing your mojo, pay close attention to your inner asshole. Have you
stopped referring to girls as “bitches” and “dirty whores”? Have you stopped making fun of them and risking getting blown out? WARNING! You
have taken your first steps betawards.

Ask your friends to observe you in set and grade you on your assholery. Third party feedback is invaluable for avoiding the dreaded fates of the
Complacent Herb in a Relationship or the Lazy Beta Too Self-Satisfied to Bother. If you can keep your asshole game sharp, the rest of your game will
be safe from the predations of the Beta Side.

Maxim #59: The longer you are away from seducing new women, the harder it will be to seduce one when you want.

Going All In Or Cashing Out

December 20, 2010 by CH
A reader laments:

I met this incredibly cute girl who really did it for me and we’ve been dating for four months. But lately I’ve felt less and less like having
sex with her. She still looks great but my thoughts wander to hooking up with other women I see every day. I’ve even been having sex
dreams about ex’s. Has this happened to you? I don’t want to break up with her because she might be the best I can get at the moment, but
my horniness for her is disappearing.

This is the classic relationship conundrum that all men experience — whether to go all in for a shot at the big pot, or cash out of the dating market
altogether and settle into a life of comfortable ennui with one’s respectable winnings. Two endogenous factors will influence a man to one or the other
choice: the number and sensitivity of his dopamine receptors, and his ability to pick up equally hot or hotter girls within a reasonable time frame. Two
exogenous factors will also exert influence over his decision: the hotness of his current girlfriend, and the number of available potential replacements
within his milieu.

A thrill-seeking man with tight game and a track record of fulfilling his desires who is currently dating below his level in a region filled with single
beautiful women will be very difficult to corral into a monogamous relationship by any but the hottest girls. Strong cultural stigma and peer pressure,
coupled with a 9 or a 10 on his arm, are the only counterweights capable of restraining his impulses. Men like these types are the reason why women
rush their newly-minted alpha hubbies out to the bland suburbs where he won’t be tempted by a daily farmer’s market of juicy, ripe fruit for the
plucking, and where his energy and focus will be spent paying off the McMansion mortgage.

A tentative man with no game and few past lovers of any note who is currently dating at or above his level in a region bereft of single beautiful
women will be loath to leave such an arrangement. Strong cultural stigma and peer pressure are not needed for him to remain monogamous, except
when he gets dumped and needs a kick in the ass to begin meeting new women. Men like these types are happy to run to the suburbs, to get their wives
away from the roving alpha males.

The four factors are important, but it is the man’s skill with women and the hotness of his girlfriend which will most determine his likelihood to stick
with her for a long time. In fact, a girlfriend’s hotness alone is an amazingly accurate predictor of how quickly the average man will grow bored of sex
with her (if he is honest with himself).

GF’s hotness Time to boredom
0 0 seconds

1 0.1 seconds

2 0.5 seconds

3 1.1 seconds

4 15 seconds

5 5 minutes (this is very much an exponential plot)
6 3 weeks

7 6 months

8 2 years

9 5 years

10 10 years to never

Ladies, do you have trouble pulling your man away from video games to share passionate intimacy with you? Might want to look in the mirror. The
fault, dear Beatrice, lies not in the stars (or in self-medicating thoughts that his plumbing is failing), but in you.

Now growing bored with girlfriend sex is not the same as running off to find new pussy. Many men make the sensible and quite logical calculation,
based on a confluence of the factors listed above, that the risk of a long dry spell in the field is not worth the loss of tepid schtupping on the regular, no
matter how rote it has become. And many of these men go on to lead lives of quiet resignation that their days of lackluster sex will follow them to the
grave. It is this fear of the hopeless, grinding dry spell that keeps many ugly couples together, and breeding their ugliness into future generations.

There is also a vicious feedback loop that exacerbates the tendency of successful womanizers to continue their pump and dump ways. If the average
man who is used to no better than 5s or 6s hooks up with a 7, he will be happy for quite a while with her IF his self-conception remains static. Yet,
what will we likely see? His ego will grow in lockstep with the improving looks of his conquests, thus spurring him to greater challenges. Men who
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see sudden improvements to their game and consequently, their meet to lay ratio, are usually the most imprudent at relationship management, because
their egos carry them perpetually forward searching for hotter girls until their limits are reached. The worst LTR prospect for a woman is the man new
to game; he is a world of pain waiting for her. The best LTR prospects for women would be quasi-virginal men who have not had the beta beaten into
them, or established players who are happy with their record of accomplishment and ready to slow down.

