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FOREWORD
What is power?Is it money? Social status? Career? Family? Sex?
Whatever answer you pick, you’re not wrong. However, whatever answer you pick, you’re not
right, either.Power is not a one-way street. It is a synergy of different factors, intertwined,
complementary, which merge into a superstreet that can either be the Stairway to Heaven or the
Highway to Hell. Most of the time, it’s both.
Of course, different people have different needs, and the relative proportion of individual
factors we use to measure power varies from one person to another. For some, career is the key
factor that makes them feel powerful; for others, it’s money; and finally, there are those who
measure power by the number of sexual partners they’ve had. It is all relative and susceptible to
discussion and analysis, but I’m afraid I’d go too far, trying to explain every little detail.
Besides, since the very beginning of mankind, people have strived to find answers to
numerous questions about the essence, being, and other matters that human existence relies on,
including the matter of power.
Likewise, I have spent my entire 36-year-long career trying to answer miscellaneous
questions dealing with the essentials: “Who are we?”, “What are we?”, and “Where are we going?”
What is the force driving us forward?
Power?
Could be. But, what kind of power? What forces underlie it?
I’m Dr King, a psychotherapist, and I specialize in behavioral therapy and psychoanalysis. I’ve
had over 2500 clients. My main field of expertise and the focus of my work is the theory of the
evolution of libido, within which I have developed various methods for overcoming various
problems. Throughout my career, I have encountered many cases in which problems were often
caused by deficits in self-awareness, self-confidence, and valuing one’s own capacities and
achievements. Or, to put it simply, the problems stemmed from the deficit in power.
Over the years of working as a therapist, I have devised the so-called, “mirror technique”,
whose goal is to make the patients see themselves where they currently are, and, by the end of
therapy, realize who they really are, leaving my office as better, more self-confident, and more
successful people.
I have triumphantly applied this technique in almost 95% of the cases. Numerous colleagues
have been talking me into writing a book about this technique, to patent it, so to speak, and profit
from it. However, I’m one of those people for whom money doesn’t rate high on the list of power
factors. I was happy just having my patients come to me and leave my office satisfied.
So, what made me decide to write this book?
Throughout my long career, mostly men have been turning to me, looking for help, and one
could notice a sort of a pattern in the sample. The root of their problems was more or less the same.
It was sex that was stopping them from reaching their true selves and their full capacities. This
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pattern inspired me to perfect my methods in the field of sexual therapy, so I could help my patients
more adequately.
Numerous sexual dysfunctions, such as inability to achieve an erection, premature
ejaculation, or inability to climax, were main reasons why my patients decided to turn to me for
help. Sexual dysfunction pushed them towards anxiety, depression, and into a vicious circle they
couldn’t break.
One of the most frequent problems my patients spoke of was inadequate size of the sex organ.
They are not alone in this; it is the problem most men suffer from in the contemporary world,
where power is directly proportional to the size of the penis.
Self-confidence induced by a large penis is the key to success in life, be it sex, love, or work.
It’s easier to find a partner, a job, or achieve success of any kind if your body language exudes selfconfidence resulting from the size of your sex organ. True, statistics have shown that the danger of
catching an STD and dying in consequence is greater as well. This book will also deal with the
problems of men whose penis is large or too large.
Now try imagining how, for some people, everything is diametrically opposite because their
penis is too small. It is harder for them to approach persons of the opposite sex, because they know
that it is just another failure waiting to happen. Other people will get the jobs they want, because
during the job interviews, their body language, impeded by the size of their penis, shows the
employer how anxious and insecure they really are.
In treating this problem, therapists most frequently resort to the traditional approach,
explaining their patients that they have no choice but to be themselves, and founding their
therapeutic approach on the efforts to make the patients happy with what they’ve got.
My approach goes one step further, because I wasn’t satisfied with the results that basically
summed up to pulling the wool over everybody’s eyes. What we were solving were mere fragments,
while the real problem remained unsolved.
I decided to explore unconventional methods that could help my patients solve their
problems. At first, I suggested using auxiliary methods, such as vacuum erection devices, so they
could begin by eliminating at least one problem on the psychological level.
But this merely solved the temporary problem of achieving an erection, not the problem of
permanent penis enlargement.
On one of my travels, I met a cultural anthropologist who was then conducting a research in
an African tribe that exercised a ritual of penis enlargement. In their value system, penis size was a
characteristic of every grown man that had to take part in the ritual. My trained eye couldn’t
overlook the data in his report showing that the average penis size in that tribe was significantly
greater than that in the rest of the world. The anthropologist had an interesting collection of
research on penis size in other tribes around the globe, and I focused on those that had the largest
average values. Taking further interest in those tribes, I discovered that what they all had in
common were penis enlargement rituals. The rituals in question revealed an ancient technique
which, if applied properly, resulted in permanent enlargement of erectile tissue.
I decided to approach a couple of my patients with the proposition that they could, apart from
attending our sessions, try doing penis enlargement exercises at home, in accordance with the
clearly defined instructions, and we would record the progress together.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

This was a rather risky step to take, since I could have been labeled as a charlatan by many,
which would result in my losing both my current and my future patients.
At first, we were equally skeptical, both my patients and I. But, as time passed, the results
began to show, first in terms of enlargement (in some patients, noticeable in a matter of just a
couple of months), and then, consequently, in terms of life changes. Changes for the better. My
patients became more self-confident, more self-aware, and significantly more extrovert; they
advanced both professionally and romantically.
It was truly eye-opening, no matter how rough it might sound, that size really does matter.
With larger penis came greater happiness for my patients.
We recorded their progress together, in the form of notes and audio diaries, created based on
a series of conversations. I tried to make the conversations, although taking place in formal
sessions, more casual than that in the standard sessions. I asked them to be open and detailed in
their descriptions, and that is exactly what we had achieved.
Later on, while listening to the conversations and reading the notes, I realized that, by virtue
of this casual form and the quantity and quality of information thus obtained, many people could
benefit, since it was a simple way for them to recognize the extents of the change that had occurred.
I entertained the idea of publishing the results in a series of books.
I contacted the patients that had participated in the application of this method, so I could ask
for their permission to publish the collected material. I was shocked when a few of them explicitly
demanded that I use their real names in the book, which I, of course, refused to do, in accordance
with the legal and moral code of every respectable therapist.
- Ok, then at least don’t sugar-coat it. Let the people see, hear, and feel the real truth. – they
would most often add.
Needless to say that most of them agreed to participate in the project, which is why this book
includes the experiences of all those men who have agreed to share their stories with the readers.
I’m telling this story in their words. No censorship or sugar-coating.
All pieces of information in this book are published in agreement with the patients. The
names of the persons, institutions, and locations have been altered for the purpose of preserving
their discretion and privacy. Some of the original names have remained unchanged for the purpose
of authenticity.
Any resemblance to real persons or institutions is purely coincidental.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

PART ONE: LIVING ENLARGED
I open my eyes. Daylight is shining through the curtains. Burning sun is multiplying my
headache by ten. Last night’s alcohol mixing and pulsating in the synapses. Beer, vodka, tequila, a
margarita pool with a waterslide, maybe even the filthy water from the cleaning lady’s bucket.
Nothing out of the ordinary; Sunday is the best day for getting wasted. Sunday has that edge other
days of the weekend lack. The edge you go stumbling along, knowing that you’ll most certainly fall
off the thing. Fall straight into Monday, which strikes your head like a hammer and leaves you
squirming like a worm in search of an aspirin.
Where am I, anyway?
I try to sit up. Who followed me on my Sunday adventure? I have rarely been a lone ranger.
My eyes land on a sun-kissed ass on the right side of the bed. The best I’ve ever seen. I come closer.
It’s round like a melon and sprinkled with golden hair visible only in broad daylight. Two dimples of
Venus in the small of her back. Her skin smells like some sweet pastry. If Heaven exists, there isn’t a
shadow of a doubt that this is what it’s supposed to look like. I run my fingers across her skin. Slide
up her back. The owner of the round perfection shifts gently. My touch rouses her from her sleep.
That’s when I catch a glimpse of the clock beside her head.
- Fucking shit!
It’s 8:22 a.m. I’ve got no more than 38 minutes to get to work. I jump out of bed. Look for
clothes. One of my socks is in the middle of the room, the other one under the bed. Where are the
pants? I find them on the sofa, under the shirt. Everything’s all wrinkled, as if I just pulled it out of
the dryer. I see a stain on the left shirt pocket. I cover it up with my jacket. The erection makes it
impossible to zip up my pants. Maybe I could cover it up with my jacket as well. I hop around like a
kangaroo in heat as I put on the sock.
- Shit!
It’s 8:25.
-Have you got an aspirin? – I ask my last night’s hostess.
-Mhmm... – she mumbles and turns towards me.
The covers slide down, baring her breasts. Perfect, just like her face. Her right cheek is
blushed. A pillow scar across it. She doesn’t open her eyes.
- Where is it? – I ask her.
- I haven’t got any... – she mumbles again.
- What do you mean, you haven’t got any? You just said...
- I’ve got coke... – she waves her hand, pointing towards the bathroom.
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- Fuck...
I run into the hall. What floor is this? I call the elevator and it takes it forever to come up. I get
in and press the first floor button five times.
- Come on already...
The doors close. The elevator begins to rise with a slight shudder.
- What the...?
It stops on the twelfth. The doors slide to the side. In front of the elevator, there is an older
lady, looking at me with distrust. Keeping her eyes on me the whole time, she walks inside.
Although the circle around the first floor button is flashing bright red, she pushes it once again. Just
in case.
My pants feel tight around the crotch. I realize that I’m still standing there with an erection.
Just great. It might as well spring out of the pocket and wink at the granny. I pull my jacket over the
thing, but the woman won’t stop staring at me, from head to toe. It’s getting claustrophobic in the
elevator as we descend. It feels like forever.
Ding. First floor. Finally.
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this turn of events change his day and life? Explore this possibility in Author's Cuts 1 and 2.
Leave your email address and download our Special package, including 1st episode and 3 Author's
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I run out of the elevator, out of the building, and straight into the street. I’m welcomed by the
sound of car sirens and the bustling crowd. This city never sleeps. The hangover is back and it’s
ready to knock me down. The uppercut and the double hook. Crushing my skull like an iron fist. I
keep one hand on my forehead, and the other one in the air. The taxi drivers ignore me. I guess it’s
no wonder, if my looks match the state I’m in. I didn’t even get a chance to look at myself in the
mirror. I suppose that a pile of shit would be the most apt description of my appearance. A pile of
shit in a 3000 dollar suit.
- Taxi!
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One of them finally stops.
- ThinkBean. And hurry, please.
When your day starts with a rush and being late, it’s dumb to expect that it will continue with
a green wave and empty streets. It seems that everyone who owns a car has decided that today is
the day to hit the streets. I’ve been working at the ThinkBean for five years now, and I have never
been late to work. The driver does his best to make sure that I don’t break the winning streak, but
it’s no use. I leave him a tip and run up the stairs and into the elevator at 9:05. Luckily, it is empty
and fast.
I hurry down the hall, hoping that no one will notice that I’ve just entered the building. I’m
one step away from the office.
- Overslept again, did we?
I hear the kittenish voice behind my back. I turn around and smile.
- Laura.
- That’s why it’s not good to sleep alone. No one to wake you. Right?
She gives a throaty laugh. Laura, my secretary.
- Has anyone noticed that I’m late?
- No. But you have to see Angela at 9:30. Have you been a bad boy? Or does the old hag want
you to be?
She laughs again and instantly puts her hand on her mouth, looking around to see if
someone’s listening. I like her silly little flirtatious jokes.
- Could you get me two aspirins? And a coffee?
- Oh, it’s been a wild night after all?
- Something like that. – I wink mysteriously and shut the door.
The desk is tidy. I’m not one of those people who have to check ten times if they’ve locked the
door and turned off the stove, but my desk has to be in meticulous order. No paperclip may stick
out. The files are neatly arranged. That’s discipline. I wouldn’t be where I am today if there weren’t
for discipline. I take a look at the time. 9:12. I can squeeze in a jelqing session before my meeting
with Angela. I didn’t get a chance to do one yesterday, and dedication is really important in this
matter. Another segment of my everyday life where I show Spartan discipline.
I meet Laura at the door and she’s carrying my coffee and aspirin. I take the tablet and just
swallow it. The coffee’s still hot.
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- Leave it on the desk. I’ll be right back.
I slide down the hall and into the men’s room. It’s freshly cleaned. Vanilla scent. I hear the
silent, monotonous buzz of the vents. All stalls are free. I lock myself up in one of the stalls and drop
my pants below my knees. My buddy down there is asleep, and I need it wide awake for this. I slap
it against the thigh a few times. Nothing, it doesn’t respond. I think of this morning’s lovely
croissant butt. It does the trick. That’s right, up you go.
I grab it firmly with the thumb and forefinger of my left hand, making an OK sign around the
base. I make another OK sign with my right hand, right above the left, and slide my hand up, slowly,
counting to myself: 1, 2, 3. As soon as my right hand reaches the glans, I start sliding my left hand
upwards. I place the right OK around the base and repeat the motion. 1, 2, 3. Slowly and firmly. One
hand, and then the other.
The penis is getting filled with blood. It’s thick and dark. My hands slide alternately up the
hard tissue. I’ve got an erection. I wait for it to ease up a bit, so I don’t risk a broken capillary.
I glance at the watch: it’s9:25. Ok, 20 to go. I’ve got enough time until the meeting. I continue
doing jelqing, counting three seconds per motion.
Then someone knocks on the door.
- Mark, are you in there? The boss is looking for you. It’s urgent.
- I’ll be right there.
I wait for the erection to subside a bit before I go back to the office. I pull my pants up. Unlock
the door. It’s doesn’t work. The mechanism is stuck. I push the door outwards. Try again. Won’t
budge. I turn the knob and pull the door inwards, but I still fail to unlock. I break into cold sweat.
- Hey! Is anybody out there? – I bang on the door.
No one answers. I bang harder and harder. I’m sweating like a banshee. What a dumb
situation. What kind of excuse will that be? Why are you late for the meeting? I got stuck in the john.
I pound on the door like a madman.
- Anyone?
- Mark? – I hear the voice of Matt Dobkins coming from the other side of the door.
Wherever you go, he’s always there. Buzzing around, sticking his nose in other people’s
business, gossiping, eavesdropping. A rather annoying guy. But, this time, his annoyingness saves
me.
- Matt? O, thank goodness you’re here. Can you call someone to open the door? I got stuck.
- Why aren’t you using the urinal? Are you shy? – like I said, a really annoying guy.
- Um… it was… urgent.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

