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INTRODUCTION



We are a mother and daughter that have dated online, compared notes, collected hundreds of hilarious dating stories from around the country, and decided to write a trendy little lit concerning research, short stories, tips, and tricks that are related to personal internet dating experiences. Part of the impetus for doing the book-and the rational for the title: Love, Sex, and Deception: The Chronicles of Online Dating is that throughout online dating, everyone has either experienced finding true love, to great sex, or has at least been deceived once or twice.


The truth is we have all roamed through bookstores, surreptitiously searching shelves for a book to help guide us through a perplexing time known as “dating limbo.” All we wanted was something we could relate to while enduring the single life, especially the cyber world of online dating. Everyone enjoys a “comfort book” that guides us and makes our questions and desires feel less foreign.


Thus, we have captured countless online dating stories from real people, whether it is full of satire, comedy, or just plain touching and exhilarating. Throughout our research of people’s real experiences, we have been able to provide a book that not only is an entertaining read but a guide of tips and tricks to help you along the way. Stay optimistic and on the bright side! If your lovely date’s toupee’ somehow blows off flipping cartwheels down the tarmac while you board the plane to the tropics, order two scotches and start drinking early. Remember Cosmo once voted Telly Salavas “sexiest man alive!” Endure my friend because 12 percent of online meetings are resulting in marriage.


We undergo the struggles of perplexing transitions, yet we still strive for love and romance. Whether we find the right relationship, get married, or just find friends through the dating network, we are traveling down a path with many interesting stories to tell. One of the reasons that we have taken the time to interview and research the real life situations of online dating is to be able to share amongst others that they are not alone. There is irony in the pursuit of love as you will read, even if you are 90 and only get to experience it briefly. It rivals nirvana and while it doesn’t happen often, it is still worth tremendous effort. Look on the bright side and stay optimistic. Everyone deserves to be in a great relationship. Enjoy reading not only a fun book, but learn what to watch out for and how to make the most of online dating.


We would still love to hear from many other men and women who have similar stories that they would like to share with us. If you have a story that you’d like to share, send them to our email address at lisaandclaire@hotmail.com. If you enclose your name and a good story, we’ll do our best to get back to you and put you on our newsletter mailing list.


Please visit our website at www.LoveSexandDeception.com and good luck!





CHAPTER 1


A NEW FRONTIER


“I once sent my picture to a Lonely Hearts Club, and they sent it back saying, “Thanks, but we are not that lonely.”


—Bob Hope


Never in my wildest dreams did I imagine being single in my forties hoping for a second chance at love, or have a daughter looking for a first chance at love—both of us online and dating! “What . . . forgo the territory of technology to find a good man . . . never!”


—Lisa


These days almost everyone knows at least one couple who met online, fell in love, and tied the knot. With one click of the mouse, you can literally peek out of your window to see that the globe has shrunk into your backyard, erasing geographical borders and cultural barriers. Perhaps the appeal is the exotic or magical quality of a potential cyber-romance, nurtured in the privacy of your own home or office as you search for a prospect. After all, where else can you quickly, safely, relatively, and anonymously find someone that matches your wish list? Certainly not in a bar!


At the advent of Internet dating, the person searching for a partner through online dating was perceived as lonely, desperate, and socially inept. “What’s the matter? Can’t you find a date?” was the sentiment echoed by many. With the explosion of Internet usage, that image has changed altogether, as evidenced by more than 800 dating sites and sixty million subscribers.


“Goodbye, stigma . . . hello, gorgeous!” is the new attitude these days about online dating, as hundreds of thousands of busy professionals with little spare time flock to the websites to find that special someone. If you are unattached and are not online, you are considered a social dinosaur. The traditional way of meeting someone at weddings, work, church, bars, through friends, or in the aisle of a grocery store is no longer the means to an end in the twenty-first century.


Believe it or not, personal ads date back some 300 years to the matrimonial agencies of the eighteenth century, when lonely bachelors would publicize that they were hoping to recruit a wife. In that era, being over twenty-one and single was considered a bit weird. In the 1990s, personal ads started to become acceptable due to the widespread popularity of the Internet. Match.com launched a dating website that turned romance and courtship on its head! It has now become a billion-dollar business with thirty websites in eighteen languages and more than fifteen million subscribers—truly a modern-day phenomenon now in the mainstream. The competition is growing every day with new sites offering mobile connections and specialized categories from vegetarians to seniors, from cheating wives to women behind bars. Yes, sexy prisoners but no conjugal visits. From homosexuals to heterosexuals and even mad scientists who want to test your DNA to find the “Perfect Match,” they are all out there, online and looking.