So... to go all in or cash out? Remember, there is a real risk that years of loneliness or regret are your fate should you jettison your devoted but
familiar lover for the excitement of fresh meat. That in mind, I can only offer these words of wisdom:

You will get bored of sex with every girl you date/love/marry. The only question is how soon.
No girl can completely satisfy you. As soon as you meet such a girl, your standards will shift upward. This is the nature of your humanity.
You should go all in at least once in your life. You’d be surprised what you can achieve under duress.

Relatedly, you should not use one big winning from going all in to justify going all in all the time. That is the newb’s curse, and it will vex you in
time. Sometimes, you do find that great girl, and the upside of gaining fresher pussy isn’t worth the downside of losing loving pussy.

If your game is good, throw your chips around like a whale. But always be open to the possibility of a final hand.

If your game is really good..... MLTR!

God bless!

PS Sex dreams featuring exes are pretty common for men. We have a tendency to fondly remember with rose-colored glasses the best of our exes
while conveniently shunting aside the shit that drove us crazy. Coupled with our harem drive, it’s no wonder our brains fire off nighttime visions of

multiple lovers past and present. That is why men will rarely have “love dreams” of former girlfriends. Fuck, I can recall the vulvas of at least five
exes with more clarity than I can their faces.

Grabbing 2008 By The Zeroes

January 2, 2008 by CH
1. Shun losers. They will magnify your worst personality traits.

2. Acknowledge your strengths AND weaknesses. Improve those things about yourself which will benefit most from your efforts and avoid
squandering your energy trying to attain minimal competence in areas you are naturally weak.

3. Dispel negativity. Always picture yourself at the top of the mountain looking down than in the valley looking up.

4. Don’t defend your limitations. Your ego can as easily hold you back as propel you forward.

5. Jettison politics from your personal life. Jawing about political ideology is worse than useless — it’s a time suck and a trick played by your status-
seeking reptilian hindbrain on your frontal lobes that does nothing to bring you more happiness OR status. Your vote really won’t matter. Don’t
believe me? When was the last time a significant election was decided by one vote?

6. It’s OK to hate. Like greed, it clarifies.

7. When in doubt, affect a pose of indifference.

8. Live by a fluid code of ethics. There will be those times when acting unethically will be personally advantageous and relatively consequence-
free. In these cases the guilt won’t last more than five minutes.

9. Fuck resolutions. They are for people who couldn’t get their shit together the previous 365 days.

10. You are not a special little snowflake, but you should act like you are. If people are going to form impressions of you it’s better they make false
positive ones than true negative ones.

11. Stop living your life as if karma will reward you for your goodness and smite your enemies for their badness. A mystical moral payback system
does not exist. See: Chairman Mao.

12. If you are a guy with options, don’t get married. It is a raw deal. If you do get married, and the inevitable shittiness of it reveals itself to you in
phony headaches, mundane monogamy, domesticated servitude, escalating expectations, and divorce theft, don’t say I didn’t warn you.

13. There is no such thing as unconditional love. If a girl gains 50 pounds her boyfriend will fall out of love with her. If a guy loses his job and drifts
into months of unemployed depression his girlfriend will fall out of love with him. Thinking clearly on this will give you the best chance to find
real love.

14. Never compromise on love. It is the only thing in this world that isn’t bullshit.

15. Many of you will think #14 contradicts #13. You would be wrong.

16. The next time you think girls are sugar and spice and everything nice, just remember... they like to be choked.

Great Scenes Of Game In Music

May 29, 2010 by CH

Commenter walawala posted a link to an annotated video of Robbie Williams running game on a talk show audience during a live performance of one
of his songs.
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BT = Buying Temperature, or how badly a chick tingles for you.

Now naturally Williams is a rock star on stage, so he’s DHVing through the roof as is and probably doesn’t need all that much game to begin with, but
as noted in the annotation, he’s not well-known in America, so the risk of bombing on stage was present. It looks to me like he successfully employed
classic game techniques and won the audience — and super alpha Simon Cowell — over. (Or, more accurately, he disarmed super alpha Simon
Cowell.) Good find, walawala.