I hear laughter fading away into the distance. Great, that’s just what I needed. Matt probably
holds the world record in transferring information. In a matter of minutes, the whole floor will
know what happened. Maybe I’m better off stuck in here all day.
It takes the handyman five minutes to get to the men’s room and another five to fix the lock.
It’s already 9:42 when I enter Angela’s office.
- Angela, I’m sorry. I’ve had a kind of a mishap…
She says nothing and just points to the chair. She catches a quick glance of my crotch and
quirks her eyebrow. Shit. It’s still visible. Now she’ll think that I was playing with myself. As if this
morning’s mishap wasn’t enough.
I can already see Matt, schmoozing with that twiggy yenta who works in the copy room: “Hey,
you know that guy Mark from Angela’s department? He was taking a dump this morning and got
stuck in the toilet. I know, but he wasn’t taking a dump, he was actually wanking off.”
- Mark, are you all right? You look a little pale.
- I’m fine. I just slept badly last night. Thanks.
- All right. The reason I called you is a new client you’re taking over.
- I’m afraid I won’t have enough time for another client.
- What are you working on now? Ores and McCaleb? Don’t worry. Clara and Adam will take
over that account. This one is extremely important and we need to give him our best. I’m sure you
can make that happen.
That’s not flattering. That’s how Angela praises people. Discretely and indirectly. Criticism,
however, is a whole new ball game, but I’m on her good side, even when I do make a mistake.
- Who’s the client?
- Greg Kolba.
- The Greg Kolba?
She nods and smiles. Suddenly, I forget I was just caught with my pants down. I’m in a great
mood.
- What do I need to know? – I’m anxious to find out.
She hands me the folder.
- He’s started a sports drink business. I’ve already sent you an e-mail. You will find a zip in the
attachment, all details are in there. You can start right away.
I walk out of Angela’s office, looking at the folder in my hands. The smile on my face is that of
a boy who’s finally stayed alone with his new toy.
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***
Greg Kolba. Outfielder for the Yankees. When I was a kid, I worshiped him, although I wasn’t
even born when he first stepped onto the field. He was a nineteen-year-old wonder in the late
seventies, when he came from Detroit to play for the Yankees. Tigers fans saw him as the next Ty
Cobb. My grandpa, who introduced me to the world of baseball, thought the same.
Unfortunately, fate doesn’t care about plans and hopes. It seemed that, although his talent was
indisputable, he lacked that certain something, necessary for becoming a real star. As if he didn’t
adapt all that well to the new club and the new town. By the end of the eighties, he came around and
had two amazing seasons, but in 1992, he got injured and was mostly a benchwarmer during the
next two seasons. Everyone wrote him off. He himself thought of retiring.
Thanks to his coach’s patience and faith, he made an incredible comeback in the season of
1994-95. Although he was already 35, he was superior to all others. And then, a strike broke out,
preventing Kolba from entering the Hall of Fame and preventing the Yankees from winning the title
after so many years of waiting. They won the title in 1996, but by then, Kolba’s spark was gone. He
retired the following year. Although the unfortunate set of circumstances didn’t let him shine, there
was something about him, about his moves, strikes, and manners that made me appreciate him
more than the other players. He wasn’t the best, but I’ve always wanted to play like he did. And
now, he’s going to be my client.
- What’s with the mysterious smile? – Laura asks me as I walk into my office. – Was Angela a
bad girl?
- No, she was really nice.
- Nice girls are boring. Oh, yeah, she’s not a girl.
- Don’t be like that.
- Why? Do you like her? Are you going to do something about it? Huh? – she keeps teasing me.
I chuckle.
- And how come you never took me out for a drink? What’s wrong with me?
- Nothing. You’re wonderful, beautiful, smart… witty… wait, what else?
- Go on, you’re doing so well.
- Charming, strong, and independent. You’ve got lovely cheekbones.
- So why don’t we go out?
- I don’t think that would be a good idea. We’d spoil these moments of sweet anticipation.
- Oh, yeah? Ok, then, if that’s so, you’re not my type anyway. – she smiles naughtily.
- Oh, yeah? – I burst out laughing as I walk into my office.
- Your new cup of coffee is on the desk. – she winks.
- I don’t know what I would do without you. – I reply.
- You’d go down like the world economy.
Flirting with Laura began three years ago, when she started working at ThinkBean. We met by
the coffee machine. She started a conversation I quickly got absorbed in. It’s no wonder, since she’s
the kind of a woman a man cannot be immune to, except if he’s a Tibetan monk or a bearded
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member of the Jihad army. We were both shocked when, later on, they introduced her to me as my
new secretary, and introduced me to her as her new boss. We quickly dealt with the confusion and
went back to the way things were before.
And the way they still are today. We’ve never slept together. Both of us see flirting as a kind of
stress relief at work. Sex would probably ruin everything, because sex never travels alone; it’s
always accompanied by a whole bunch of various emotions. And soon it all becomes blinded by lust
and ruined by jealousy.
If I had met Laura somewhere else, in a sea of other women, I’d approach her. Scandinavian
face, high cheekbones, dark blue eyes, C cups, perfect ass. I fantasize about her. A lot. But here, she’s
my right-hand person. That’s it. For moments of pleasure of uncertain duration I look for others,
with whom the possibility of things getting complicated is not that great.
But it hasn’t always been this way. If you had met me some 20 years ago, you would never
have recognized my face underneath all those pimples and braces. The self-confidence strutting
around the tenth floor of ThinkBean spent its high school days in the basement. On a couch covered
in ketchup stains, with porn mags and video games stashed underneath. I was a squabby little boy
whose real life began in college. Although, back then, I still had no luck when it came to women. The
few relationships I’d had ended before they even began. The reason?
What you would call a million dollar question. Or perhaps not. Why do women usually leave
men, other than:
a) Looks? No. I looked quite decent. Handsomish. Laura recently told me that I reminded her
of Julian Morris. To be honest, I had no idea who he was. I had to look him up on Google. A rather
likeable guy.
b) Money? No, I’ve always had a decent amount of money. My folks insisted on sending cash,
but even in college I preferred earning my own money.
c) Caveman manners? No, it’s not that either. I’ve always been polite. Holding doors open for
ladies, paying bills, and being infinitely thoughtful. I’ve never chomped or slurped. I’ve never been
an asshole. It wasn’t that I was trying to be like that. That’s just who I am. A good guy.
d) The car? Back then, I was driving a piece-of-junk Honda. Nothing special, but it could take
me from point A to point B relatively quickly. And the seats were quite easy to recline.
e) Lack of personal hygiene? No. I wasn’t a clean freak, but I was clean. I showered every day. I
never left the toilet seat up or covered in pee, nor was my room filled with trash and dirty laundry.
f) Small penis? Bingo. When you’re endowed with just a bit over 5 inches, no matter how
smart, caring, or clean you are, in a matter of just a few months, be sure to expect the talk that starts
with: “we should talk” and the next thing is “…I have realized that this doesn’t work…”, “…I’ve been
having a dialog with myself for quite some time…”, “…I’m trying to understand my desires…”, or
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“…I’m just not ready to be in a relationship right now…” and it usually ends with “you’re a great
guy”, “…it’s not you, it’s me”, “I’m going through a strange phase right now”, and the like.
Anyway, you get the point. Of course, she doesn’t end up lonely, contemplating her own
desires. The very following week, she will be fucking Steve Lavelle, a promising running back and a
future used car dealer. Steve’s dick was the talk of the town, a gossip I learned was true once I saw
the thing in the locker room (I’d spent two semesters trying to be a wide receiver).
Forgive me if I get a little carried away or if my emotions get the better of me as I take a walk
down memory lane. Although, those days, in Minnesota, I kept everything and everyone at arm’s
length. And not just arm’s length. The Moon was closer to me than home.
That small penis of mine was the reason why none of my relationships could last longer than
three months.
So, what’s changed?
Well, It’s bigger now.
How big?
7,25 in.
Bullshit! No way!
I know, a couple of years ago, I would have said the same. But I’m not talking magic. There’s
no such thing as magic. You can’t just wave a magic wand and make your penis grow two inches. It
takes time and Spartan discipline. And a lot of manual work. The kind of manual work that got me
stuck in the john this morning and nearly got me embarrassed.
Jelqing is just one of the techniques used to stimulate penile growth, supposedly invented by
Bedouins with a lot of time on their hands. You know, the sun is burning like crazy, you find
yourself a nice oasis, and what else can you do but shake the snake while looking at camel asses.
They might’ve been better off selling this trick instead of oil. More fucking, less fighting.
And it’s so simple. It’s all about those two OK signs and the slight pressure to the penis as you
move your hands up, first one and then the other. Like milking your dick. And it grows. Not
overnight, of course. Sometimes, it takes months and even years for results to begin to show.
***
I first heard of this jelqing thing some seven years ago. I had already been living in New York
for four years. My situation women-wise didn’t change much after I arrived in the Big Apple. A
whole bunch of exchanged numbers, and just a few consequential drinks and intercourses. Not a
single relationship.
Not until I’d met Valerie at a Hurricane Relief concert. She was from New Orleans and she had
spent most of the concert crying. We slept together that same night. Actually, we didn’t sleep at all.
We made love five times and fell asleep just as the sun began to rise. I thought that for her, that
night, I was just a shoulder to cry on and a happy pill that made her forget about the bad stuff for a
while. But I was wrong. After that night, Valerie and I had spent almost every day together. We were
soul mates for eight years.
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The phone rouses me from my thoughts.
- Yes. Don’t worry, Angela. I’ll be ready for the meeting.
I open the folder. Inside, there is a ten-page contract, made in five identical copies. I know that
Angela’s team takes care of every detail, but my approach is even more detailed. I carefully go
through every copy. Sipping my coffee, I check every paragraph, comma, and footnote. Everything’s
in order. Our client won’t be financially damaged, nor will we, in case of a breach of the contract.
Then, I read the e-mail outlining the details about Kolba’s product. After he’d said goodbye to
baseball, Greg worked at a radio station until 2010, when bigger sharks invaded the calm waters of
Kolba’s life, bought the radio station, and cancelled his show. After that, he became partners with a
fellow journalist, Ray Davis, a New Yorker who had spent his entire career in Baltimore, playing for
the Orioles, and they came up with a patent for a sports drink.
Ten-color, ten-flavor powder that mixes with water and helps your organism replenish
electrolytes. They had the great idea of making the drink for every MLB team, so that every team
gets its own color and flavor. This idea would surely make them millionaires, but it didn’t work.
Afterwards, Davis gave up on their business due to health problems, and Kolba continued modestly,
working on his own brand of sports drinks. He’s named it KolBase-X.
Can you see why this is not a good name? No. Well, that’s why, just like Kolba, you’d come to
me for help.
I take a look at the time. It’s almost noon. I walk out of my office. Laura isn’t there. I go back to
Angela’s office, walking past Matt Dobkins and the twiggy yenta who are standing by the copier. Ha!
They look at me mockingly, with smiles on their faces that would make lemonade go sour. I try to
stay calm. I walk down the hall and see Angela through the glass. She’s smiling charmingly and
talking to a man in a Boss suit, with wide shoulders and short pepper-and-salt hair. I knock and get
in.
- Oh, Mark, there you are. Let me introduce you to Mr. Greg Kolba.
Kolba turns around. He looks young. Just a few vertical wrinkles here and there on his tanned
skin.
- It’s great to meet you, Mr. Kolba. – I introduce myself. – I’m a big fan. I worshiped you when I
was a kid.
Kolba smiles, showing his pearly whites. They must have cost a fortune.
- Thanks. I wasn’t sure anyone remembered my sports career.
- You must be kidding. Hitting streak from 1994 was the best thing that ever happened in
baseball. If there hadn’t been for that goddamn strike, you would have made history. Especially
after the injury, after everyone had written you off.
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Angela is now smiling confusedly, with an imploring look in her eyes as she shifts her gaze
back and forth between us.
- Forgive us. The lady probably isn’t interested in all the details. – Kolba smiles at her
charmingly.
- That’s right, I’m sorry, boss. I tend to get a little carried away when it comes to baseball.
I invite Greg to my office.
- Mr. Kolba, it is truly an honor to be working with you. – I babble like an excited boy as we
walk towards my office.
- Please, no formalities. Call me Greg.
- Ok, Greg.
We walk into the office, where Laura is waiting for us with her most enchanting smile. I offer
Kolba a drink which he politely refuses and thanks me.
Ok, Mark, I say to myself. He is important and he is your childhood idol, but in this line of
work, you are the boss. If you get all mushy, your ship, captain, will crash into a rock and take both
you and your client with it to the bottom. So, no emotions. This is work.
- Greg, I’m not going to beat about the bush, because in this kind of business, it is essential to
eliminate the weaknesses first, and then work with what is left.
- I agree.
- Your product has got a massive potential, but also a massive flaw that is preventing it from
using that potential to the max.
I can see a question mark in those wide open eyes. Good. I got him interested.
- Again, not beating about the bush. It’s the name of the product. It is a great idea to combine
your own name with a powerful word like base, strong, energy. That’s good thinking. I have come
up with a lot of brand names for my other clients the same way, combining their names with words
that say something about their products. The problem occurs, however, when you don’t combine
them the right way. Then the name of the product gets an entirely different meaning. Like in your
case.
He’s still just looking at me, saying nothing.
- The name of your product comprises Kolba and Base. That tells the potential customer that
this drink is offered by a popular athlete and that it contains all the vitamins and minerals, that is,
the base their organism needs on daily basis. But when you merge those two words into KolBase, it
can make an average customer, including me, think of sausage powder (Kielbase).
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He begins to blush. Now I have to help him relax before he breaks into sweat. I don’t want to
make him even more nervous by saying that the name of his product actually sounds like some kind
of enema kit. Basic colon cleansing. Get it?
- Luckily, that’s not an unsolvable problem. We will think of a new name together. You will
give me a day to think of a few suggestions, and tomorrow we will meet again so we could pick a
name. After all, it is a new product, right?
- Right... – he answers quietly, through his teeth.
- And for a new product, we need a new, powerful name.
He’s finally brightening up. It’s time for some icing on the top.
- I see no other flaw. – I smile.
He smiles back.
- What I consider to be the main advantage of you product is the idea of selling it to every
team and the league. Just what you had in mind before. The fans would buy sports drinks of their
favorite teams, and each team would have its own flavor. Yankees –blueberry, Dodgers – orange,
Red Sox – raspberry. A superb idea.
- We’ve tried, but there was a bunch of legal and non-legal conundrums. It’s hard to get in on
that game. The two of us got carried away and were overly optimistic about this whole idea.
- One of the reasons you are here at ThinkBean today is that idea. It is that idea that will help
you turn the couple of hundreds of thousands a year you make today into dozens of millions you
can make if we launch your product properly.
I can see a sparkle in his eyes.
- Have you signed any kind of contract previously? Could your ex-partner Ray Davis have a
problem with us realizing this idea?
- Ray... Um... Ray past away this year.
- I’m sorry to hear that. I believe you were close?
He nods.
- We were friends.
- I know it must be hard for you to talk about it, but we have to take care of every detail. You
do understand that?
He nods again.
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- So, have you signed a contract and would it be possible for the Davis family to make any
future contracts and product launches complicated?
- No, there was no contract. The idea was mine. Ray was… Support… And he backed out by his
own free will. He wasn’t interested in KolBase. His wife and kids moved to Oregon a couple of years
ago. He wasn’t in touch with them anymore. They weren’t there when he… No one was there. Not
even me…
Shit. Just don’t get weepy on me now.
- All right. Don’t worry about it. I’ll check all everything, so there are no unpleasant surprises
later. Like I said, this is your ticket back into the game. The name of Greg Kolba will be back in the
world of baseball, big time. Can you picture yourself as an MLB sponsor?
Good. He’s smiling again.
- What is also important is that you can become a millionaire. In today’s world of uncertainty,
where nothing lasts forever, that means a lot. In fact, it means everything. You won’t depend on
anyone. No one can decide that your life as you know it is over just because they see you as a
decimal point in the statistic of necessary restructuring, cost reductions, and dismissals. You are
neither a decimal point nor a percentile, Greg, but a person with a history and reputation.
ThinkBean knows that, and that is why we will help you get the millions you deserve.
Truth be told, ThinkBean’s cut will be 5% and I get 30% of everything the company gets.
Imagine the figure on Kolba’s account and you’ll get the picture.
- Yes...
- Don’t worry, Greg, you’re in capable hands. You are familiar with the long list of people
ThinkBean helped with their projects and careers. What I’m asking you to do is go home, get some
rest, and I’ll see you this time tomorrow, when you will hear my ideas. Then we’ll get our offensive
game started: Greg Kolba strikes back!
He bursts into laughter.
- See how easily I can think of a pitch that’s related both to you and baseball.
- I’m impressed.
We shake hands, smiling wide.
- Ok, then, till tomorrow, Mark. And… thanks. I needed this.
- You’re welcome, Greg. It’s been a pleasure.
I watch his broad shoulders disappear down the hall, towards the elevator. He’s smiling at
everyone.
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- So, how was it? – asks Laura, pulling a naïve face. She’s fluttering her eyelashes and pouting
her lips.
I pull a face in response. I raise my eyebrow, grin, and stick my thumbs in the air.
All right. Time to turn the sausage and enema into a golden goose.
***
Kolba really was on a good track regarding the name of his product. So I start playing with his
name and combining it with strong words that could mean something to all physically active
people, as well as their synonyms. You know, power, energy, vigorous… That sort of thing.
Ok, so, to begin with, I combine his first and last name. GreKo. Hm. I search the web for a
similarly named drink. There isn’t one, but that doesn’t mean the name Is good. It would be ok if
Kolba was Greek, and he was selling yoghurt or tzatziki salad under that name. I move on to KolFit,
KolBolt, Kol-Boom… No, that’s not it.
There’s Greg in Aggregate. Good word. Solid. A drink that’s got everything it needs to have.
Aggregates everything, so to speak. The problem is, I can’t think of anything appropriate that
includes this word. Aggregator. No, too many different associations.
Hit&Run. Yeah, it sounds great, but the analogy with car accidents could be a problem.
I go back to KolFit as the best choice. But no, it’s acceptable, but not perfect. Besides, if he’s
going to offer the drink to all teams, I’m not sure the ex rivals would give a chance to a Yankee.
Especially the Red Sox. It has to be something else.
I continue writing words on the whiteboard. Connecting them with lines, making compounds
and abbreviations. An hour later, I’m standing in front of an unraveled ball of word-yarn, and as the
time passes, it’s getting more and more entangled. Fuck. On top of everything else, my forehead is
beginning to pulsate again. The hangover always returns around two.
- Laura, please, get me another cup of coffee and an aspirin.
She walks in. She casts a cursory glance at me and leaves the coffee and the tablets on the
desk, without saying a word. That’s Laura. Priceless. She knows when it’s time not to say anything.
Especially when she sees me all gloomy in my armchair, trying to banish the pain above my left eye
by pressing it with my thumb and forefinger.
As she walks out, I say a barely audible thank you. I don’t look up, but I know that she’s
smiling at the door.
I get up. Take another sip of coffee and an aspirin. Erase everything from the whiteboard in
one single motion. Fuck you, stupid ideas. It can’t scream Kolba. But it has to be some prominent
trait of his.
Suddenly, I’ve got it.
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Fuck, that’s it.
I take the marker and write STREAK in all caps, across the whiteboard.
His streak that never made history now has the chance to be super popular. Plus, the name
will be great for the other teams as well, since it’s a general sports term, and every single one of
them dreams about their own infinite winning streak.
I run to my laptop.
- I hope nobody thought of it before. – I repeat my mantra.
There are no drinks by the name Streak in the results. It seems that I have the winning comb. I
send an email to Rob from the design team, asking him to prepare a few ideas for the logo by
tomorrow. If Kolba agrees, we should register the trademark and send in the change of the patent
name.
A breeze of relief slides down my hands and warms my chest. That’s exactly what they call
getting a load off your chest. It’s that little bubble of discomfort that bursts as soon as you do the
right thing. I sink into my armchair with a wide smile on my face, proud of myself. I call Angela.
- Darling, tell me you’ve got something. – she chirps.
- Have I ever failed you? Of course I’ve got something. We’ve got the bomb. But don’t go
pressing the alarm button.
She laughs.
- Would it be a problem if I left early today? Since I’m already done, and I’m not feeling so hot.
- Sure. But go to bed early tonight. Alone. – she giggles.
Wow.
- Of course. That’s the first thing I’ll do, as soon as I grab something to eat. Thanks, Angela.
I’m lying. Of course I’m not going to bed. I’m going to Wechsler's in the East Village for some
real hangover grub – sausages, fries, and a beer, and then to the store to buy some groceries.
On my way home, I sit in the park for a while and listen to the city. I do that every day. Fuck
yoga, fuck meditation.
You look at the fluffy clouds cruising the sky above you. Listen to the murmur of people and
the sound of the sirens. It’s all simmering and boiling. That’s my idea of peace. A proof that I’m alive
and that I’m not alone. After that, I catch a bus and ride home.
***
My street could easily be a street in any other town. An idyllic house in the suburbs. Comes
with a family of termites and 65 sq ft lawn. American dream. Just half a mil. In the late afternoon,
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when I come back from work, I always walk into the same scene. Fred, ex-marine from ‘Nam, in a
tank top, watering his lawn. Holding the hose in one hand, and scratching his belly with the other,
until he notices me and waves. Maggie is chasing the kids around the house. When she sees me
walking by, she smiles, all blushed. I wave. We mostly ask and answer the same questions.
The folks living next door are Robert and Claire. Thirty-something, no kids. I think they met at
school and have been together ever since. Claire is in love with me. My intuition says so, and it’s
never wrong. Every day, Claire greets me, standing in the driveway, eager to talk to me. I’d hate to
leave her hanging, so I always stop for a few minutes and have a chat with her. She’s pretty, but
married, and I steer clear of married women. Similar to the situation with Laura, short-term
pleasure would lead to long-term complications.
- Why don’t you come in, I made muffins? Chocolate-cranberry. Those are your favorite, right?
- Yeah, they are. But I’m really tired. Maybe next time.
- That’s what you always say.
- How’s Bob? Is he home? – I change the subject.
- No. He’s gone fishing with his brother… until tomorrow.
- (Sigh) Say hi to him for me.
- I will. (Sigh)
I can’t keep turning down their invitations. Ever since I moved here, they keep inviting me
over, and I keep coming up with excuses. They seem to be a decent couple, looking to make friends,
but they always catch me somewhere between tiredness and moodiness. I guess they see something
in me, like most people, that I myself cannot. On the subway, people come to me to ask the time. I
give directions to the lost people in this beehive. Grannies smile at me, babies reach out for me with
their tiny hands. Everyone recognizes the kindness underneath the cynical shell. Everyone but me.
It’s the same thing with the Kaplans.
Although the look Claire often gives me tells me she’s not dying to watch me mumble with my
mouth filled with muffins, praising her culinary skills. Those somewhat sad chestnut eyes burn with
a different kind of desire, the one of an awkward, inexperienced woman. She wants someone to
unleash her passion and set it free. To let it go wild, boil, moan, sigh, and scream out in the open.
Fall apart in sweat and fire and be gloriously reborn. Her Bob can’t give her that, being as awkward
and inexperienced as she is. So Claire expects me to do it for her.
She wants me to fuck her like no one has ever fucked her before, and then hold her gently in
my arms, as if she were a helpless nestling, and whisper softly in her ear as I run my fingers through
her hair. To give her the life portrayed in romantic movies and books that turn her into a hormonal
fountain. Fiery nights and whispery dawns. Then I try to imagine what their sex must be like.
Hilarious. I laugh, but I instantly feel bad. No, Claire, I’m sorry. That’s not going to happen. It’s
simple, like I said. I steer clear of married women.
Truth be told, Claire is beautiful. She’s got nice breasts and great hips. And ass. A couple of
years ago, while I was clearing leaves from the gutters, and it was unusually hot for October, I saw
her sunbathing behind the house in a bikini that left little to the imagination. Even now, I often
remember the image of her insufficiently tanned body, beautiful curves, covered with skimpy bluegreen fabric. Thankfully, my self-control is admirable.
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It’s dark inside. I go upstairs and take a shower. After the water washes away the day’s dirt, I
like to stand under the shower for a while, with my head bowing under the stream of water. As if
I’m making atonement in front of some hygienic divinity. Afterwards, I go downstairs and into the
kitchen. I’m hungry again. The sausages were actually my breakfast. I put the dish into the
microwave. I sit on the couch in the living room and turn on the TV. I never watch anything specific.
I just flick through the channels. Bites of gummy mac and cheese are followed by the sports news,
police chase, bad weather in the south, chaos in the Middle East. I come across a puppet show.
Soothing enough for me to finish my meal.
-Ernie, is that gift for me?
-Well, Bernie, aren’t you silly, of course it’s for you. Today is Friends’ day, and you’re my best
friend.
-Oh, cookies! My favorites! Ernie, you’re such a good friend. But I haven’t bought anything for
you.
-That’s ok. When I buy cookies, I think of myself as well.
*laughter*
Ernest and Bernard continue talking on the blurry screen, but I no longer hear them.
I wake up. It’s dark. 7:30. Crap. I hate it when the day just slips away like this. On TV, some
overripe yuppie is trying to sell me “killer knives”. I turn it off. Stand up and stretch my arms. I
finish the cold leftovers in the kitchen. I hear my cell ringing in the living room. I can’t find it. It
won’t stop ringing. Someone really wants to talk to me. I finally find it inside the couch.
- Yes?
- Hey... Mark, was it? It’s Alice.
I say nothing.
- From last night.
I visualize the ass. Can’t remember the face, though.
- Oh, yes, Alice. How are you?
- A bit down. I wondered if you’d like to come to my place tonight, so we could pick up where
we left off.
I sincerely can’t remember where we started, I think to myself.
- Alice, listen… thanks for the invite, but I can’t. I’ve had a rough day, I’m just gonna hit the
sack. Maybe some other time.
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- Tomorrow? What are you doing tomorrow? We could go to that new club… The Rose… or
something like that. Drink cocktails, get wasted, dance our butts off, and then I’ll let you do
whatever you want to me. Huh?
- I’m not sure about tomorrow either.
- I hope you’re not one of those guys who fuck and run?
- No... I’m not... Really, it’s just a bad time. Ok? I’ll call you.
- I don’t believe you, but ok. I’ll be waiting for you to call. Bye.
- Bye.
A minute later, the phone is ringing again. It’s Alice, again.
- Yes?
- Why are you being such an ass? Come on, come. You have no idea how wet I am. Wanna see,
huh?
- Alice... really... I’m tired…you don’t have to...
*Pling*
She sends me the photo anyway.
- What do you say? Don’t you wanna be inside me? Lick a little? Huh?
I look at the photo. A pink smudge. She was impatient and held the phone too close. Still, I can
see her finger on her clit, and her wet vulva. I’m turned on and for a moment, I think of accepting
her invitation. The guy in white, standing on my shoulder, tells me it’s a bad idea. The man in black,
normally standing on my other shoulder, isn’t there. He’s probably asleep. I’ll take White’s advice.
- I’m sorry. Maybe some other time.
I hang up.

