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INTRODUCTION

September 2004

It was my junior year of college at the University of Michigan, and it was the weekend. My friends were throwing a house party, and it was bound to be a good time. I hadn’t been over in a while, and when I walked in I was impressed at their recent redecorating. They’d really tried to make their living room, as dingy as it was (a default for college living rooms, of course), more welcoming and appealing to their guests. They did an amazing job. Even though the room was packed full of increasingly inebriated college students by the time I arrived, I could make out that they had really spruced it up: meticulously arranged couches on the periphery, an open area in the middle for congregating, a few well-positioned end tables for putting down your red Solo cup drink only to later pick up someone else’s in your drunken stupor—the whole nine yards. And, to give it that much-needed college party house feel, they had put up art to adorn the walls. You know the kind: a Scarface Al Pacino poster, a picture of an exotic car taken from an exotic angle, a stolen local street sign, and even an also-stolen full-sized stop sign, which I highly disapproved of but was nonetheless impressed with. Guys, actual stop signs are quite massive when you’re up close to one hanging at eye level on a living room wall. It’s been, oh, twenty years or so since that party, so I’m a bit hazy on the details, but there was a piece of “art” hanging on the wall among all the others that I’ll never forget. It was a poster, a very plain, medium-sized poster, that simply read in a clear, block font “No Fat Chicks.”

Look, I get it. Good humor is context-dependent, and almost everything most people find offensive can be that much more hilarious if presented in the right way. After all, some of the funniest jokes are the ones that punch down the hardest. That kind of humor isn’t for everyone, but it’s not for no one, either. Nor was this poster supposed to be some sort of alt-right (a term that wouldn’t come into use for at least another ten years) rebellion against body acceptance movements or feminist overreach. It was just a blunt, comedic statement of the general preference of most men of reproductive age, and of the personal body aspirations of most women of reproductive age: “We prefer women without excess, unattractive adiposity.” And that’s all fine and good. I’m sure as shit not the joke police, I didn’t castigate any of the house members for putting the poster up, I didn’t take personal or even proxy offense to it, nothing. No harm, no foul. But, even though I didn’t know it, my take on the situation was about to get a bit more complicated, and it’s what happened next, decades ago, that eventually led me over the edge to write this very book.

Right after I wandered over to that side of the room to read the poster, between handshakes and hugs with old dorm room friends, I turned around to see who else I recognized. As I scanned the room, you know, Terminator style, my eyes locked in on two girls who had just walked through the door. They were happily vibing with the party-goers around them, resuming their mission, begun earlier at their own houses, to get highly intoxicated. These were regular college girls. They were absolutely not out of the ordinary in any way, with one exception: They both weighed around three hundred pounds. It would have been accurate to describe them, in almost all common understanding, as “fat chicks.” It hit me. All of a sudden my brain made the connection. How would it make these girls feel to see that poster? Thank God they’re at the opposite end of the crowded room from it right now.

They were just girls—just fucking human beings—just college students having the time of their lives at the kind of party that’s a generations-old coming-of-age tradition. They weren’t evil people; they’d done nothing wrong; they didn’t, as far as I knew or could tell, have any beef with anyone at the party or any of the roommates of the house. Yet, right there, for them to discover randomly as they looked up past the face of someone they were talking to, immersed in otherwise jubilant and increasingly nonsensical drunk conversation, was a giant cognitive slap in the face. Maybe they would have read that poster exactly as it was intended, as an “all jokes, all in good fun” meme. But would they? Is that how they’d read it? What are the chances they’d see it differently—as something jarring and curt, something that brought their high spirits spiraling, on fire and smoking, back down to crash into solid, painful, sobering ground?

To most people, that poster elicited no more emotional or cognitive response than “ah, lol” with a lowercase l. But for them, maybe, that poster might as well have been a mirror. A mirror with digital scrolling text at the top that said: “Hey you, that’s right, you. No, not her, not him, you. You are not desired. You are not appealing. There’s something wrong with you. You’re not welcome here, you are not wanted. If this party—this college life of the push and pull of conversation, attraction, hookups, and dating—was a question, your body’s answer to it would be marked ‘incorrect’ in bright, shiny, clear red ink for everyone around you to see. And not just incorrect, but offensive enough to be the butt of a joke. And the joke, you see, is on you. And sure, you can laugh along, but you, just you, and well, I guess your friend too, are the laughingstock.”