The song is pretty good, too.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

February 13, 2009 by CH
Back by popular demand...

In the last installment, I analyzed the game Rhett runs on Scarlett. This time it’s the game Paul Newman, in the character of Hud, uses to seduce Alma
(Patricia Neal).

This scene is between Hud and Alma, his family’s housekeeper, and it’s the first time in the movie Hud makes a pass at her. Hud is a classic badboy in
this movie, and Alma does a good job resisting his devilish charms. My comments are in bold.

kokok
HUD: Got a cigarette?

[alpha body language straight from the get-go. slow, heavy steps on the approach. both his arms up and hands leaning against the door frame.
forceful tone of voice. this is the entrance of an alpha. a woman will know she's not about to suffer the entreaties of a beta.]

ALMA: Yeah.
HUD: I wish you wouldn’t keep me hanging around on the front porch make me feel like I'm selling something.

[first qualification. with a dash of playful humor, he lets her know he's unimpressed with her rudeness for not promptly inviting him into the
room. really, any excuse will do to qualify a woman.]

ALMA: All right, come on in. They’re a little squashed.

HUD: It’s all right. They’ll do. I see you got things fixed up some.

[betas are overly attentive. alphas are distracted. hud glances around the room as he grabs the cigarettes from her.]
ALMA: I try.

HUD: Looks pretty good, except your sweet potato plant over here has got the blight.
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[compliment, followed immediately by mild criticism. remember that formula.]

ALMA: I can’t seem to get one started.

HUD: They need a lot of tender loving care, honey, same as the rest of us.

[an alpha gets the conversation rolling in a sexual/sensual manner sooner rather than later.]

ALMA: I’ll keep it in mind. Could I have a match?

[notice he doesn't rush to fulfill her request. she walks to him to get the match, and he almost flings it into her hand. DHV.]

HUD: Well, what have we got here? “Jiffy Portable Hairdryer.” “Triple screen.” Automatic toaster. So what’ve you been doin’, a little rustlin’ down at
the five and dime?

[NEG #1. making fun of her stuff.]

ALMA: I go in for those prize contests. “How Shinette Shampoo changed my life,” in twenty words or less. They give free two week trips to Europe.
But I end up with the fountain pens and the binoculars.

HUD: Won me a turkey raffle once, but it was fixed. I got to be pretty friendly with one of them gals picking the numbers.

[if you can't physically demonstrate social proof and preselection by women, the next best thing is to offhandedly hint at it in conversation.
the way to do this is to ground your verbalized social proof with a backstory so it sounds natural and unforced.]

ALMA: It figures.

HUD: How much you take the boys for tonight?

[notice the change of voice tone. hud lowered the volume and pitch of his voice while he's distractedly (and seductively) fondling a flower.
women are not the only ones who can flirt with the use of props. also: CONTRAST IS KING. playing with a flower is femme, but hud is
dripping with so much masculinity that the flower intensifies his allure.]

ALMA: Twenty dollars and some change.

HUD: You’re a dangerous woman to have around.

ALMA: I’m a good poker player.

HUD: You’re a good housekeeper. You’re a good cook. You’re a good laundress. What else you good at?

[when alma says she's a good poker player, the typical beta, because he is bereft of interesting things to say or the confidence with which to
lead a conversation in new directions, would have jumped at the "beta bait" and attempted to capitalize on her measly offering by asking her
about her poker skills. an alpha, otoh, uses what a woman says as a springboard to talk about whatever the fuck he feels like talking about.
it's the art of riffing. here, hud challenges her. the challenge is part of the stage of attraction known as ""male to female" interest. instead of
proving himself to her, he's coaxing her to prove herself to him. and all with a sly smile.]

ALMA: At taking care of myself.

[nice IOD. this chick is not going to be steamrolled.]

HUD: Shouldn’t have to, a woman looks like you do.

[if you're going to compliment a woman's looks, this is a good way to do it -- in context. and he's got his lips on that flower like it's a labia.]

ALMA: That’s what my ex-husband used to tell me, before he took my wallet, my gasoline credit card and left me stranded in a downtown motel in
Albuquerque New Mexico.

HUD: What you do to make him take to the hills? You wear your curlers to bed or something?

[NEG #2. this could come across harsh, which is why it helps to say it with a shit eating grin, as hud does here.]