It's all about the choices we make. Our decisions haunt us whether we accept them or not. What would
happen if the dark side of Mark's consciousness was awake? Would he accept Alice's invitation for wild
and steamy sex? Find out in third Author's Cut.
Leave your email address and download our Special package, including 1st episode and 3 Author's
Cuts for FREE at: http://enhancedmales.com

Before I can put my phone down, it rings again.
- (Sigh) Alice...
- You disgusting pig! You dipshit! Fuck you, asshole! You’re all the same!
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I’m trying to say something, but the outburst of anger on the other end doesn’t let me.
- And I really thought we clicked. That you felt that vibe between us. You’re breaking my
heart! You don’t care about my feelings! You don’t even wonder if I’m in love with you.
-Wait, wait, wait. Feelings? Love? – I manage to jump in. – It was a drunken one night stand.
What did you expect? A white wedding?
- Go to hell, asshole! I’ll dig out your eyes when I see you! I’ll kill you…
I hang up.
Alice calls again.
-Fucking shit.
They don’t say it for nothing: Don’t stick your dick in crazy.
I put my phone on mute and go upstairs.
I’ve already told you about jelqing. And how only one of the numerous techniques has helped
me make my penis bigger and be the Mark I am today. Irresistible and successful.
Another important technique is called edging and it’s also quite simple. All you have to do is
masturbate, but not cum. And do that several times. You choke the monkey and always stop before
you kill it. Why am I mentioning this technique now? That’s because it’s best to do edging before
you go to sleep. That’s when it has the best effect on the tissue and penis growth.
I apply the lube and begin. Alice from last night was supposed to by my inspiration for an
erection, but after these calls, I’m not sure that would be stimulating.
Once again, my mind has conjured up Valerie. My ex.
No woman I’ve ever been with has had such warm skin like hers. It must be the Creole blood
in her veins. The dark, wavy hair. The yellow-brown eyes. The color of the muddy Mississippi, like
she used to say with a smile. Full lips and big teeth. Not too beautiful. But enchanting. And my God,
was she full of life!
She would break you and make you all over again, make you better, each time keeping one
piece of you for herself. It’s both her virtue and her flaw, always keeping you in the palm of her
hand, but I’ve been trying to fill that void ever since. I have always felt incomplete without her.
Without that smile and that passion. I can see the scenes of our life together unroll before my eyes.
One night, we went to a bar so we could listen to some African jazz. She wore an airy dress
and no panties. Which I found out only later. After we’d started dancing. She took my hand and put
it under her dress. She felt soft and wet under my fingers. I slid down slowly, while my head was
buzzing with excitement. I put my thumb on the clit, and let the rest of the fingers slide across her
vulva. The middle and the ring finger slide in. It’s warm. I can hear Valerie moan softly to the music.
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I’m in my bathroom. Breathing heavily. I stop and start thinking about something else so I
wouldn’t cum. Ok. I’m calm and I can continue masturbating.
Valerie removes my hand from under her dress. She turns her back to me and rubs against
me. I put my hand between her legs, this time, over the dress. The orchestra is playing something
upbeat, but we sway slowly, to our own rhythm. The faint light casts beams through her dress and I
can see her perfect round ass, the one Valerie is now rubbing against my crotch and thighs. I don’t
know if anyone’s watching. We see no one. Like in some primitive ritual, we touch slowly, ready to
become one with the stars.
I stop again. I’m just about to cum. I think I should maybe stop edging, but I decide to do one
more round. I’ll be careful not to slip.
Valerie drags me into the toilet. She pulls her dress down from her breasts and rides me. I
grab her ass tight as she impales herself on my cock, moaning loudly. I don’t know if they can hear
us. As if it matters. I suck her nipples. Bite me, she screams, bite. She turns her back to me and lays
her hands onto the slippery floor. Her sweaty heart-shaped ass is pounding harder and harder
against me, with clapping and moaning getting louder and louder.
I cum like a volcano. Fuck it. I’ve made quite a mess in the bathroom.
That’s the problem with edging. No matter how experienced you are, you need to know when
to stop.
I clean the bathroom, take a shower, and go to sleep. Alone.
***
In the morning, Laura brings me my coffee and I ask her to tell Rob to come and see me. Rob is
a bit awkward guy, clumsy, quiet, stuttering, socially challenged, as one might say, but he’s a genius
when it comes to design.
As if he has the ability to take an idea or wish out of your head and shape it into a final result
that always knocks you off your feet. Here he is, coming through the door with a folder in his hands.
When he walks into a room, he never opens the door all the way, but just cracks it open and slides
in. As if he’s late for a class.
- Hey, Rob, man. I need a portion of mind blowing. What have you got for me?
- Hey. – he smiles shyly and hands me the folder. – Here, I scribbled something up.
He made five “scribbles”. I look at them carefully, and then back at him.
- You put me in a difficult position, Robby boy.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