Is that an extreme interpretation? Maybe! But does even this hyperbolic interpretation convey the dissonance, shame, and revulsion a “fat chick,” for lack of a better term, might feel to see a poster like that at what is otherwise a celebration of mutual acceptance and joy? No, I suspect for many in that situation, it doesn’t even come close. Could you imagine a party poster that said “No Blacks,” “No Christians,” or “No Gays”? No, that would be expulsion-from-school-worthy in that political climate. Way outside of the Overton window. But maybe you could imagine being a man at a house party hosted by lesbian roommates and seeing a poster that said “No Men.” And sure, you could roll with the joke ’cause what’s wrong with a bit of lezzy humor. But the big difference here is that heterosexual men aren’t usually looking for approval from lesbians, while “fat chicks” are absolutely looking for approval from, well, everyone. They’re not looking for any more approval than anyone else, mind you, but everyone else isn’t being singled out like that. And while we don’t live in a society where most people are lesbians and where men are seen as less-than for being men, we do live in a society, and always have, where overweight people are seen by many, often including themselves, as very much less-than. Walking around, living life, trying to have fun in bodies that are the equivalent of the wrong answer on a test. Not just wrong; abjectly undesired, maybe even repulsive.

Was I just going nuts, assuming a whole bunch? Were the girls actually offended? I never followed up, so I have no idea. But it made me think. It made me think of how I’d feel if I were them, and that feeling wasn’t great. It made me think of my grandmother.

My grandmother’s name was Manya, and she was my mom’s mom. She helped raise my sister and me when my parents were at work—both before 1991, when we lived in the USSR, and after, when we lived in the Detroit suburbs. My grandmother was a normal Russian Jewish woman in her sixties and seventies when she was still with us. Well, normal but for two features. First, she was substantially more emotionally sensitive than most people. A joke or a casual dig that most would interpret as somewhere between funny and harmless would too often send her into a crying spell. I suspect that this high emotional fragility was related to the second standout feature of hers: Half of her body, in a vertical split from her feet all the way up through her face, was a splotchy red and a slightly different shape than the other half. It was just a skin condition, mind you. She was otherwise perfectly healthy and able. But she had been born with this pigmentation condition, and let me tell you, it wasn’t subtle at all. Every single person she had ever interacted with, from as early as she could remember, saw her skin condition first. And in many cases, they immediately and permanently turned their gaze away. When we went for walks outside, I saw children of all ages point at her and whisper to their friends. Some giggled; most gawked in a combination of awe, fear, and disgust.

Can you imagine that? The most common facial expression you see your whole life from people looking at you is disgust. My grandmother recalled that she’d always wanted to play with the other kids in her neighborhood when she was young but that she played alone because nobody wanted to play with her. She was ridiculed constantly; the social norms of 1940s Russia were very permissive of outright mockery. At a job she had after college, she was told that, per the request of another coworker, she was not to attend the holiday party that year, as she would be too unpalatable a sight. When my grandfather married her, most people assumed it was an act of charity, my grandmother included. Watching my grandmother navigate the world gave me an early insight into just how much aesthetics mattered, and the answer was: in many cases, more than words can adequately explain. We pretend the modern world is kinder, but I’ve seen enough to know the same dynamics still play out—only now behind polite smiles. If I was in her body, I’d probably cry at terse jokes too.