ALMA: Ed’s a gambler. He’s probably up at Vegas or Reno right now, dealing at night, losing it all back in the daytime.

HUD: A man like that sounds no better than a heel.

[ex-husband destroyer.]

ALMA: Aren’t you all?

[she plays the game well.]

HUD: Honey, don’t go shooting all the dogs ’cause one of ‘em’s got fleas.

[nice. hud nips her pity ploy in the bud by turning it around on her with a mild rebuke. a beta would have vigorously agreed with her and
given her a david alexander-style soft hug and a shoulder to cry on. btw, "honey" is a great way to address a woman when the moment is
right. it's a subtle dominance maneuver that chicks eat up.]

ALMA: I was married to Ed for six years. Only thing he was ever good for was to scratch my back where I couldn’t reach it.

[pause. hud looks her up and down. doesn't matter if she notices or not. an alpha does these little behavioral things for himself as much as for

the woman.|
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HUD: You still got that itch?
ALMA: Off and on.
[hud: grin, draw on cig, flower sniff, grin more. nothing is rushed in alphaland.]
HUD: Well, let me know when it gets to bothering you.
[pause. pause. pause. tension. tension. unbroken eye contact. tension building up to the edge of discomfort. unwavering smile half-hidden
provocatively by flower AKA labia petals, then... BOOM... hud lowers his smile and flower instantly and -- this is important -- EXITS FIRST.
no lingering for a response. no needy anticipation for her reaction. no goodbye. just gets up off the bed and leaves her to be washed away in

the cascading torrent of her lube deluge. that was the money shot. the killer move that greases the skids for a future seduction.]

Next week: How to game Cigstache.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

April 10,2009 by CH

In the last “Great Scenes” post I showcased the game run by Paul Newman’s character in the movie Hud. This time, it’s another classic move, Pee
Wee'’s Big Adventure, where super alpha Pee Wee seduces the shit out of Dottie.

My comments below are in bold. How do you handle it when a girl you like flirts with you? Pee Wee shows you how.
skokok

Kid: Is Dottie still working on your bike?

PEE WEE: No, I’ve got it back a couple days already.

Kid: What’s she doing to it?

PEE WEE: I can’t talk about it. James Bond kind of stuff.

[first rule of pickup: always be in character.]

Kid: Dottie’s radical with bikes.

DOTTIE: Hi, Pee Wee.

Kid 1: I say we cruise, dudes. It’s getting hot in here.

Kid 2: It’s steamy.

Kid 3: I’'m sweating.

PEE WEE: Is my horn ready yet?

[pee wee doesn't say "hi" back. it's very alpha to skip pleasantries and get right to business.]

DOTTIE: It’s ready. It should be loud enough for you now.

PEE WEE: Where is it? Let’s hear it.

[demanding and brusque. alpha]

DOTTIE: Wait. I want to talk to you first.

PEE WEE: You are talking to me.

[there is a little overlap in temperament and attitude between alphas and betas, but there are also some things alphas do which betas almost

*never* do. and one of those things is being a smartass. betas are hardly ever smartasses, especially with girls.]
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DOTTIE: No, I want your undivided attention.

PEE WEE: *makes a face*

[nice face. teasing girls is very effective. and the best teasing is nonverbal, communicated through exaggerated facial expressions or body
movements]

DOTTIE: Look Pee Wee this is important. I want to ask you something. I want to know, if you will do something?

PEE WEE: What?

[if you like a girl, and she comes on to you, a great way to respond is to act suspicious of her motives. so let's say you're in a bar and a girl
you've been gaming reaches over to touch your chest. don't jump at the first opportunity to make out. instead, say "heeey... what are you up
to?" while giving her the stink eye.]

DOTTIE: I want to know if you’ll go someplace with me.

PEE WEE: Like where?

DOTTIE: The drive-in.

PEE WEE: Look, Dottie, I like you. Like! I like you.

[pee wee may be serious here and not actually like dottie, but if you do like the girl, playing a game of reverse LJBF can be a good way to
heighten sexual tension. ""oh i don't know, carrie, i like you, but i'd hate to do anything that might... jeopardize... that. it's very chancey." be
sure to telegraph your unseriousness with heavy sighs and head shaking.]

DOTTIE: I like you, too.

PEE WEE: There are a lot of things about me you don’t know anything about. Things you wouldn’t understand, you couldn’t understand. Things you
shouldn’t understand.