His facial expression changes, from ”I’m uncomfortable” to a melted-face, what-have-I-donewrong smile.
- How can I pick just one, when I can’t decide which one is more perfect than the others? – I
take the load of suspense off his chest, after he had probably thought of a thousand things he might
have done wrong.
A smile shyly crawls back onto his face.
- Seriously, how do you pull this off? It’s amazing. As usual.
- Thanks, Mark.
- The only thing left to do is adjust the design to all the colors used by the MLB teams.
- Already done. All five designs fit. I chose neutral fonts. I came up with one myself. This one
here. – he points at one of the papers.
- Robby... – I stand up and squeeze his upper arms. – You’re a genius. I’m not sure you get that
a lot, but… Well done.
- Thank you. – he looks down.
- Now Mr. Kolba just has to decide which version to go with, and that’s it.
I pat Rob on the back as he walks out of the office the same way he walked in.
Kolba shows up at the office at 10 to 12, in a sand-colored Pal Zileri suit. He stops and shakes
hands with Angela. From where I’m sitting, they look like a great couple. He spots me and waves,
and then crosses the hall in a few giant steps and stands in front of me, smiling broadly all the while.
He greets Laura politely and turns to me.
- Hello, Mark.
- Greg.
- And?
- Let’s go inside.
Again, he doesn’t want anything to drink. I hand him the folder. He looks at the designs. Raises
his eyebrow. Shakes his head.
- You’re not satisfied?
He looks at me.
- Stop being so courteous. I feel like a grandpa around you.
I’m shocked. He bursts into laughter.
- Oh, I wish you could see your face.
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My face goes sour.
- No, I’m not satisfied. I’m fucking ecstatic, pardon my French. I wonder how I’d never thought
of something this simple, yet effective.
- Well...
- Just don’t tell me that’s the reason I came to you.
Wow. Touché. The tables have turned.
- Relax, Mark. I’m already bought. Your yesterday’s speech opened my eyes. I realized you’re
the right man for this campaign, because, in less than an hour, you presented a great vision of this
product. But, you see, it’s not the money. Although it’s not bad to have it, so you can afford various
pleasures in life. What bought me are not the millions you mentioned, but the fact that this idea can
help me do something I never managed as a player.
I’m still quiet. This is one of those moments when you don’t interrupt a person.
- And look at this. Fucking amazing. One word that describes what I could’ve been. What I will
be. With your help.
- And the designs... – I stutter.
- Oh, they’re all great. I can’t decide which one is the best. I’ll leave that to you.
- So, Streak?
- Hell yes. And now, your lovely assistant can get us something to drink so we can toast to our
agreement.
I didn’t expect Kolba to be like this. He always seemed to have that kind of gentlemanly
posture. A bit stiff, but charming. Like an Englishman. I love this change. We drink scotch and talk
about all sorts of things. I am as happy as he is about our agreement. He talks about a lot of stuff.
I’ve always thought of him as a family man. But he hasn’t been a family man for a while now. He’s
been living a bachelor’s life, so to speak.
- Listen, Greg, we should go out for a drink sometime.
- With pleasure, Mark.
- Maybe we could go to the pub tomorrow, and then later to some club?
- Wait. You’re not gay, are you? Because I don’t swing that way. If I gave you the impression
that…
- No, no! God, no! Nothing like that. I meant that we should go out as buddies. Grab a few
drinks and charm the ladies.
- That I can do. – he smiles with relief.
- Tomorrow then?
- No, tomorrow’s no good for me. I have… - he finishes his sentence by waving his hand. – But
I’m free on Thursday. If that’s ok with you?
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- Sure, I’ll call you.
We shake hands at the door. Even more cordially than yesterday.
- Will there be another date? – asks Laura, once Kolba is at a safe distance.
- Oh, yeah. Thursday night is party night. Boys’ night out.
- Well, of course, you go out for drinks with everyone except me.
- He’s a client. We’ll spend most of the time talking about boring subjects and we’ll spend the
rest dousing them in liquor.
- Yeah, right.
I turn around to get in, but then I get a ticklish feeling in my head.
- Actually, you know what? You and me, today, after work.
- Really? Oh, gosh, but I’m not dolled up.
- Doesn’t matter. I’m taking you to my favorite place. It’s really casual.
- What about tonight, huh?
- Evening dates are not a good idea.
- And why is that? – when she smiles like that, there isn’t a man in the world who wouldn’t do
anything she wants.
- You’re way too smart for an explanation.
She bites her lip and blushes, and I walk into my office so she doesn’t notice how excited I am.
Oh, fuck, Mark, are you sure you know what you’re doing?
I am; we’re just going out for a sausage and some beer.
Well, exactly, the sausage part is the problem.
Nothing’s going to happen.
Try explaining than to the gentleman down there. I think he’s awake. Tell him.
Oh, shit. Nothing’s going to happen.
You gave her hope. You are hoping. When everything goes to hell, then you’ll remember my
words.
***
I’m trying not to think about the unexpected date with Laura. I’m working on Greg’s
campaign. I’ve already sent Angela the preliminary report. She’s ecstatic. I tell the legal team to run
all necessary checks and prepare the contracts. Between Greg and us, Greg and the teams, Greg and
the league. Then I ask Rob to choose the logo he finds to be the best. Poor Rob, he won’t be able to
do anything else all day, now that he’s faced with an unsolvable problem. Decisions are tough.
- Hey, Rob.
- Yes, Mark.
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- Go with the one with your font. It’s the most dominant one.
- Oh, thank... I mean, ok, I will, Mark. Yes, it is, I agree. It’s the best.
There. Checked that off the list. Now I can focus on the pile of stuff I need to handle. Check emails, set everything up for the PR team, then I flip through my notebook, look for some influential
acquaintances who could help me deal with the stubborn team managements. I contact them. But
every now and then, my gaze slides back to the watch. Every five minutes, actually. At some point, I
get up and go to the men’s room. Laura is working. She looks at me. We smile awkwardly. Oh, God.
We look like kids in love, going out together for the first time.
Since the mishap with the door, I use the urinal. I’m just about to let it flow, when I hear the
well-familiar, irritating voice of Matt Dobkins.
- Oh, finally using the men’s room like a real man.
I don’t respond. I finish my business, shake it off, and throw Matt a quarter as I pass by.
- Here, the piss tax. – you fucker, I think to myself. – I didn’t know you were promoted to a
new section.
Matt is dumbstruck. Good, he’ll leave me alone for a while. At least until his brain processes
what I just said.
You might think it’s not a good idea to mess with men who act like gossipy, vengeful bitches.
You’re right. Matt won’t forget about this. He’ll make sure he gets even. We haven’t so far got into a
conflict so bad to make him show just how far he’s ready to go. But it will sure as hell be nasty.
However, I’m not afraid. I’ve met far worst bastards than Matt before.
Bryan Aldridge, for example. Son of a bitch. In college, he used to make my life miserable on
daily basis. I was never the guy who stood out from the crowd. I kept my head low, went to classes,
the cafeteria, and back to my room. Just an ordinary guy. But Bryan’s sadistic radar caught me
anyway, and didn’t let go until the last day of my studies. He made sure every single detail of my life
was miserable.
Here’s the catch. He worked hard to become friends with me. Really good, inseparable friends.
And then, after a few months, the mask fell off and he began ruining my life, by telling everyone the
most intimate details about my life, often lying, getting me warned, punished, beaten up, making me
the object of ridicule and contempt in the eyes of the girls I’d meet. Of course, he told everyone how
small by dick was. He did it together with MaryAnn. The little blond chick I was in love with, which
Bryan knew. I found out later that Bryan was banging her at the time, which made my infatuation
with MaryAnn a nice source of amusement for them, as they were coming up with ways to
humiliate me.
By the time I realized I was dealing with a pathological sadist, it had already been too late. He
was a leech that enjoyed sucking my blood too much to let me take it off just like that. He continued
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bullying me, even after we’d stopped being friends. But the problem was that he had never crossed
that delicate line of harassment that would allow me to report him.He skillfully walked the line and
used his sharp intellect to make everything that happened to me look like it was my fault. If
someone was to objectively judge the situation I was in, they would see me as the sole culprit. He
appeared nowhere.
I had no one to complain to. I considered transferring to a different college. I even
contemplated suicide.
And then, suddenly, he stopped torturing me. Just, out of the blue. Maybe he had found a new
victim, but I wasn’t really up for saving other people’s lives. I wanted to use this momentary relief
to graduate and vanish from Minnesota as soon as possible. After a short while, I met a great bunch
of geeks I hung out with until the end of my studies.
But it was naïve of me to think that Bryan had forgotten about me. He showed up once again.
At the graduation ceremony. I saw him that morning, and I tried hard to stay invisible, but he just
ignored me. He hung out with other people, chatted, and acted cordially. And then, suddenly, while I
was talking to my folks and the rest of the family who came to see the graduate, out of nowhere
came Bryan.
- Well, that’s not nice. Aren’t you going to introduce your parents to your best friend?
Mom and dad exchanged puzzled looks. And then they looked at me. There was mild
disappointment in their eyes, as if I was keeping a big decision from them. I’d never told them
anything about Bryan, nor did I mention what he was making me go through every single day.
And he continued charming them, blabbering, and smiling like a Hollywood actor. He bought
them the moment he began talking about all the practical jokes he’d been playing on me for several
years. He was smiling all the while, as if those were our anecdotes.
How I forgot the key to my room (how he stole my room key and the clothes from the
bathroom), and how I had to climb naked up the building so I could climb in through the window.
How I got caught with a bag of pot (he had planted in my Honda), which almost got me kicked out of
college. He talked about the fires I had planted, girls from college I drugged with Rohypnol, about a
million things he had caused, and now spoke about with a smile, as if those were my mischiefs.
- There’s one thing I don’t understand, Mark. Your father seems like such a nice man. I can’t
believe that, the whole time, you’ve been blaming him for your messed up life and your… little
problem. – he stretched out his forefinger, put it on his crotch and wiggled it left and right.
My parents weren’t laughing anymore. Their faces turned ash-green. They looked at the
ground in front of them with blank looks on their faces. For the first time, I noticed how much they
resembled each other, like every couple that spends a lifetime together. The rest of the relatives
looked at me with disgust. They were already walking towards their cars.
My parents then looked at me.
- Mom... Dad... He’s lying... He’s... he’s not my friend...
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My father turned around and slowly walked towards the car. My mother walked up to me and
kissed me on the cheek.
- I’ll see you at home, son.
I stood there, speechless and helpless. In front of me, Brian grinned, waving my folks goodbye
as they walked away.
- Goodbye, it’s been a pleasure meeting you. Don’t be mad at Mark, he…
I interrupted him with a punch in the mouth. He stumbled and gave me a confused look, but a
moment later, he was grinning again, his eyes shining like that of a madman. I knocked him down
and continued punching him. People began to form a circle around us. No one was trying to break
up the fight. Someone had probably called the security guards, who were unable to take me off
Bryan. I felt a tingling sensation in my neck.
Suddenly, I couldn’t move and everything turned dark. They used a taser, because I was
behaving like a wild animal. The college didn’t file a report, because it was the last, ceremonial day,
but this event had stained me and my reputation, which could only be saved by going to a place
where no one knows me.
I’ve been looking at the water flowing from the tap for several minutes now. Why did I have to
think of him at all? Bryan Aldridge. Fucking animal. I’d choke him if I ever saw him again.
Matt Dobkins? No, he’s way out of his league. Matt is just a toilet maid.
I go back to my office. Laura looks at me with a smile that disappears instantly.
- Mark, what’s wrong? You’re pale like a ghost.
- It’s nothing. Everything’s fine. It must be low blood pressure. Nothing a cup of coffee can’t
fix. – I try to smile, but I fail miserably.
- I mean… if you’re not feeling well or… if you’re not sure, we can go out for a drink some
other time.
- No, no. Don’t be silly. We’re going. You and me. Just like we’ve agreed.
That smile is back on her face again.
I’m running tasks, but this time, I don’t look at the watch. I’m sure of this. A beer with Laura
will do me good. Our talks always fix my mood. Why would this be any different? A casual
conversation is just what I need right now. The two of us have learned how to stop talking when
things go the wrong way. Start joking just at the right moment. We’re both mature enough to stick
to harmless flirting.
Are we?
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Turns out I was silly to worry. After work, we took a walk to the East Village. Wechsler’s is
pretty crowded, but we find a spot. We order the currywurst and wheat beer the waitress
recommended.
- So this is your shelter? – asks Laura.
- Something like that. I’m not a fan of fancy restaurants. I’m sorry, I chose the place without
asking, maybe you wanted to go somewhere classier.
- Do I look like that?
- Classy? Well, yeah.
- Flatterer. No, I don’t mind. I’m really an ordinary girl who likes to spend her weekends at
home, under a blanket, watching movies and eating microwaved pizza leftovers. Nothing fancy.
What? You look surprised?
- Well, a bit. I’ve always imagined you as someone who’s out clubbing all the time, in tight
dresses and high heels.
- Oh, you’ve been imagining me?
I blush.
- I meant… Um…
- Well, sometimes I am like that. Not that often, but I have my moments. Depends on the
mood. You don’t expect women to be constants, do you?
- Of course not. I love surprises.
- Well, then, I’m glad I’ve managed to surprise you.
We break into laughter.
We continue talking with our mouths full, taking sips of beer after bites. We’re relaxed, as
always. It turns out Laura and I have quite a lot in common. Two hours fly by and feel like two
seconds.
Afterwards, I walk her to the subway.
- There. Did it hurt? – she asks me.
- Well, no.
- Making such a big deal out of what is simply beer and grub.
- Ok, I won’t do it anymore.
- Promise?
- Scout promise. – I raise my right hand in the air.
She kisses me on the cheek.
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The train arrives.I watch her go in. She sits right next to the window, with her back to me. She
turns around to look at me once again before the train leaves. Gives me a magical smile and waves.
My stomach is all fluttery. Shit. Just don’t fall in love.
I go home. I’m not hungry. I do some jelqing before I go to sleep. I have to stop all the time
because of the erection, because I’m thinking about Laura. Edging fails once again. Because I’m
thinking about Laura.
***
I wake up early in the morning. Hit the shower. I have enough time to do a couple of exercises.
I owe you one more important exercise. Stretching. The technique consists of stretching flaccid
penis clockwise, up, left, down, right. Every stretch lasts for 15 to 20 seconds. You count down,
breathing regularly. It’s best to do stretching after you’ve had a warm shower, or after you’ve had
your penis wrapped in wet, warm towel. You repeat it for up to 10 minutes. After that, I do a ten
minute jelqing session. I get dressed and go to work.
The day is filled with good news. Just as I expected, some teams are playing hard to get, but
it’s nothing that can’t be solved in the future, once Streak becomes a well-known brand across the
country. The most important thing is that the league is interested in the idea, so we focus on them.
But first, we have to launch the product and watch it grow. I do some task distribution in my team.
Matt is staying out of my way. Good. I’ll talk to Greg, so we can arrange a tour around the
production sector.
- We’re still on for tomorrow? – I toss in the question.
- Of course. We’ll talk about the details tomorrow.
Tomorrow night, we meet at a bar. They make great cocktails there. Still, we choose vodka.
- This is hardly patriotic. – says Greg. – With all the domestic alcohol in here, we drink a
Russian drink.
- Don’t worry. It’s Finnish. – I add.
- Ok, then. Na zdorovie. – he says and we both laugh our heads off.
- No, seriously, you see, – he continues – moonshine is an all-American drink, but if they catch
you making it, you’re fucked. But if you drink foreign drinks, you’re a patriot.
- You should run for office. You’d do a great job, standing up for American interests.
- Maybe I will. – he gives me a devilish wink.
We toast and drink bottoms up.
- Are you seeing someone? – I ask later on in the conversation.
- Didn’t you say you weren’t gay?
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I’m dumbstruck.
- Gotcha! – he laughs heartily – You made that face again. – he imitates me.
I start laughing like crazy, but just because his laugh is so contagious.
- Why do you want to know? – he stops laughing, but his expression is still pleasant. He
doesn’t find the question awkward.
- Well, you know, you told me last time that you were divorced, but I didn’t want to bother
you with questions, because you mentioned that it was complicated.
- Hmm, yeah. Well, I am seeing someone, but it’s even more complicated than my failed
marriage. It’s partly the reason why my marriage to Jessica ended.
- Have you got any kids?
- Aha. A son, Raymond. He’s in college, in LA. There’s not much more I could say. – he takes a
sip with a thoughtful expression on his face.
He doesn’t wait for me to ask another question, but goes on.
- Somehow I feel that life gave me a pretty strange role. The role of the one who always falls
behind.
I look at him over the rim of my glass.
- Nothing ever went smoothly for me. Not for me as a player, not for me as a sportscaster, not
even as an entrepreneur. I haven’t been a good husband, a good father. Not even a lover. – he smiles
bitterly.
- I don’t know about the rest, but we’ll change this entrepreneur part.
He looks at me.
- That’s why you came to ThinkBean. – I say in a serious voice, and then we fall about laughing
again.
Luckily, we stopped talking about serious matters on time. We continue our conversation in a
more relaxed atmosphere, joking and talking about sports and other stuff. After all, that’s why we
have gone out. To have fun, not to get all weepy.
After a few drinks, I take him to a club, Redbeard. It’s been open for a few months. Some
acquaintances told me it’s a cool place. They play electro, from the British 80s to hipster bands,
which basically play that same music from the 80s, but with the conviction that they were the ones
to discover and invent it. What’s more important than the music is the fact that it’s crawling with
gorgeous women. That’s why the moment we step in, we start looking around the club, with halfdrunken smiles on our faces, drooling like two virgin teenagers.
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As far as the eye can see, there are beautiful asses, tits, shiny, oiled-up bare legs and calves,
perfect proportional faces, often with the help of minor interventions.
The hostess takes us to the booth I reserved for us a couple of days ago. You should always
think in advance, even when you don’t have a clear plan. They bring some champagne for us, until
we decide what we will actually drink. We leave it unopened in the bucket and decide on the beer,
any kind of light European lager, thank you very much.
After a while, I notice that two girls are checking us out. One of them is a short girl with black
hair, wearing a pink mini dress. Exotic kind of beauty. Could be anything, from Mexican to
Lebanese. The other one is a beautiful American blonde in a black tinsel dress. They’re smiling at us.
- Hey, Greg. Would you mind terribly if two ladies joined us. This booth is getting too big. Have