My own aesthetic journey was comparatively mundane but nonetheless changed the way I thought about physical appearance. Ever since I had gained weight over my seventh-grade summer eating too much junk food while playing too many video games with my best friend (an amazing time, by the way), I had been aware that most people looked a certain way and I looked another way. I was aware of the fact that I didn’t look like how I’d like to look. And if I ever lost that awareness for too long, life would remind me. In the eighth grade, one of my friends (we’re still friends to this day) told me, in his classic deadpan style, “You’re the only thirteen-year-old I know with a gut.” Did that hurt me in some kind of deep way? No, not terribly so. I’d be lying if I said it did. But did it feel good? No. Fuck no. That combination of “you look bad” and “out of everyone else, you especially, in a very unique way, look bad” fucking stings. When you’re thirteen and your ego has the frailty of a two-hundred-year-old origami sculpture behind the glass wall of a Japanese museum, that shit hits. And when you’re a twenty-one-year-old girl at a college party, or a forty-three-year-old medical billing supervisor, or a fifty-eight-year-old car dealership manager, it doesn’t feel so good to be told, seemingly from everywhere and all at once, that your body, the vessel in which you live and how you present to the whole world, is a hard pass, “nah.”

Maybe you’re reading this book as an intellectually curious person who’s never struggled with poor body image. A person who’s never been too skinny or too fat or too tall or too short or blemished or too whatever. Maybe you’ve been looking pretty damn good your whole life and just picked up this book because of an extra ten pounds you gained after giving birth to the last of your three kids. And if that’s you, hey, welcome to the party, we’ve got lots of useful tips and approaches to get you into the best shape of your life. But maybe that’s not you. Maybe you have struggled with your body shape and skin quality and thin hair and double chin and whatever else. Maybe you haven’t struggled but you’ve watched a friend or sibling struggle. And maybe you’ve not just struggled but been hurt deeply by the pain and shame of the body that you never really felt comfortable in. The body you’ve been trying to hide, to obscure, to play down for years. A body you’ve been averse to because it’s not the body anyone wants to see in full reveal, and that category of “anyone,” maybe, just maybe, includes, as the most prominent member of the “fuck no, this isn’t it” committee, you yourself.

I’m not here to tell you that our bodies are our deep value to the world. They just aren’t. I’m here to tell you that your body is simply and only a vessel for the thing that generates almost all of your value: your mind. So no, this book isn’t going to tell you that once you get in amazing shape all your problems will go away and everyone will love you. Far from it. At RP Strength, the company I co-founded, we make apps that help you get into amazing shape, but we’d never dare claim they’ll solve all your problems. But I’ll tell you what problem getting in amazing shape will solve for you: the problem of existing in a body you don’t like, maybe not even a little, maybe not even at all. The problem of existing in a body that you can’t fucking stand. The problem of not fitting into airplane seats, of being too hot everywhere and sweating like a pig. The problem of ordering healthy food at celebration dinners where everyone else is ordering tasty shit so that, god forbid, the people around you won’t judge you for what you order. So that they don’t render that moral smear of “Ah, now it makes sense why this person is fat, they just don’t care about themselves!” The problem of walking to the restaurant where you’re going to meet a blind date and thinking with every fucking step, “I’m just going to be a big disappointment to them. I should just turn around and send a cancellation text. When I tell them my name, I don’t want to see their facial expression go from latent excitement to a sober reframing of expectations.”

Some people don’t seem to mind existing in a body that even they don’t find attractive, and honestly, God bless those people. I’ll take ten of whatever they’re having. But many of us, perhaps most of us, are a bit more vain. And I say, so what? Vanity has many dark sides at its extremes, but isn’t the bright side of vanity just loving the body you’re in? Is that so bad? Most of us, no, hundreds of millions of us, do not yet inhabit bodies we like, feel comfortable in, and are excited to present to the world.

And sure, we should probably meditate and go to therapy and come to grips with our realities. I really do mean that. Going through life hating your body is no way to live. But a movie quote comes to mind here as a retort to simply coping. In Rogue One: A Star Wars Story, Cassian Andor, the antihero co-lead, asks the reluctant hero, Jyn Erso, something like, “You can stand to see the Imperial flag reign across the galaxy?” And she responds, “It’s not a problem if you don’t look up.” Sure, your body isn’t a problem for your state of mind if you just don’t look at it. But there is another way. The way I’m going to suggest you try on for size. The way I’ll describe in intricate detail in this book. And that way, much like in Star Wars, is the way of rebellion.