[dramatic vocal tonality is so underused by men. all most guys know how to do is shout and bellow, like drunk fratboys. try experimenting
with different voice pitches and pauses and tempos. it will add a theatrical flair to your conversation that is irresistible to women.]

DOTTIE: I don’t understand.

PEE WEE: You don’t want to get mixed up with me. I’m a loner, Dottie. A rebel. So long, Dot.

[The Golden Pickup Rule: Unless you can get a same night lay, always leave first. Always be the one to cut the conversation off. Always end
the date first. Always be the one waving goodbye first. Chicks LOVE when a man walks away from them to journey... somewhere else, where
only men with plenty of options journey. If you're having trouble settling on a self-identity, you can't go wrong with brooding rebel. This
archetype is universally attractive to women. There's probably a very good evo psych reason for it. So in a pinch, just tell chicks you've "got

to be moving on. Don't know where I'm heading, but I'm doing it alone." Insta-pussy lube!]

Note: On a scale of 1 to 5, this post was 1 tongue in cheek.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

June 18, 2009 by CH

It’s been a while since the last installment of ‘Great Scenes’. Here is a video clip from the movie ‘The Philadelphia Story’, featuring Cary Grant
giving Katharine Hepburn exactly what she needs. The audio has been disabled by YouTube due to copyright issues, but you don’t need it for this
scene as no words are exchanged. (Video link sent courtesy of reader Godless Capitalist.)

GC noted that you would be hard pressed to find a scene like this in a modern movie, especially in a movie where the “domestic abuser” gets the girl
in the end, as Cary Grant did in ‘The Philadelphia Story’. I agree. You’d rarely see a leading man in a modern movie face-push a woman onto her ass,
no matter how deserving she was of it, unless his character was Evil Incarnate or, worse, Beta Maximus. In a movie depicting the latter case, the Beta
Maximus would spend the rest of the film wracked with guilt and prostrating himself before the “victim”, begging her forgiveness.

Feminists, their lickspittle SWPL beta enablers, and our PC apparatchiks would have you believe only bitter, creepy losers enraged by a lifetime of
female rejection would ever physically confront a woman, but as [ have pointed out before on these esteemed pages, betas don’t have the sack to hit or
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physically confront a woman. Most betas tuck their tails between their legs when a woman humiliates them. It’s the lesser alphas who go in for crude
beatdown game, and the apex alphas who do what Cary Grant did in this clip — controlled anger administered in such a way as to maximize the
mortification payload.

Notice that Grant pulls back a punch in favor of the face-palm. This was the ultimate alpha move for two reasons. One, he recognizes his power is so
much higher than Hepburn’s that a solid blow by his fist would do her serious damage and have unfortunate repercussions for his reputation. Two, the
face-palm push is much more degrading than a punch would be to a woman. It’s beating her on her own terms — no egregious violence to embolden
martyrdom or incite white knighting, but enough psychological impact to crater her ego. A woman’s most valuable asset, besides the upkeep of her
vagina, is her face. Grant’s face-palm is an affront to that asset. It’s basically saying “your face is worthless to me and can kiss my sweaty palm.”

Take a look at Hepburn’s expression as she’s laying on the floor. Guilt, shame... and sweet sweet arousal. Thought experiment: What would be more
likely to moisten a woman’s pussy?

a. face-palming her in a moment of angry retribution or
b. apologizing for your misdeeds, true or not, and placating her with a massive princess pedestal campaign?
Women would tell you otherwise, but their wet pussies belie their words. They LOVE to be dominated.

Other alpha moves of controlled anger at your disposal (some examples drawn from personal experience):

Hard wrist grab followed by push onto bed or sofa.
Backhanded slap.

Half grapefruit shoved into the face.

Pin her against the wall by her wrists or throat.
Shoulder grab with a full body spin toss finishing move.
Bowl of dry cereal thrown like confetti in her face.

Beer poured over her head.

Cream-filled pastry tossed in her face.

Spray bottle of cleaning fluid thrown at her followed by the words “Clean yourself off, filthy whore.”
Crucifix thrown at her if she’s playing martyr.

Dual handed breast grab and push backward.

Push wad of toilet paper in her mouth.

Squirt ketchup in her face.