I told you about my fear of open spaces? – I laugh like a fool.
- No. I mean, you haven’t told me. And yes. Bring them over. I hope you didn’t think I was
going to spend the whole evening with you?
- You’re breaking my heart.
I get up and walk up to the ladies. I introduce myself.
- I’m Lulu – says the one with black hair. – And I’m Tawnee – says the blonde.
You don’t say, I think to myself. Their names suit them. I measure them up as I spill the
bullshit they obviously find funny. They’re hot. I imagine the tanned curves underneath those
skimpy dresses. I then politely invite them to join us, which they gladly accept.
We pop the champagne for the ladies. We all toast to the beautiful night ahead of us and the
two of us continue charming them. They laugh at everything we say. We’re on a roll.
- What do you say we take this to my place? – asks Lulu at some point – I live nearby.
- Well... I guess we could come by for a drink or two. – I respond.
Greg nods as he finishes his drink. Then he insists on footing the bill, and it takes me a while
to talk him out of it. The ladies drag him out, laughing all the while, and I stay in and take care of the
bill. I leave a sizable tip, and they see me off with smiles.
I meet them outside. The girls are still talking and laughing, but Greg has a strange expression
on his face. As if he’s shat himself. Like, literally, filled his pants.
- Hey, shall we?
- You go... – starts Greg – I can’t. I have a bunch of work to do tomorrow. And I’m drowsy.
- Come on, are you kidding me?
I look at him. It’s as if the fresh air has suddenly sobered him up and he realizes where he is,
and it’s not the where he wants to be.
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- Greg?
- No, Mark. Really. Thanks for a wonderful evening. We’ll do this again sometime. But I’ve had
enough for tonight. I must be out of shape. Ladies, excuse me. – he smiles politely.
He turns around and walks away. Hails a cab and we stay there, confused. I look at the girls.
- I’m not sure if you’re no longer in the mood or the invitation still stands?
- Of course it does. – Lulu responds with a wink – There’s still enough of us. You know what
they say, two's company, three's a party.
Wow, I think to myself.
- Ok, lead the way.
***
The apartment is one block away from the club, in an ugly brown-brick building with zigzag
fire escape on the east side. The place is small and comfortable, with a large bed in the middle of the
room. The largest I’ve ever seen. As soon as I come close to it, Lulu trips me and makes me land on
the bed. I turn around and lie on my back.
- Whoops. – she says.
Tawnee is having trouble taking her heels off standing up. Lulu gets down on her knees and
starts unzipping my pants. She’s looking me straight in the eyes, with the naughtiest smile on her
face. She raises her eyebrow in surprise, once she feels under her fingers how big I am.
- So, no drinks? – I ask, feigning disappointment.
- We’ve had enough to drink.
In one slick movement, Tawnee takes off her dress, which slides down her thighs and legs.
She’s as hot as I imagined. She gets down on her knees as well and joins Lulu, smiling. The two of
them first look at me, then at each other, and then they French kiss. Crammed in my pants, which
Lulu stopped unzipping, the erection is getting painful. Fuck, take it out, I’m going to explode.
As if she’s read my mind, Lulu pulls my pants and boxers down, licking her lips.
- Fuck! – Tawnee says in shock once she sees my dick.
Lulu laughs loudly.
- You’re full of surprises. – she says. – I’m not sure I’ll have a condom that big.
She walks up to the nightstand and opens a drawer. She pulls out three condoms with a smile.
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XXL. – she waves them in front of her face.
She kneels in front of me again. Puts my cock in her mouth. She slides her lips just below the
glans, swirling her tongue. Tawnee squeezes my balls with her hand, looking me straight in the eyes
and biting her lower lip. Then she takes them in her mouth, stroking them with her tongue, creating
a vacuum with her full lips. I feel pleasant pain and moan loudly.
Lulu’s lips are going lower and lower, to the middle of my penis. I feel her teeth making
pleasant friction.
- Am I rough? – she asks me at one point.
- No... – I barely utter with a moan.
The two of them kiss again. Darting their tongues, as Lulu jerked me off.
Then Tawnee takes it in her mouth. She’s not as skillful as Lulu. She’s trying to impress me
and put my whole dick in her mouth. She managed to do it twice, smearing mascara around her
eyes.
Lulu pushes us both onto bed. I lie on my back. Tawnee spreads her legs above me. She’s got a
beautiful cunt. Shaved, tiny pink vulva. I lick her pussy as Lulu blows me again. Tawnee is moaning
louder and louder as I roll my tongue around her clit. My hands squeeze her breasts and nipples
hard. I can hear a silent scream after every moan. I’m all wet with her juices around my mouth and
chin. Lulu is down there, taking my whole cock in her mouth, I can feel it. She does it much better
and she’s more experienced than Tawnee.
Like a good organizer, she moves us again, so we make a circle on the bed. I’m licking
Tawnee’s pussy, Tawnee’s licking Lulu’s, Lulu’s blowing me. We’re turning into an ouroboros of
sexual pleasure.
Tawnee lies on her back and Lulu goes down on her. She turns her firm ass to me and looks at
me seductively. I put on a condom and shove my cock inside her in relief. Her pussy’s tight, even for
a much smaller dick than mine. I first fuck her slowly, and then speed up more and more. She licks
Tawnee’s pussy in the same rhythm, and has her screaming at the top of her lungs. It turns me on
even more. I move my hips faster and faster. Lulu moans louder and louder. She turns her face to
me. From a dominant woman who knows what she wants, she turns into a submissive, fearful girl.
She knows what men want, and this change of mood gives a man the illusion of power and control.
Like any other man, I’m turned on by this.
Lulu takes my dick out of her pussy and gets up. Tawnee pulls me closer, moaning louder and
louder, her moans turning into screams of passion as she starts riding my cock. Lulu is standing on
the side. She has a narcissistic smile on her face, as she caresses my nape. She puts her hand
between her legs and begins to masturbate as she watches Tawnee and me fuck.
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Tawnee is moving her hips faster and faster. Her sighs are getting more and more frequent.
She cums, with short, inaudible sighs coming from her mouth. She’s shivering all over.
Lulu takes my cock out and takes off the condom. She continues jerking me off. I cum all over
Tawnee. Streams of sperm splash across her stomach and her breasts as I moan loudly. Lulu is
sliding her hand down my penis more and more slowly. Tawnee lies with her eyes closed and her
head turned to the side. Her hand is between her thighs that are pressed together and still shaking.
- Oh, fuck... – I utter. – So good.
- Now we can have a drink. – Lulu says with a smile and goes to the fridge.
She returns with a bottle of champagne. In the yellowish light coming from the hall, she looks
like a painting on canvas. Nature’s masterpiece.
The two of us are drinking champagne. Tawnee is still lying on the bed, with her eyes closed
and a smile on her lips.
- Want a drink, baby? – Lulu asks her.
She shakes her head and moans lazily. Then she gets up and takes several quick, bouncy steps
to the bathroom. I can hear the shower running.
Lulu takes the glass from my hand and leaves it somewhere on the side. She looks at my
crotch. The situation down there remains unchanged. My cock is still rock hard. Lulu is carefully
sliding her fingers down the skin with pulsating, intertwined veins underneath.
- You have a wonderful cock. – she says.
She takes it in her hand and slowly strokes it up and down. I moan. Then she opens a condom
and puts it on. She rides me, slowly impaling herself on my cock. I squeeze her but. She pushes her
big breasts into my face. I suck one and then the other, biting the nipples, making her sigh loudly.
She knocks me down onto the bed and continues riding me, by crouching and laying her hands on
my chest. Tawnee comes out of the bathroom.
- What’s that, you’re continuing the party without me? – she says, smiling.
Lulu now switches to the cowgirl position, riding my cock all the while and making room for
Tawnee, who sits on my face. I reach for her breasts, but she nails my hands back to the bed.
- Don’t, it doesn’t feel good for me right now.
She moves her hips back and forth, making friction between my face and her pussy.
- Argh. – I try to speak.
- What? – she stops.
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- I’m trying to say you’re suffocating me. It would be hilarious if we ended up in the weird
news section. Imagine the title: Suffocated Her Lover by Cunnilingus.
We break into laughter. She immediately continues more slowly, letting my lips and tongue
slide across her vulva and clit. She’s wet again. Like a fountain of pleasure. Lulu doesn’t pay
attention to us. She rides my cock in an even rhythm, sighing quietly.
At one point, they both get up. Tawnee steps away and puts her hand between her legs,
rubbing gently. Lulu lies on her back and pulls me closer. I put her legs on my shoulders and
continue fucking her. She’s shining with sweat. I press her nipples with my thumbs as I thrust faster
and faster. She takes her legs from my shoulders and puts them around my waist. Squeezing hard.
She has that fearful look on her face that makes me go crazy. I’ll erupt like a volcano. I want to pull it
out, but she pulls me closer.
- No... – I hear her through the sighs.
We continue moving in a trance. I catch a glimpse of Tawnee. She’s biting her lower lip, her
eyes open wide, looking at us. She’s masturbating faster and faster.
We all cum at the same time. I let out the loudest aaahhh. The two of them sigh almost
identically. Then Lulu presses her body against mine and hugs me tightly. I’m still inside her. I feel
her thighs shivering in waves. Tawnee is on the pillow again, her hand between her legs pressed
together tight. Once we have cooled down a bit, Lulu looks at me with her eyes glistening.
- This was ama… – I try to say.
- Shut up. – she puts her hand on my mouth and pulls me closer again.
She gets up, and so does Tawnee. Lulu takes off the condom and they both start licking my
dick. Tawnee gets up and gets the champagne. I am overwhelmed by the feeling of pleasant
exhaustion. I can’t wait to fall asleep between these two gorgeous naked bodies. Lulu gets up. She
takes my pants from the floor and throws them towards me. She’s smiling all the while. I smile
goofily, failing to realize what’s happening.
- It was really amazing, but you have to go now. – she tells me. Tawnee comes closer her,
drinking her champagne.
- I don’t understand, I thought we would stay together till morning.
- The two of us always sleep alone. – says Lulu, looking at Tawnee kittenishly. They caress
each other’s tushes.
I start getting dressed, but I’m still confused. I turn around at the door.
- Will I see you again? It would be really great and I’d love us to do this again sometime.
- Well, maybe. And maybe not. Who knows what life has in store for us. Until then, just enjoy
the moments. – Lulu says with a smile and closes the door.
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The woman of my life, I think to myself and go outside. I stop in front of the building and start
laughing loudly, like a madman. That’s just what I need, for someone to call the cops.
***
In the morning, the first thing I do at work is call Greg. But he’s not answering. I hope that last
night didn’t spoil our relationship. And what the hell happened to him? Why did he leave so
suddenly? He said he wasn’t married. I’d understand if he was, and suddenly felt overcome with
guilt. In a way, I’m grateful. I haven’t had a threesome for a while.
I hear someone knocking. Laura pops her head inside. She’s glowing. I believe she has never
looked more beautiful.
- How did the casual part of the meeting go?
- Um... Well. It went well. – I stutter.
- Just well? – Laura continues.
- Well, yeah. We had a couple of drinks… and, yeah.
- You’re usually walking on air after this kind of meetings. And you usually describe the as
great, not just good. And you usually look me in the eyes when talking to me.
I blush. I look at her. She really looks wonderful.
- What’s going on? Is it about our date?
- No. God, no. Where in the world did you get that idea? - I sigh.
- I don’t know. Something happened last night. I left Kolba in a rather strange mood. And now
he’s not answering.
- Well, what did you talk about?
- Everything. It was pleasant. Until I mentioned family and marriage. Maybe I shouldn’t have
mentioned that. It seems that it’s all still tangled and complicated.
- Oh, well, that shouldn’t be the reason for not answering.
- I hope so, too. – I smile unconvincingly, which Laura certainly notices.
- If you should need anything, you know where to find me. – she says, gives me another
worried look, and walks out of the office.
I realize I feel embarrassed in front of Laura, not because of Greg, but because of how I’ve
spent the night.
Kolba calls me around 11 a.m.
- Mark, I’m sorry. I’ve been running around all morning.
- No problem, Greg. How are you?
- Good. Great. Listen, could you come by my place today? I’d like to show you the production.
- Sure. Does 1 p.m. work for you?
- Sure. Great. I’ll pick you up.
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He’s in a good mood. I’m glad. On the other hand, my stomach is still tied in knots. I’d like to
go now and chat with Laura, but I’ll start stuttering. She’ll figure all out. Oh, God, what’s happening
to you, Mark? You’re not dating. You haven’t cheated on her. Yes, but why do I feel like crap, then?
I’ve spent the night with two gorgeous women, and I feel like I’ve committed a crime.
At about 10 to 1, I hear Greg and Laura chatting cheerfully. I open the door. They’re both
smiling. For a second, I think I see a serious expression on Laura’s face as she looks at me.
- Mark. – Greg reaches out to shake my hand. – Shall we?
- Let me just get the papers.
I take the folder. On the way out, he smiles at Laura and pats me on the back. His Prius is
waiting for us at the parking lot.
- Listen. I’m sorry about last night. Everything caught up on me. I somehow didn’t feel
comfortable with going on with the night. How was it?
- Well, let’s just say that you’ve missed a real party. But I have to thank you for enabling me to
have a ménage à trois.
- Wait, both of them?
I nod.
- You lucky bastard. I have trouble satisfying one.
- Wait? How come?
- Oh, nothing, forget it. Nothing unusual for my age. – he smiles and waves his hand.
We have a casual and relaxed conversation as the Prius effortlessly cruises the New York
streets. Kolba seems like a skillful and experienced driver. He knows the shortcuts, avoids the
crowd, gets on the freeway and back into the city throng. Doesn’t get agitated for a second. Half an
hour later, we’re in Brooklyn, outside what used to be a textile factory, which Kolba transformed
into his own plant for production of Kol-Base… I mean, Streak drink. I should get used to the new
name.I take a look around the building. I’m impressed.
- I’m not the owner yet. I’m still repaying the loan.
Inside, I hear the loud noise of the production lines and the crowd of workers. Kolba takes me
upstairs, to the administrative department and his office. A chocolate-skinned goddess is waiting
for us there. She’s got curves like Venus; a slim waist and wide hips outlined in her blue-gray outfit.
She looks like Meagan Good. I’ve always had a thing for Meagan and I’ve watched almost every
movie she’s ever played in.
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- Mark, allow me to introduce you to Miss Kiara Walker. She does so much work, I feel stupid
saying she’s just my personal assistant.
- And yet, that’s what I am. – her smile is divine, makes her eyes look a little slanted, and her
round cheekbones higher. She shakes my hand with her soft, well-tended hand – Mr. Kolba is
praising me too much. He has decided to spoil me.
The way Kolba’s eyes glisten when he looks at her. The way her eyes glisten when their eyes
meet. Hm. I’m pretty sure she’s his personal assistant of the most intimate nature.
- Nice to meet you, I’m Mark.
- The man behind the Streak brand. – she continues – I’m really impressed with the idea.
I’m blushing. Again. I still don’t know how to take a compliment from a beautiful woman.
- They’ve called from Montgomery. – she shifts the attention from me to Kolba.
- Great, I’ll get back to them right away. You don’t mind, Mark?
- No, please, go ahead.
- Thanks, excuse me.
They both walk into the office. I think I see her voluptuous ass rubbing against Kolba as they
passed through the door. The very look at her hips swaying as she walks, makes all my blood rush
down there. The erection reminds me I forgot to do the exercises. What’s happening to you, Mark?
No discipline – no results. I keep the folder pressed to my crotch, until the erection subsides.
It’s already been five minutes, and Greg’s not back yet. I’m fidgeting, like I always do when I
wait. Finally, he comes out of the office. Without Kiara. He’s smiling.
- Shall we?
I nod in response.
He takes me on a tour. Currently, he’s got 30 employees, but if the idea works, there will be
enough work for hundreds of people.
- Maybe thousands. – I say with a smile.
- Take it easy. – he says – It’s a nice idea, but over the years, I’ve learned that I should always
go one step at a time. I used to rush into things, want it all and want it now, but that’s not how you
get results.
- It is for some.
- Well, yes. But risk has brought stardom to few, and misery to others.
- True.
- What do you think of Kiara? – he changes the subject and I get confused.
- Um... She’s beautiful, charming, and seems extremely intelligent.
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- Yes, indeed. She’s priceless.
He pauses again, and then continues.
- Listen, you’ve asked me things about my personal life. And I wasn’t really in the mood to
talk.
- I only know you’re divorced.
- True. Don’t look at me like that, Kiara is not the reason I got divorced.
- No?
- Well, let’s just say that I’d been living a double life. One with Jessica, and the other... With
Carol. Our neighbor. For 14 years, I’d been making promises I could not fulfill.
- Like divorce?
He nods.
- And so I lost my marriage as well as the chance to be happy with another woman.
- And Kiara?
- Kiara came later. Basically, she fixed the situation. Brought me back to life.
We go outside, to the parking lot in front of the factory. Greg lights a cigarette.
- I didn’t know you smoke.
- I do, sometimes.
He exhales the smoke and proceeds.
- That’s Kiara. She quickly found a way to get into…
- Your pants... – I couldn’t help myself.
- My soul… - says Greg with a faint smile.
- I’m sorry.
He waves his hand. He throws his half-burnt cigarette and stomps it.
- I felt like a young man again. So vibrant with life. Sex with her… Eh.
- So what’s the problem? You feel guilty because you broke the rules of a strictly business
relationship?
- No, no. It’s something completely different. I’ve already dropped a hint on our way here.
I’m all ears.
- The other night. It simply… didn’t work. She was perfect. Garters and leather skirt, no
panties.
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I put the folder back on my crotch.
- She tried. But… you know, it’s never happened to me before. But I’m afraid it will, often.
That’s why I didn’t go with you last night. Imagine the embarrassment if I couldn’t get it up.
- There’s no reason to worry, Greg. It’s perfectly normal. And temporary. Especially with a
chick like this. I mean… Kiara. Man.
- I know. Believe me, I know. But I’m getting old. It’s hard to live up to the expectations. I still
want to, but if there’s no result…
He sighs.
- I don’t know why I’m telling you all this. I mean, I don’t even know you that well.
- I’m glad you told me. And don’t worry, this stays between you and me.
He smiles, relieved.
- No need to beat yourself up. I’m sure it’s just a temporary thing.
- I hope so.
- If it makes you feel any better…
I’m so sure of him and me, I start telling him about my own secret, when he suddenly
interrupts me with a question. An unexpected question.
- So, what’s up with you and Laura?
- Um… what do you mean? – I start stuttering.
- I mean, you’re together, right?
I’m quiet, looking at the concrete in front of me.
- The way she looks at you. The way you look at her. There’s got to be something between you
two?
- No. Our relationship is strictly professional. I have… I have this rule not to mix business with
pleasure.
- Is that so?
- It is. Too many things get way too complicated. And I’m not good at untangling that kind of
complications.
- You worry about consequences too much. Honestly, I used to think the same way. Until I
hired Kiara.
I look at him. He’s got that fatherly look in his eyes.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