No more. No more living in a body you don’t like. No more avoiding mirrors, no more dodging the eyes of onlookers. No more pretending you don’t care about how you look. No, instead, lift your chin. Look up. Look in the mirror. You see that body staring back at you? We can improve it. We can transform it. And with what we already know in the scientific and coaching community, plus the unfolding radical biotech advances of the coming decade, we can upgrade your physique. Not to something “good enough” or something “just outside of eye-catchingly grotesque.” We can, and you will, change your body into something beautiful, something inspiring, something you no longer try to ignore or wish you didn’t have to deal with, and into something you’re proud of, something you’re amazed to exist in, something you love. You can change your body into your perfect ideal. Yes, yes, you can, and over the pages that follow I’ll show you how.

You can accept your body for how it is, and that’s absolutely fine too—if you’re truly happy. But you can also set your standard to ideal and get there. You really can. Some rebellions are built on hope, but this one is built on a combination of vanity (of the best kind), cold hard science, and the process of putting in diligent work. This isn’t an empty promise. This isn’t a scam. This isn’t a feel-good pick-me-up with no meat. This is the dawn of a revolution where, over the next fifteen years, everyone who wants to will be able to look almost exactly as they like. I welcome you with open arms to this, our aesthetic revolution.

Let’s get to the battle plan.







1

THE HUMAN DESIRE FOR BEAUTY

Before we talk about how to become more beautiful in our own ways, let’s take a dive into what beauty really is, why it’s important, and how it is and isn’t just in the eye of the beholder.

What Beauty Is

Beauty is a pleasant emotion people experience when they are presented with certain stimuli. It reinforces at least two things: Something about the given stimulus is good, and continuing to examine the stimulus feels like the right thing to do. People can experience beauty when they hear pleasant conversation or music, when they examine the network of relationships in an engineering schematic, or when they appraise an object or environment. Visual beauty is probably the most go-to example, and for good reason. Humans have a very powerful visual sense, and there’s a lot of diversity in both the things you can see and the fraction of them that can elicit the sensation of beauty. But why do we feel the emotion of beauty for some visuals and not others? There are two sometimes competing but actually complementary hypotheses: the environmental idea of beauty and the evolutionary psychological idea of beauty.

The Environmental Idea of Beauty

The environmental idea of beauty is that what any given human finds beautiful as an adult is shaped by their exposure to stimuli when they were younger. We see pictures of thin bodies in magazines and on social media as we grow up; everyone who comments on them says they are beautiful; all of the rich and famous people look or strive to look like that, and our brains cobble together an association that reinforces the idea “this look is beautiful.” There is truth in this, but it’s absolutely not the whole picture. The rest of the picture is based on evolutionary psychology.

The Evo Psych Idea of Beauty

If beauty was purely socialized and environmentally based, we’d probably see a lot of stuff we don’t see, and we wouldn’t see a lot of the stuff we do see when we examine the beauty scene in depth. For example, why does every culture (without exception) consider a waist that is smaller than the hips more beautiful than a waist that is bigger than the hips? Younger women of reproductive age more beautiful than older women of reproductive age? Men with lean physiques more beautiful than obese men, and people with smooth, unblemished skin more beautiful than people with very damaged or wrinkled skin? This is because our brains are not just random neural networks that can learn and accept anything in our environment with equal probability. Our brains have been designed and refined for millions of years by evolution to be more interested in, and to find more beautiful, certain features over others. The general emotion of beauty, for example, can be triggered by many factors. But, far more often than chance, you experience beauty when your brain detects the emergence of order amid a wash of chaos. Complete chaos looks like crowd shouting, and complete order looks like choir singing. Both have their appeal, but both fail to inspire. Beauty is like a flower arrangement that looks random at first glance, but patterns of color, height, and clustering reward the patient observer with a deep hit of the beauty emotion.

In a similar way, in the realm of physical human beauty, it’s possible to find beauty in human bodies and faces of any shape, size, and texture. But the qualities that trigger our beauty emotion are not random, and thus some bodies look more beautiful than others, far from what chance would explain. There is a reality to human physical beauty that reflects our evolved preferences. We can ignore it because it might be icky to think about, but that makes it no less real.