Do any of the above at least once in a relationship and you will never have to worry about her cheating on you or pounding the table yelling “Half!” at
divorce proceedings.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

April 16,2010 by CH

In the last ‘Great Scenes’ post, we watched Cary Grant big facing Katharine Hepburn until she almost passed out from arousal. This time, we take a
look at how deftly Walter Neff (Fred MacMurray) handles Phyllis Dietrichson’s (Barbara Stanwyck) shit tests (and in the process practically invents
film noir).

Phyllis (0:02): My husband! You were anxious to talk to him, weren’t you?
Walter (0:05): Yeah I was, but ah, I’m sort of getting over the idea if you know what I mean.

First shit test passed. She expected him to buckle when she introduced a competitive male threat, as most females are wont to do. (‘Let’s you and him
fight’ is a convenient ploy used by women to separate the alpha wheat from the beta chaff.)

Phyllis (0:10): There’s a speed limit in this state, Mr. Neff. 45 miles an hour.

Walter (0:13): How fast was I going officer?

Pitch perfect. Role playing is catnip to chicks. If you only remember one rule of game, it’s this: Never take her seriously.

Phyllis (0:15): I’d say around 90.

It’s ironic that back in the day when overt sex talk was more culturally censored than it is today, a flirty conversation between a man and woman could
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contain so much more sexual tension.

Walter (0:17): Suppose you get down off your motorcycle and give me a ticket.

Great working definition of an alpha male: He is the one who has an answer for everything. Also note the subtle de-pedestalization in this line.
Phyllis (0:19): Suppose I let you off with a warning this time.

Walter (0:21): Suppose it doesn’t take.

Notice how Walter is increasing the voltage of his replies. When volleying a swarm of shit tests, you’ll want to get progressively edgier (*not*
angrier), following the beat of your prey’s seductive syncopation. Imagine a woman slowly withering under your powerful presence, your magnetic
pull getting stronger with each quip, until you deliver the ego killing blow like a Final Fantasy finishing move.

Phyllis (0:23): Suppose I have to whack you over the knuckles.

This chick is unstoppable.

Walter (0:26): Suppose I bust out crying and put my head on your shoulder.

Vulnerability game from a position of strength. Sarcastic bravos!

Phyllis (0:29): Suppose you try putting it on my husband’s shoulder.

“I have a boyfriend”. One thing you’ll notice after you get a lot of experience with women is that they often turn nastiest right before they succumb.
It’s as if with one foul push of cuntery they can silence the screaming of the tingles.

Walter (0:32): That tears it.

A beta, once he gets in a groove with a woman, is likely to spin that tune until it’s worn-out. An alpha knows when to cut the action. And when he’s
beaten, he doesn’t sulk. Watch Walter as he turns away from Phyllis with a grin on his face. He knows he got to her.

Walter (0:38): Eight-thirty tomorrow evening then.

A question posed as a statement. Commanding.

Phyllis (0:40): That’s what I suggested.

Walter (0:41): You be here too?

Phyllis (0:42): I guess so, [ usually am.

Walter (0:44): Same chair, same perfume, same anklet?

The game never stops playing, even when she does. Every word, every glance, every interaction is an opportunity for game. Noticing tiny details of a
woman besides her physical features (e.g., anklet) is a powerful tool in the alpha’s arsenal. Translated into womanese, it means “I could notice every
detail of your 152 erogenous zones”.

Phyllis (0:46): I wonder if | know what you mean.

Walter (0:49): I wonder if you wonder.

Donned hat, smirk, staredown. This is a man who’s letting her know she didn’t rattle him. Just the opposite, in fact.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

May 14,2010 by CH

I’ve analyzed a lot of game scenes from classic movies, so how about a good game scene from a modern movie? Check out Javier Bardem’s character
running uber direct game on Scarlett Johansson and some other chick simulating an American lawyer cunt.

Ok, there are a few key moments during this interaction that set the alpha tempo for Juan Antonio and enable him to get away with everything else that
he says. When you go in strong and let a girl know right away that you are the prize, she will be much more forgiving of any “crazy” stuff you may
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decide to say later. Call it the Alpha Absolution Theory of courtship.

At 0:46, Juan walks behind a plant and is momentarily obstructed from the girls” view. A minor coincidence, yes, but one that heightens the tension
the girls are undoubtedly feeling. I wonder if Woody Allen knew this when he directed the shot? You may think this silly, but temporarily
disappearing from a girl’s line of sight is a subconscious trick on her psyche that triggers in her a “threat of loss” anxiety. Knowing this, try walking
behind something on your next approach; say, behind a large column or a group of people, then reappearing close by her.