- You need to let go. Seize the moment. It can last exactly that long, a moment, but it can last a
lifetime. There’s no way of knowing that. But it makes you feel more complete. That spark in your
eyes might not last forever. But it sure as hell won’t if you don’t do anything about it.
I’m quiet. I remember Lulu and her philosophy about the moment.
- Laura is a beautiful girl. I think she’s a keeper. – he winks at me and opens the door.
I spend the day touring the production, checking paperwork, the development plans… All I
see are numbers and graphs and all I can think about is Laura. Dammit. Not even Kiara, her lovely
smile, her delectable curves, I notice none of it.
When someone plants an idea in your head, like seed, and waters it with a bit of hope,
expectations spring instantly, and grow, and tickle, and leave place in your mind for nothing else.
Everything Greg said about Laura is true. I’ve already thought of thousands of scenarios in
which the two of us are a winning combination. But here and there, a less desirable scenario would
sneak up on me and make me give up on the idea of a relationship rather quickly.
Laura is great. But if I open that door, what kind of room is waiting for me on the other side?
I’m not ready for uncertainty and adventure. For now, I’m happy just roaming around the lobby of
certainty, casually enjoying occasional pleasures the tide of life brings to my coast. There are
numerous doors around me, and they’re all waiting for me to open them. But it’s still early for me to
decide which one to pick.
- Would you like to have lunch with Kiara and me? – asks Greg, once we finish working,
around 4.
- I’d hate to be a nuisance. And I’ve still got a lot of stuff to do.
- Oh, come on, you’re no nuisance.
- Thanks, but no. I should really stop by the office again.
- Ok, then. – he gave me a conspiratorial smile. – At least let us give you a lift.
I’m still hesitating, but Kiara takes me by the hand and walks with me to the car.
We spend the entire ride in silence. Greg plays some classical music. It feels like some kind of
euphoric soundtrack to the scenery around us.
- Prokofiev. – Greg looks at me in the rearview mirror. – My moonshine theory doesn’t apply
to music.
The two of them smile.
They drop me off in front of the ThinkBean building. I wave at Kiara and shake hands with
Greg.
- I’ll talk to you, Mark. And think about what I said.
- I will.
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The Prius goes buzzing down the street. Maybe I could’ve accepted the invitation, but the idea
of another evening like the one at Wechler’s now somehow seems more appealing. My heart is
pounding as I go up in the elevator. I walk in and repeat the question in my head. Hey, Laura, how
about some sausages and beer? I say it a hundred times as I take these few steps to my office.
Casually, seriously, in a deep voice, laughing, I’m-the-man voice, with theatrical gestures.
There’s no one at her desk. I walk into the office. My enthusiasm dies down like fire due to a
sudden lack of oxygen. I squirm in my chair. I wait for at least two or three minutes to pass. I go out
again. She’s still gone.
- Hey, June. Do you happen to know where Laura is? – I ask one of my co-workers.
- I really don’t.
I go to see Angela. She’s staring at her laptop. Her glasses are more of an accessory, since they
are in the middle of the nose. She’s not looking through them.
- Hey, Mark. – she’s happy to see me. – You’re here. How did it go?
- It went great. It’s really got potential. They’re serious about their work. They’re not messing
around. And, most importantly, apart from the loan, they’ve got no other debts.
- I know, great. I’ve already asked Nina and Eric to check their books. Not that we care, but at
a certain point, our client’s insolvency, or, God forbid, criminal actions, can affect us as well.
- Of course. But I don’t think Greg’s that kind of a guy. Anyway, Angela, where’s Laura? I can’t
find her anywhere.
- I let her go. She finished all she had to do, so she asked me if she could leave early. I guess
she’s having lunch with someone.
- With whom? – I can barely speak.
- How should I know? A man, I guess – Angela gives a loud laugh. – I doubt that such an
attractive, beautiful, and, above all, great girl, doesn’t have dozens of men standing in line to date
her.
I feel as if an icy hand grabbed my heart.
- Are you ok, Mark? You’re awfully pale. Have you had anything to eat?
- No, I haven’t. I’m fine.
- No, no, you’re not. You look like a ghost. All I need is for you to collapse because you’ve
worked too hard. I insist you go home. You’ve done enough for today.
I go back to my office. Take my phone. I’ve got Laura’s number. I took it just in case I might
need it. But I’ve never actually dialed it. I’m looking at the screen. There’s a green and a red handset
next to her name. I want to press the call button, but instead, I press the letter icon.
Hey, Laura, I start typing. Goddamn, Mark, what are you doing? Are you that desperate? I put
down the phone and rest my head on my hands. No. Some doors are best left unopened.
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***
At Wechler’s, both beer and sausage taste like nothing. I eat my lunch, but I don’t enjoy it at
all. I decide I should go home only after it gets dark, so I could avoid the neighborly pleasantries; I’m
not in the mood for that today. So I stay at the cinema and decide to watch two crappy horror
movies at the price of one. The cinema is crawling with loud and annoying teenagers. I can barely
stand the horrible acting and the shitty effects in the first one, so during the break, I somehow
manage to sneak out through the crowd and the popcorn blizzard. It’s already dark when I arrive
home. My street is well-lighted and empty. Everyone’s already inside. Having dinner or watching
TV.
I decide to go to bed early tonight. But first, I have to make up for the exercises I’ve missed.
One by one.
I start with stretching; that is, first I soak my towel in warm water. I keep it wrapped around
my penis for five minutes until tissue softens and loosens.
After that, I stretch my penis as much as possible, clockwise – up, left, down, right.
Every stretching lasts for about fifteen seconds, so every rep lasts for a minute. I do 10 of
these reps.
After the tissue has been stretched, I do helicopter twirls. I use my thumb and my forefinger
to form a ring around the base of my penis, and then I quickly twist the penis like a helicopter
propeller. The goal is to increase blood circulation in the tissue, so it could be ready for the next
exercise. Instead of this, I sometimes do penis slaps, where I slap my penis five times against one
thigh, and then five times against the other. The result is the same.
After that, the king of the exercises, jelqing. I’ve explained you the basics. I put a lot of lube
and then “milk” the penis with an OK sign, moving my hand upwards from the base. As one hand
slides across the glans, I put the other one on the base and move it up slowly. For optimal results,
each motion needs to last between two and three seconds. I do 300 reps, 150 with one and 150 with
the other hand.
After jelqing, I wipe off the lube and do another round of stretching. I put the right-hand OK
sign around the penis, just below the glans, and stretch it across my left wrist. I stretch it for 15
seconds, while I provide resistance upwards with my left hand. I do 10 reps.
After that, I do penis slaps, 5 times against one, 5 times against the other thigh, so I could
regain circulation in the tissue.
I continue with dry jelqing, the key exercise for girth. It’s basically the same as normal jelqing,
only without the lube, and that’s why you do fewer reps, so you avoid skin irritation. I usually do
100 reps, 50 with each hand, but tonight I’m in the mood for adding 25 per hand.
Finally, I do edging. I masturbate slowly, making sure I don’t go too far like before. I think
about Kiara. Not nice of me, I know, but it’s hard to resist. I remember her curves and her full lips.
Greg is a lucky guy, but now she’s undressing for me. She takes off her clothes, one piece at a time,
giving me a seductive look. I stop when I feel I’m about to cum. I start imagining Laura, but my
Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