The Reality of Beauty

Across cultures and throughout history, there is remarkable consistency in what people consider beautiful, on average. For women, this often translates into physical features like a smaller waist relative to hips, smooth and clear skin, symmetrical facial features, lustrous hair, and indicators of youthfulness. Men, on the other hand, are commonly viewed as more attractive when they possess a lean, muscular build, clear skin, symmetrical faces, and confident posture. These attributes are not randomly chosen by society; rather, they represent deeply ingrained evolutionary preferences shaped over countless generations.

From an evolutionary psychology standpoint, these standards of beauty serve as unconscious signals of health, fertility, and genetic robustness. A woman’s waist-to-hip ratio, for instance, signals reproductive health and fertility. Clear skin and symmetry are indicative of good genetic health and minimal disease or developmental disruptions. Similarly, a lean and muscular build in men signals strength, resource-acquiring capability, and genetic fitness—qualities historically advantageous for survival and protection. Our minds unconsciously gravitate toward these traits because, for millions of years, selecting mates exhibiting these features increased the likelihood of offspring survival.

Where do flaws fit into all of this? You’ve likely heard the phrase “You’re beautiful because of your flaws.” This sentiment carries emotional truth: Individuality, authenticity, and uniqueness indeed add depth and emotional resonance to relationships and self-perception. Perceived imperfections or quirks can foster deeper connections precisely because they differentiate us, making us memorable and uniquely endearing. However, from a purely visual and unconscious evolutionary standpoint, this notion is only partially accurate. Flaws in the evolutionary context—like asymmetry or skin blemishes—typically do not enhance physical attractiveness on a purely subconscious level. They may enhance emotional bonds, but they don’t usually align with the unconscious beauty standards that our evolutionary history has embedded in our perceptions.

These beauty standards persist across cultures and epochs precisely because they are fundamentally universal and heritable. This universality underscores that while environmental factors can influence personal tastes somewhat, the foundational perceptions of beauty are genetically wired into us, transcending culture, upbringing, and individual experiences. Studies repeatedly confirm that even isolated or previously uncontacted cultures share similar fundamental perceptions of attractiveness, reinforcing that this isn’t merely a cultural phenomenon but rather an intrinsic human trait. Studies even confirm that babies that lack the brain wiring for socialization respond more favorably to interactions with conventionally attractive adults.

Acknowledging this reality is crucial because it helps explain the often wide gap between the appearance people desire and the appearance they possess, particularly beyond early adulthood. Modern lifestyles, aging, stress, limited physical activity, dietary habits, and genetic predispositions mean that most adults tend to diverge increasingly from these innate beauty standards, especially beyond their thirties. Thus, there’s a notable and widespread disparity between desired appearance and actual physical state. Real talk: I think this is kind of obvious enough to border on trite. But recognizing this isn’t about imposing value judgments or creating pressure; instead, it helps illuminate why aesthetic dissatisfaction is so common and persistent, even among otherwise confident and accomplished individuals.

When we understand this universal dynamic, we can move toward compassionate solutions and realistic expectations. It clarifies why cosmetic enhancement, fitness routines, skincare, and lifestyle adjustments are consistently popular and deeply meaningful: They bridge the gap between innate human desires and lived reality. Rather than resisting or denying these deeply embedded preferences, we can acknowledge them and use them to inform compassionate approaches toward personal and collective well-being.

5 Beauty Is in the Eye of the Beholder, and the Beholder Is You

You probably want to look your very best—your body, face, and hair, top to bottom, if you’re being truthful. As it turns out, almost everyone wants this. So whatever combination of socialization or genes causes the human desire for beauty, we’re sure it’s both widespread and deep. Not everyone cares about how they look to the same extent, but most people care a lot. Like, hundreds of billions of dollars spent every year in the fitness, cosmetics, surgery, and fashion industries—that kind of “a lot.”

Personally, I value everyone based on their core human worth, not their physical beauty. Aww, how sanctimonious of me. But I don’t live in your head, only you do. At the end of the day, whether or not beauty preference is genetic or cultural, and whether or not it’s a deep value you hold or an annoying vestigial remnant of outdated evolutionary forces, you still care about how you look. How you think about your physical appearance is the most, perhaps only, important factor at play here. If you think you look amazing, a thousand people could tell you that you look terrible and it wouldn’t much matter. If you think you look terrible, a thousand people could tell you that you look great and it wouldn’t much matter just the same. From this, two questions emerge: First, how much can you alter your perception of your appearance without altering how you actually look? Second, how much do your looks affect your social and inner psychological worlds?