So why not give it a try? If traditional blind dates aren’t bringing Cupid into the picture and 12 percent of all online meetings result in marriage, why not log in? You could get lucky—and at the very least, you will meet some interesting people. However, proceed with caution. If you linger in cyber space long enough searching for love, the chances are you will find one of three things: LOVE, SEX, OR DECEPTION, as seen through the many experiences of these people. Learning more about the opposite sex sometimes happens just by listening to their stories. Reality is the best education!



INTERNET SERIAL KILLER OR HUSBAND MATERIAL?



Yes, there is hope after forty! A conversation with a genius P.R. maven at Red Branch Public Relations turned to the subject, as it often does, of finding men in New York. She was convinced that once you are “over the hill,” it is virtually impossible. Well, I said, “I met my husband on the internet when I was in my forties.”


After a dead silence on the other end of the phone, Sabina said, “You’re kidding! THAT gorgeous man?”


A dozen years ago, I was home recovering from surgery, bored with daytime TV, and I decided to surf the net for personals. On one of the dating sites, I saw a picture of a man that was very appealing, sort of resembling Mr. Big in Sex and the City. His profile had the top ten things he was looking for in a woman (something he got a lot of grief about) and a bonus question . . . you had to like France and the French. Well, I had attended the Chamber Syndicate de la Haute Couture and lived in Paris for a year after college, so that was easy. The rest were along the lines of being smart, politically aware, loving sex, and being tall. My tall answer was perfect. “I’m 5’4”, but always in sexy three-inch heels, and I LOVE tall men.”


We emailed each other for about a month, and one day he emailed, “My friends think I am working too hard and turning into a bore. Do you have any advice?”


I typed back, “Why don’t you take a good looking blonde out and buy her a drink?”


We met the next week and hit if off. I would have invited him back to my place, but my brother was convinced he was an Internet serial killer, so that waited for the next date.


There were lots of dates, and we eventually fell for each other and decided to get married. He popped the question, and I said yes, with only one stipulation. The wedding had to be a surprise, because I did not want my mother to know. She formerly was the fact checker at the The New Yorker, and her obsession over the details would drive me crazy. I always hosted Thanksgiving, so we decided to get married that next afternoon, inviting family and friends to leftovers. That afternoon, as everyone meandered around nibbling on sandwiches in their house slippers, the doorbell rang, and in stepped a Justice of the Peace. In my cashmere sweater and skirt, I announced, “I know you thought we might be getting engaged, but Frank and I are now getting married.” Supposedly, the look on my father’s face was amazing, which I totally missed. My mother was thrilled, and as it turned out, grateful to enjoy the moment. We had champagne, a surprise wedding cake pulled out of the closet, and a lot of surprised, happy faces. We eventually slipped out to dinner to celebrate at Beckman Tavern in Rhinebeck. We have been happily married for eleven years and always enjoy celebrating our anniversary the day after Thanksgiving.


Anne in Manhattan New York


This is a great example of the power of initiative and being proactive. Many of us sit around waiting for the other one to make the first move. Anne actually stepped outside of the comfort zone and encouraged him to take her out. Sometimes, just because you’re the woman—doesn’t mean you have to act like a girl. Why not be a little assertive. Men think it’s sexy!



JAZZ AND CARNAL MOONLIGHTING



As for online dating, first dates are a lot like the tagline from the great TV show Wide World of Sports—“the thrill of victory and the agony of defeat.” With online dating, victory isn’t as easily defined, as crossing the finish line first . . . it’s more complicated. Your date has to look vaguely like her picture, must arrive at least somewhat on time, should remember your first name, and must speak a language you both can understand.


I thought this first date, my seventeenth date of 2009, could be a winner. We had lots in common: grown children, similar backgrounds, jobs, hobbies, and a love for jazz. It didn’t require long telephone conversations to convince her to meet me for dinner. My offer is always the same, “You pick the restaurant, and I’ll pick up the tab.” There are great advantages to meeting at a restaurant. The lights are dim so you both look better. You worry less because alcohol is readily available, and you quickly learn if she is confused by more than four pieces of silverware.