stomach cramps and I’m no longer in the mood. Back to Kiara. She’s on her knees, giving me a
blowjob. She slides her juicy lips slowly across my penis, rolling her tongue across the bottom side.
Ok, stop. I take a deep and then exhale, do it a few more times, and then continue. I bend Kiara over
the desk, I’m entering her from behind, slowly, and then faster and faster. Her moans are getting
louder and louder. I stop on time. Huh! I did the edging right this time.
I take a shower and go to bed, but it takes me forever to fall asleep, because I’m thinking
about Laura.
I spend the whole weekend in the house. I watch movies on NetFlix, eat reheated food and
stretch my penis. I pick up the phone a thousand times, planning to call Laura. What’s wrong with
you, man? You’ve never called her. What’s she going to think if you start now? I put down the phone
a thousand times, and feel even worse. The only calls I get are from mom (1) and Alice (24 missed).
Fuck, that chick is crazy.
The weekend mostly goes by in a quick and shitty manner.
On Monday, I find Laura at her desk. She looks at me and gives me the smile I know so well.
- Good morning, boss. You look awful. Another rough night, huh? – she winks at me, good old
Laura.
- Uh, I just slept badly. – I try to smile casually, but I can’t.
- Who’s been torturing you, whose ass should I kick?
If she only knew.
- Anyway, I came looking for you on Friday, after my meeting with Greg. I thought we could
have lunch together.
- Yeah. I went out early. I had something planned.
- With whom? – Mark, you idiot.
- Why do you want to know? Are you jealous, huh? – she smiles naughtily.
- You wish. – I reply, trying to muster a smile, and walk into my office.
I lean against the door. My heart is pounding.
Later, I decide to try my luck again. I’m wearing my self-confidence mask.
- What do you say we go out today and make up for what we’ve missed?
- Mark. I can’t. I’m getting waxed today. Thorough hair removal. – she winks. – And later I
have dinner plans. Oh, my whole week is planned.
Shit. Waxing. She’s seeing someone. Later, dinner, and after dinner, sex. Why else would she
get waxed? I get a lump in my throat.
Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