Altering Your Self-Perception

Changing how you feel about your appearance without changing your appearance itself is indeed possible to an extent, and there’s power in learning to reframe and adjust your internal dialogue. Positive affirmations, supportive friendships, and cultivating confidence can genuinely shift how you view yourself in meaningful ways. When your friends repeatedly assure you that you’re attractive, lovable, and valuable, these affirmations can significantly elevate your self-image. Over time, these external validations can be internalized, bolstering your confidence and overall sense of self-worth.

But let’s be candid: There are real limits to how far positive self-talk and external affirmation can take you, especially when your physical reality starkly contrasts with societal and deeply evolved standards of beauty. If you are considerably overweight, for instance, no amount of enthusiastic body positivity or reassurance from friends can fully silence the voice inside you—the voice rooted in your innate biological wiring—that recognizes the discrepancy. Deep down, you always know the truth, even when you wish it were otherwise. The uncomfortable reality is obvious when subtle cues accumulate around you. Perhaps everyone in your social circle insists you’re stunningly beautiful yet every single crush you have gently, repeatedly relegates you to the dreaded “just friends” zone. It’s a quiet, relentless ache, and you don’t need explicit rejection to understand exactly why this pattern persists. Deep inside, you know the reason, and pretending otherwise only amplifies the emotional strain.

The Real-World Effects of Your Looks

The harsh reality is that physical attractiveness significantly shapes the way you are treated in almost every aspect of your life. This uncomfortable truth emerges early, from the very first days of kindergarten. Even young children instinctively respond differently to peers based on attractiveness—popular kids tend to be those deemed prettier, cuter, or more appealing by their classmates and teachers alike. The beautiful girl with flowing hair and bright eyes often receives more attention, patience, and positive reinforcement from adults and peers. She is invited first to birthday parties, chosen first for games, and celebrated more openly and frequently. Meanwhile, the child considered plain, overweight, or awkward quietly learns that she must work harder to earn attention and kindness.

These formative experiences cascade relentlessly into adolescence, compounding the emotional weight. Imagine the shy, less conventionally attractive girl sitting unnoticed in high school classrooms, watching classmates giggle flirtatiously or share whispered secrets. She notices that boys who enthusiastically greet her popular friends merely offer her polite, distant smiles. She internalizes the stark contrast between casual, effortless affection showered upon others and the stiff, cordial courtesy offered to her. By college, these differences become achingly apparent. Beautiful young women effortlessly capture attention, have doors opened for them, and easily find romantic and social opportunities. Professors and peers subconsciously gravitate toward them, providing subtle yet profound advantages that echo long into adulthood.

If you’ve always been attractive, you might struggle to grasp the depth of isolation and longing felt by those who have lived differently. Attractive individuals are often oblivious to the silent privileges they accumulate—special treatment from strangers, unearned kindness, extra patience from employers and professors, and even the random barista who adds an extra cookie because she finds you charming. They might even unknowingly experience one of the most impactful benefits of being attractive: the lack of constant self-imposed shame that those on the other side of the physical attractiveness aisle feel in social situations, when buying clothes, and almost every time they look in a mirror. Less attractive individuals must constantly battle subconscious biases, unspoken rejections, and the relentless, subtle reminders of their status in the beauty hierarchy. It is raw, painful, and nearly impossible to ignore, no matter how much society insists that beauty is superficial. Acknowledging this painful reality allows for a deeper, more honest conversation about self-worth, beauty standards, and the tangible emotional and social costs they impose.

A Reckoning

Let’s see if we can accept three things at the same time. First, how you view your physical beauty is important to you, simply because you have to live in your body every day of your life. Second, how you look leads to radically different social treatment through countless interactions, and such treatment, combined with your own self-appraisal of beauty, affects you deeply in terms of stress, happiness, and fulfillment. Third, positively reframing how you look, even if your social circle supports and reinforces it, is an uphill battle for very marginal gain because your own objective appraisal of your look (body size, proportions, skin quality, etc.) and the social feedback on your actual look are too powerful to suppress.