0:46 — 0:55 Juan’s body language is half his game. His gait is steady and slow, his face expressionless except for the flash of a slight wry smile. When
he approaches, he takes his sweet time getting there. Also notice how he lets his gaze deliberately linger on the less attractive/less playful Vicky first,
and then switches looking at Cristina. He knows, before he’s even said one word, who the potential cockblock is and how the process of disarming her
takes precedence before anything else. Always address the less attractive/more anal retentive girls in a group first, unless it’s a mixed group of men
and women, in which case address the men first.

0:57 “American?” Perfect opener. The girls are expecting him to say something typical, like “What’s your name?”. Instead, he opens with a one word
question. With openers, laconic often beats loquacious for leaving a sharp impression. Furthermore, he avoids overgaming by opening in a manner
that is bolder than normal, yet not spastically “creative”.

1:02 When a girl offers you her name, the gentlemanly thing to do is give your name in return. Which is why you shouldn’t do it. Juan replies to
Cristina with a question about the color of her eyes instead. Totally out of left field, and that is why she squirms a little in her panties.

1:10 — 1:19 He gets right to the point. Obviously, this isn’t going to work in most situations, but the take-home lesson is that women are attracted to
men who lead, command, and direct. Women want to be marionettes, dangling languorously from the hands of a skilled puppeteer.

1:25 — 1:30 When Cristina asks “What’s in Oviedo?”, Juan replies that he wants to see a sculpture that is “very inspiring to him”. This part is
important. Juan does not qualify himself by attempting to appease or impress the girls by describing entertaining things in Oviedo that await *them*.
Instead, he explains he’s going for his own selfish reasons. Only after does he then say they would enjoy it as well.

1:37 — 1:52 Apocalypse Opener. Do you dare?

2:00 — 2:09 If you’re going to do direct game, you’ll have to be prepared for hardcore rejections. It comes with the territory. How you handle them can
mean the difference between an embarrassing exit and a momentum change in your favor. Juan answers Vicky’s rejection with a poetic rebuke to,
basically, seize their inner sluts.

2:11 Two minutes into the conversation and he finally gives his name. Well played. Make the girls work for your identity. Note, too, how it was the
sphincterly pinched Vicky who demanded he show his papers. Cristina would’ve spent a week with him before thinking to ask his name.

2:17 — 2:20 He purposefully mixes up their names. “Or is it the other way around?” Nice neg. It subtly drives a wedge between the two girls. I’ll have
to remember that one.

2:27 — 2:49 After Vicky acts like a bitch, Juan remains unfazed, complimenting the both of them for being “so lovely and beautiful”. Then he
addresses Cristina directly about her friend’s ability to “squeeze the charm” out of life. Classic “let’s you and her meow”. If he had been approaching
Vicky alone, this tactic might not work. But with Cristina there, he’s able to inspire competition between the two for who is the more romantic and
adventurous woman.

3:06 Vicky’s bitch shield is down. She invites him to join them for drinks. Why does she do this? Because, one, she’s attracted to Juan’s brazen
alphatude and two, she sees that Cristina is into him, so she doesn’t want to appear the spoilsport of the bunch.

3:18 “What offended you about the offer?” It’s never a good idea to argue with a cockblock, but in this case Juan manages to press Vicky with a
probing question that is followed up immediately by a reiteration of his earlier compliment that they are both beautiful. Also, if you will confront a
recalcitrant bitch, the only way to pull it off is with preternatural grace under pressure.

3:45 — 3:55 Juan evades Vicky’s bitching and turns his attention to Cristina. Textbook backturn takeaway. And the “When I saw you across the room,
I noticed you have” line is straight out of the direct game playbook.

4:02 — 4:28 Direct game takes balls, and it also takes a willingness to absorb rejection without flinching. Never let ‘em see you sweat. Juan makes his
pitch, allows a moment for it to sink in, and prepares his exit, admonishing the girls to “think it over”. Calm throughout. It helps that the plane is a
major DHV.