- Ok. Some other time, then.
- Definitely. – she chirps and goes back to work.
I feel like an idiot.
The whole week, I say nothing about going out. Things go back to the way they were before.
We joke and flirt as usual. Everything is as usual. Except for the fact that that I’ve got a massive void
inside me, which I try to fill with alcohol and casual sex. I just need someone to get me back on top.
Flatter and indulge me. And I achieve that rather easily. I just need to drop my pants.
Another week goes by and my casual business relationship with Laura remains the same. Sex
with other women brings me peace and conviction that not opening the room where my
relationship with Laura is waiting for me was the right move after all. She’s positively glowing and
getting more beautiful every day, but I’m no longer wondering if it’s because she’s sleeping with
someone or not.
Alice finally stops calling me. Business is booming. Greg and I have become really close. We
see each other every day, meet for lunch or dinner, and he often brings Kiara along. And Kiara’s
been wandering into my thoughts more and more often and ruins my edging sessions.
I spend one entire evening hitting on African-American girls, looking for Kiara to fuck that
night. Luckily, I realize how stupid that is, because the amount of energy I’ve put into that is
threatening to come back like a boomerang and ruin my relationship with Greg. So I focus on work
and our Streak project, whose bright future seems brighter and brighter with every workday.
One day, I overhear that we’re getting a new team member. A bit later, Angela invites me to
her office to tell me that.
- You’re getting a new colleague tomorrow. A truly great addition to the team. An amazing
acquisition for ThinkBean.
- Great. I’m glad. What will this new colleague be working on?
- The board hasn’t decided yet. I’ve sent them all project analyses, so they can make the
decision.
- Wait, you’ve sent them my project as well?
- I’m sorry. They insisted that I send them all projects we’re currently working on. Including
Kolba.
- But, you can’t do that to me. You know how I work. Streak was my idea, everything done so
far is the result of my efforts and hard work. I can’t let them just assign me someone.
- Mark...
- Or even worse, take my project.
- Mark, take it easy. I’m sure they’ll go with some other project. We’ve got a lot of them that
aren’t doing so well and need help. Streak is doing just fine. The board is familiar with your work.
- Shit... I’m sorry.
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I’ve been on needles and pins all day. I can’t even imagine they’d do that to me. You work your
ass off, prepare and do everything, pave the way, and they hire someone else to walk that way and
take credit for what your efforts. It’s happened to me before, three years ago. That’s why I’m
bristling with anger like this.
At home, I try to relax by watching a comedy, but it doesn’t work. I try doing penis exercises. I
can’t focus at all. I know that discipline is crucial and that I shouldn’t skip a single day, but today, it
just doesn’t work. So I go to bed and spend the entire night tossing and turning in half-sleep.
The next day, I stay in my office until Angela invites me over to meet my new colleague. As I
walk slowly down the hall, I hear two interns whispering about how cute he is. Outside Angela’s
office, my stomach gets tied into knots. I have a bad feeling about this. My sixth sense hasn’t
overpowered the other five like this for quite a while. Since college, I think. I stop at the door. I see
Angela through the glass, talking to a blond man with his back to me. His figure seems somehow
familiar. Angela sees me and makes a hand gesture, inviting me to come in. The man she’s talking to
is still not turning around.
- Mark, you’re here. Let me introduce you to your new colleague…
The man stands up and slowly turns around. The face of a reptile with fake tan looks at me
with familiar light blue eyes. Thin lips distort into a half-smile. He offers me his hand.
Blood rushes into my head and I go deaf. My heart starts pounding so hard, I think I’m having
a heart attack.
- Hey, Mark. Aren’t you going to say hi to your old friend?
Of all the people in this city, in this country, on the goddamn planet, how come he had to be
the one to get the job? The man who tortured me throughout college.
Bryan fucking Aldridge!
*** The end of the first episode. To be continued… ***
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PENIS ENLARGEMENT EXERCISES INCLUDED IN THIS BOOK
- Stretching (Including Helicopter Twirls)
- Penis Slapping
- Jelqing (Wet & Dry)
- Edging
Important!
Warm ups are very important. Never start workouts without being properly warmed up.
Warm up promotes blood flow, enlarges and softens penis tissue and prevents injuries.
For the first weeks you will need at least 5 minutes for proper warm up.
During later stages, warm ups may take less time eventually, but we suggest that you should
always spend 5 minutes for warming up.
There are two best ways to warm up:
1.Warm towel/washcloth
Take a washcloth or towel and soak it in warm water. Water shouldn’t be either too hot
because of possible burns, or too cold because warm up won’t be effective.
Get rid of water excess by wringing the towel and wrap it around your penis leaving it there
for a minute or so. When towel starts cooling down, soak it again, and repeat the process.
2. Rice sock
Take clean cotton sock, fill it with uncooked rice. Don’t pack it tightly; leave some room for
rice to move around. Tie the open end of the sock with ribbon or string, or simply use the longer
sock and tie it around itself. Put the filled sock in a microwave for approximately 1 minute. Apply it
to the penis for 5 minutes.
Instead of rice you may use flax seeds for longer heating effect.

1. STRETCHING (INCLUDING HELICOPTER TWIRLS)
1. Your penis must be flaccid.
2. Sit down or stand up (you can do this exercise both ways)
3. Form an "OK" sign with your hand by touching your forefinger and thumb together.
4. Place your "OK" sign hand on your penis shaft just below your glans (penis head)
5. Stretch your penis outward, and then return to the starting position. Repeat this 10 times in
a rhythmic motion. Or you can stretch and hold for 10 seconds.
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*Note: Both ways work, it’s up to your preference. You may test both pulling and holding and
decide which way works better for you.
*Tip: While stretching, you should feel the stretch, not the pain. If you feel the pain, don’t pull so
hard.
6. After the outward stretch do a Helicopter twirls. Hold the base of your penis with forefinger
and your thumb or with an OK sign. Now twirl your penis 5 times clockwise and then 5 times
opposite, as a helicopter blade.
*Note: Do these twirls between each stretch
7. Stretch your penis to the left, and then return to the starting position. Repeat this 10 times
in a rhythmic motion. Or you can stretch and hold for 10 seconds.
8. Repeat helicopter twirls, 5 times clockwise and then 5 times opposite.
9. Stretch your penis to the right, and then return to the starting position. Repeat this 10 times
in a rhythmic motion. Or you can stretch and hold for 10 seconds.
10. Repeat helicopter twirls, 5 times clockwise and then 5 times opposite.
11. Stretch your penis upward to your bellybutton, and then return to the starting position.
Repeat this 10 times in a rhythmic motion. Or you can stretch and hold for 10 seconds.
12. Repeat helicopter twirls, 5 times clockwise and then 5 times opposite.

2. PENIS SLAPPING
Slap your penis against each tigh 30 times (60 times in total), to restore the normal blood
flow.

3. WET JELQING
One of the most important techniques for penis enlargement is jelqing.
It’s an ancient technique originating from Arabia. Word jelqing means “milking” in Arabic,
because the strokes and squeezing motions used in this exercise remind on milking.
Many variations of this exercise will repeat through this program, but for the starting weeks
we’ll stick to the main jelqing exercise, called wet jelqing.

Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

Why wet? Because your penis needs to be well lubricated for this exercise. You can use high
quality lubricant, vaseline, baby oil, coconut oil, hand lotions, etc. depending on your own
preference and what makes your jelqing sessions better.
*Note: DO NOT use soaps or shampoos as lubricants, because they may cause irritation (redness
and itching) to the skin and urethra.
1. Your penis must be partially erected, about 50% to 60% erect, no more than this.
*Note: DO NOT perform jelqing with a full erection, because you may risk injuries. Also, jelqing at
lower erection levels doesn’t have effect.
2. Apply a good amount of lubrication all over your penis.
*Tip: You need to be well lubricated throughout the exercise, so if lube starts to dry, stop the
exercise and apply some more.
3. Form an "OK" sign with your right hand by touching your forefinger and thumb together.
4. Grip the base of your penis. The palm of your hand should be facing away from your body
(your thumb should be below).
5. Pull the grip toward the penis head gently but firmly.
6. When you reach the part of the shaft just below the penis head, make an "OK" sign with
your left hand and grip the base of your penis. Hold the grip with your right hand below the head.
7. Pull the left hand toward the penis head gently but firmly. In the same time release the grip
made below the head with your right hand and grip the base of your penis with right hand again.
8. Keep repeating this motion in a rhythmic way (one hand holds the OK grip below the head,
until other hand starts moving from the base toward the head, and so on) . As you can see, it looks
like milking a cow.
7. Make 150 strokes (75 with each hand). Each stroke should take 2 seconds. (no more than 5
minutes for exercise).

4. DRY JELQING
Dry jelqing is similar to wet jelqing, but in this exercise you won’t use any lubricant. Dry
jelqing is one of the most important and essential exercises for girth gains.
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This exercise will be much easier for those who are uncircumcised, because instead stopping
below the glans, this time hands move over the head, and skin helps that movement.
You may experience skin cracks, redness and irritation, so It’s important to use lotions or
creams and applying them to your penis after workouts.
Benefits of dry jelqing are improvements in both flaccid and erect girth, so if having thicker
penis is your main goal, you should include this exercise in your workout.
1. Your penis must be partially erected, about 50% to 60% erect, no more than this.
*Note: DO NOT perform jelqing with a full erection, because you may risk injuries. Also, jelqing at
lower erection levels doesn’t have effect.
2. Form an "OK" sign with your right hand by touching your forefinger and thumb together.
3. Grip the base of your penis. The palm of your hand should be facing away from your body
(your thumb should be below).
4. Pull the grip toward the penis head gently but firmly.
5. When you reach the part of the shaft just below the penis head, make an "OK" sign with
your left hand and grip the base of your penis.
6. In the same time while pulling your right hand over penis head, pull the left hand toward
the penis head gently but firmly. Grip the base of your penis with your right hand again.
7. Keep repeating this motion in a rhythmic way (you move one hand upwards and pull it over
the head, while other hand starts moving from the base toward the head, and so on) . As you can
see, it looks like milking a cow.
8. Make 300-500 strokes (150-250 with each hand) if using it alone, or less if you use this
exercise in your routine with other exercises. Each stroke should take 2 seconds.

5. EDGING
Edging is a cross between masturbating and jelqing. It is basically masturbation without
ejaculation. It can be used within your routine or when you masturbate.
The main difference between jelqing and Edging is the speed of the stroke. When jelqing, the
length of each stroke is usually between 2 and 3 seconds. In Edging strokes are more swift, lasting
perhaps only half a second each.
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Using Edging whenever you masturbate or after your workout could really help you gaining
both flaccid and erect girth.
There are several ways to perform Edging, depending on what type of gains you're aiming for.
You can Edging with lube to encourage length gains, or without it if you want to focus on girth
gains.
Using Edging when masturbating
With lube:
Start Edging with a 30-40% erection. Don’t exceed 70% because you may risk injury. If you
do, wait for erection to subside or pinch slightly your penis glans (head).
Try not to ejaculate. It’s important for this exercise. Hold it as long as you can. Once you reach
“the point of no return”, stop.
Without lube:
If you want to focus on girth and not using lube, perform Edging constantly with a 60-70%
erection. It's important you don't exceed 70% because you may risk injury. If you do, wait for
erection to subside or pinch slightly your penis glans (head).
Try not to ejaculate. It’s important for this exercise. Hold it as long as you can. Once you reach
“the point of no return”, stop.
This exercise is completely safe, as long as you know your limits and what's good for your
penis!
Using Edging after workout
If not used when masturbating, the best position for Edging in your routine is after your
workout.
If you're performing this exercise after workout let your erection subside to around 40-60%
(depending on whether you're going to use lube or not).
1. Grip the base of your penis with the standard OK grip. You may use either overhand or
underhand grip, it's your choice. Don’t grip too tight.
2. Move your hand up and down, from the base to just below the head. The speed of the stroke
should be as same as when you masturbate, about half a second each.
3. It's important you don't exceed 70% because you may risk injury. If you do, wait for
erection to subside or pinch slightly your penis glans (head).
4. Try not to ejaculate. It’s important for this exercise. Hold it as long as you can. Once you
reach “the point of no return”, stop.
Continue reading the 2nd Episode – Cuts of My Life. Download it on Amazon:
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B015NOSZUE

So what you're doing here is basically performing lots of fast Jelqs, starting with a very light
grip, but tightening slightly as you move up the shaft.
After about 10 strokes the head of your penis will begin to grow, as your shaft is filling with
blood.
*Note: It's very easy to get an erection when doing this exercise, so remember to stop and let it
go down whenever you go above 70%.
Important!
Warming down after an exercise is just like the warming up. It should be done at the end of
every workout helping the penis to recover, promoting blood flow and growth, and also preventing
any potential injuries.
You could use warm towel/cloth wrapping it around penis for 5 minutes, or holding warm
rice sock instead.
While holding warm towel or rice sock, massage your penis gently but firmly to promote
blood flow.
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