If we can, at least for the purpose of this discussion, accept the truth of these three ideas, where does that leave us? It leaves us with a very straightforward implication: How you look matters a lot. Not to your peers, not to corporate ads, not to society. Fuck society. It matters to you. You, who live in your body 24/7, would in reality much prefer to live in a body that you, at the very least, yourself find appealing. Yes, you should cultivate an inner life that maximizes your body positivity. Yes, you should cultivate a social circle that does the same. Of course, yes. But what about changing your actual body? What about the biggest lever you can pull in this equation? Why not pull it? If you can actually change your body, your hair, and your face, if you can alter them to look how you’d like, or as close to that as you’re interested in working toward, what would happen?

What would happen is that you’d feel transformed. You’d feel better in a way that words can’t describe. You’d be in a body you liked, maybe even loved, for the first time ever. How great is the human desire for beauty? It’s massive. And if you changed your body to be more physically beautiful, you would feel more emotionally fulfilled, and you’d be able to take on all of life’s challenges with that much more oomph.

In this book, I’ll share a bit of my own aesthetic journey with you, from both a technical and an emotional perspective. I’ll describe to you point by point how various interventions—from lifting weights and eating well to genetic engineering and everything in between—can make you more beautiful. But I must admit, this is not a purely informational or technical book. It’s also a deeply emotional one, because the psychological pain of not looking how you’d like, perhaps not remotely so, is three things: deep, pervasive across hundreds of millions of us, and barely discussed.

Why isn’t it often discussed? Because for a long time it has been a deeply unpleasant and simultaneously nearly inalterable reality. Very unattractive people sure as shit don’t want to talk about it, because it’s deeply painful and probably has been for as long as they can remember. Those who do talk about it, like the very well-meaning body positivity folks, rarely do so with full openness because that would imply the upending of their philosophy. It would imply that the conception of beauty as an entirely cultural and social phenomenon simply isn’t true. And they want to talk about accepting all physical appearances, not the downsides of physical unattractiveness. Attractive people don’t want to talk about it because what are they going to say? At least with poverty, a rich person can bring attention to it and give some of their money to help relieve it. But attractive people can’t give their beauty away to the less fortunate, so what’s the point?

The point is that there is something you can do about it. There is a lot you can do about it. And over the next decade, the amount you will be able to do about it is going to skyrocket past any previous limits to human body modification. Right now, today, you can already modify your appearance to a totally transformative extent. And soon, probably within a decade, you’ll be able to modify your look to match almost anything you can dream up. If you start your aesthetic journey now, there is a very good chance that you’ll look better every single year until you look so good that everything in connection with your current self-appraisal has been turned on its head.
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THE ANATOMY OF THE AESTHETIC REVOLUTION

The Revolt Is in Full Swing

We know people want to look their best. We also know most people don’t currently look their best (at least as they assess it, which is, of course, the most important assessment). We also know that looking good is very, very important to a huge number of people, important enough to invest lots of time and money into. The desire and the economic demand for aesthetic enhancement is very clear. So we have the demand side of our equation sorted out pretty well. But where is the supply side?

The supply side that meets the demand of aesthetic enhancement has been with us for pretty much all of recorded history. For example, as early as ancient Egypt, people were dusting their faces with lead-based kohl and malachite to enhance their eyes and signal social status.

By the time of ancient Greece, the notion of aesthetics had broadened to include not just the painted face but also the sculpted body. Greek philosophers and poets wrote about the virtues of symmetry, proportion, and muscularity, while athletes trained at the gymnasium for both health and appearance. The body itself was seen as a work of art, and the first exercise “manuals” were passed around as much for their beauty ideals as for their training advice.

Fast-forward to imperial Rome and we see fashion and diet intertwined: Roman elites went so far as to pluck body hair, use chalk to whiten their skin, and even experiment with primitive appetite suppressants and purgatives to shape their figures. Garments like the stola or toga were carefully arranged to emphasize desirable features—think of it as the Instagram posing of its day.