*eskok

Look, this is an extreme form of direct game. Most men will not be able to pull this off credibly, as the skill level involved is very high. Plus, the
context has to be working in your favor. The girls are in Spain, and are already in a frame of mind where they are expecting to be swept off their feet
by a swarthy Latin Lothario hypnotizing them with the verbal equivalent of romantic glow sticks. If you’re a pasty Northwest European white man in
a beach town club in New Jersey approaching pasty NW European girls sucking down Miller Lights, this sort of headily seductive direct game may
not go over as well. But it is another arrow in your quiver of game techniques, and shouldn’t be ignored just because it won’t work in every situation.

Direct game can be a powerful adjunct to your regular routine. Like, say, when you’re a NW European pasty white male approaching two Russian
girls in your country on vacation, and they find your ethnicity and command of the local environs alluringly exotic.

Great Scenes Of Game In The Movies

October 11, 2012 by CH

A reader forwarded a scene from the movie As Good As It Gets, featuring a suave and somewhat caustic Jack Nicholson meeting Helen Hunt for
dinner. The reader writes:

Here is a scene from Nicholson’s all time classic “As Good As It Gets” (spoiler, please don’t watch this if you haven’t seen movie, better
to watch it in movie)

Even though it is on screen, it’s great! It’s all about him yet she felt so good.

Do you think Jack’s body language is like a true alpha?
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Here’s the video. I do think it’s a great demonstration of alpha body language and game in action, but of course this is Jack we’re talking about. The
man bleeds alpha, in role and in real life. Commentary below.

0:24 — “Should I get her for you?” “No, that’s OK. I’ll just watch.” This is a glimpse into the inner world of the alpha. He’s going to take his time,
just watch, move to her slowly, like a predatory big cat. No one will rush him. No one will disturb his mojo. When you think this way, your actions
and behavior will follow suit. I don’t go in for new agey motivational stuff very much, but it’s true that forcing yourself into positive thought patterns
will impact how you behave. There is a reinforcing feedback loop that runs from your thoughts out through your body and voice and vice versa. And
studies have actually proven this phenomenon: when you assume alpha male physical poses, you feel more powerful and take more risks.

0:28 to 0:54 — The alpha male walks slowly to his prey. When he’s sure that she’s seen him, he doesn’t rush up to her like most betas would; he stops
at a distance and allows the moment to percolate with blissful anticipation, which women LOVE LOVE LOVE.

1:03 — COME HERE. That hand wave is supremely alpha. Again, most beta males would have rushed over to the girl when she happily waved at
them. An alpha accepts her wave, and shits on her expectations by motioning her to come to him. SHe is now sliding off her seat at this point, and no
words have yet been exchanged.

1:04 to 1:48 — There’s a lot going on in this half minute that could befuddle the average man, but Jack stands rooted to his original spot when he first
made eye contact with Helen Hunt. The king rarely approaches; the king is approached.

94 ¢

1:50 — She almost slips and says he’s “sexy”, but catches herself and dilutes her compliment a bit. The importance of this scene rests in his reaction;
arched quizzical eyebrows, followed by a warm smile. What’s alpha here is not what is done, but what is omitted; he doesn’t latch onto her flattery
like a needy beta who can’t believe his luck. He just accepts it and moves on to another topic.

2:02 — Showing a little bit of chivalry won’t kill you as long as you are alpha in all other ways.

2:10 to 2:20 — “You wanna dance?” “Well. I’ve been thinking about that since you brought it up before.” “And?” As she’s getting up from her chair
assuming he meant he would like to dance: “No.” When you defy women’s expectations, you electrify their pelvic easements. Plus, this was damn
funny.

2:24 — This is what we in the industry call a nuclear neg. Note: NOT recommended for newbs, or most any man really. There is a line where a neg,
even an unintentional one, morphs into a blatant insult, which can crush a woman’s ego so thoroughly her shame shuts her down to further gaming.

This is why Jack has to console her and, in his own alpha way, make amends. Helen Hunt is cute, but she’s no hard 10 club slut begging for abuse, so
the nuclear neg worked against Jack.

2:44 — Notice that when Jack is quasi-apologizing, he never says “I’'m sorry” (“I didn’t mean it that way” is the closest he comes to saying sorry) and
he never stops delivering commands to her. “You gotta sit down. You can still give me the dirty look, just sit down and give it to me.”

2:50 — She demands he pay her a compliment. This sets up an alpha reply perfectly, because at this point her expectation that he will either say
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