In medieval and Renaissance Europe, clothing and cosmetics surged ahead. Pale faces, cinched waists, and elaborate wigs were all the rage—sometimes with the help of dangerous substances like arsenic face powder and mercury-based skin lighteners. The upper class even bled themselves or dieted to a faint, waifish pallor, because in a world of scarcity, voluntarily looking unhealthily thin signaled luxury.

Finally, by the late nineteenth and early twentieth centuries, you see the rise of commercialized beauty. Makeup became widely available (thanks to brands like Max Factor and Elizabeth Arden), corsets and later brassieres reshaped the female form, and diet manuals promised the “ideal” figure for both men and women. The first fitness clubs and spa resorts began to advertise not just health but visible transformation—a preview of what would become the formal science of aesthetics in the decades to follow.

From ancient pigments to Roman grooming, Renaissance risk-taking, and the birth of the beauty industry, the slow, steady climb of the search for aesthetic enhancement had already begun long before the data-driven, high-velocity ascent of modern times.

Okay, fine, so where’s this whole aesthetic revolution thing if the search for enhancement has been occurring slowly and steadily for literally millennia? Glad you asked! Nearly every technological revolution follows what’s known as an S curve pattern, in which progress is at first very slow, then becomes exponentially rapid, and eventually levels off and stabilizes, creating an S-like shape on a graph. Initially, progress appears almost negligible, inching forward gradually, sometimes taking decades or even centuries to show meaningful change. For instance, the major beautification techniques developed over the vast stretch from ancient Greece to the Renaissance—spanning thousands of years—numbered only in the dozens. By contrast, today’s beauty industry generates a comparable number of innovations within a single year. In its next phase, the line of progress appears to be headed up at a notably steeper slope, but nothing groundbreaking. For the aesthetic revolution, this coincides with the increase in health and fitness knowledge and application that occurred from around the 1930s to the 1960s.

During this mid-century period, the line of cosmetic tricks began to curve notably upward, as science, technology, and culture merged to take the pursuit of aesthetics from rumor and ritual into the realm of systematized knowledge and deliberate intervention.

First, the science of calorie balance and metabolism was established. By the 1930s and 1940s, nutritionists and physiologists could actually quantify how much energy the body used, how much energy (measured in calories) was stored in different foods, and how body fat changed with diet and exercise. The previously mysterious “diet” became a quantifiable, tweakable variable, setting the stage for intentional weight control.

The 1950s and 1960s saw the rise of the high-protein, low-refinedsugar diet as a cornerstone for muscle and leanness. As physical culture movements spread and bodybuilding became mainstream, advice on eating more protein, fruits, and vegetables (and less sugar and lard) filtered into magazines, diet books, and eventually government recommendations. For the first time, ordinary people could follow “rules” instead of old wives’ tales.

Gyms and fitness clubs exploded in popularity. From Jack LaLanne’s television workouts to the Gold’s Gym and Venice Beach bodybuilding scenes, “working out” shifted from an oddball hobby to a normalized, even aspirational activity. Cardio training—think jogging, aerobics, and eventually treadmills—became a way not just to stay healthy but to actively shape the body’s appearance. Lifting weights for aesthetics, not just strength or sport, went mainstream.

Next, medical and surgical interventions started to enter the chat. By the late 1970s, the first successful liposuction procedures were being performed in France, promising for the first time that stubborn fat could be physically removed, not just dieted away. Breast augmentation, once a crude and risky operation, also became safer and more popular in the 1970s, setting the stage for the normalization of cosmetic surgery.

In parallel with these medical advances, the 1980s witnessed an unprecedented explosion in fitness culture. Health clubs, gyms, and aerobics studios multiplied rapidly, moving from niche spaces to neighborhood fixtures. Fitness icons such as Arnold Schwarzenegger, Jane Fonda, and Richard Simmons became mainstream celebrities, bringing physical self-improvement into the living rooms and consciousness of millions. Exercise shifted from something athletes did to something everyone was expected—even eager—to do. The










[image: ]





The Muscle-Gain Training Wave


The Fat-Loss Diet Wave


The Drug Wave



The Advanced Cosmetic Wave




The Age Reversal Wave



The Genetic Engineering (Final) Wave
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