She insisted on meeting at a very obscure, off-the-beaten-path little sushi restaurant in the ‘burbs’. I got to the restaurant first, and when she walked in, conversation stopped and heads turned. Linda was a classic southern beauty with auburn hair, piercing blue eyes, and long tan legs in a pair of nosebleed Jimmy Choos. Her jewelry was serious too: a diamond ring that spanned from one knuckle to another. To put it bluntly, she was HOT!


She said she wanted to sit in the back, and the hostess obliged us. We were either going to hit it off, or she was hiding from embarrassment. If conversation was bait, then I was reeled in from her attention to detail and accurate memory of my profile. As we are leaving the restaurant, she told me that she had a great CD of Miles Davis, the jazz legend. “Why don’t you listen to a few tracks with me in my car? It’s the white Mercedes E-500,” she said. A $125,000 car? Clearly, she did well in her divorce settlement.


When we arrived at her car, she said, “Let’s sit in the back seat. The stereo is incredible from there.” My night was getting a lot better and fast! Jazz and a beautiful woman in the back seat of a car? Oh, twist my arm!


She clicked the remote, and the 480-horse power screamed to life. I hopped into the back. “Darling, can you help me get these heels off?” she asked. The paparazzi couldn’t have gotten a better shot! As I peeled off her sexy stilettos, I couldn’t help devouring her long, tan legs with my eyes, and at the top of them—NOTHING! I mean, she had an incredible mind, but no panties. What a beautiful sight!


The windows were thoroughly fogged. Now we are getting somewhere, I said to myself. First base . . . second base . . . third . . . and I’ll be sliding into home plate! What the hell, I’m out? Who the hell is that? Suddenly, someone was rapping on the window with a large flashlight. My date reached over and slowly lowered the window without a word. In the front of my now open window was a VERY LARGE MAN with a badge and a holstered gun, shining a flashlight in my face. I am a COO, so I immediately cringed at not being able to complete that successful merger we WERE about to execute before we were so rudely interrupted. NOW, I was facing a cop with my pants pulled down to my ankles, and it was not a beautiful sight!


He looked at my license for a second and pointed the flashlight of truth at my date. “Linda, I thought we talked about this kind of behavior.”


I kept thinking to myself, Uhh, her name is Linda . . . no need for her ID? . . . uh . . . no vanity plate . . . I’m f—*!


The officer looked at me dead straight in the eye and said, “Sir, are you aware this woman is MARRIED to a judge?”


I answered, “NO. I had no clue she was married.” Hell, this can’t get any worse, I thought. The agony of defeat, and it was going to land me right in the local jail cell.


The officer gently nodded his head. “Sir, I think it is time you get out of my BROTHER’S car and go home!” And that is exactly what I did—albeit within the speed limit for all forty-two miles.


Married women who make out in their husbands’ cars: a revelation and activity that I won’t ever forget! I finally made it home, kissed my granite driveway, and checked to see that everything was supposed to be attached was attached. I think I need a BREAK from online dating . . . well, for a while at least.


Mike in Atlanta, Georgia


Ahhh the old adage—“if it’s too good to be true, it usually is,” comes to mind here. Mike fell victim to the fantasy. He saw this beautiful woman, sparkling conversation (and apparently sparkling fingers) and fell right into her trap. This story underscores the importance of waiting until you know someone before running the bases. What if this woman was an IV drug user? What if she carried venereal diseases? All of these scenarios are likely with someone that exhibits such impulsive behavior. Unfortunately, we no longer live in the era of free love. We have AIDS, Gonorrhea, HPV and other incurable STD’s that can turn one night of passion into a lifetime of pain.



SILENT MALBORO MAN



I met a wonderful man online who was tall, gray, and handsome! He fit my modus operandi and was definitely my forte. Our very first date, we decided to meet at a nice Thai restaurant in mid-town Atlanta. He was an absolutely beautiful specimen of masculinity with broad shoulders, a John Wayne swagger, and rugged good looks. Although he was a quiet man of few words, conversing with him was like pulling nails out of plywood at best. I upheld most of the conversation that evening with his random few interjections, but I was nonetheless mesmerized! This man was a successful developer with social status who owned his own plane, which he flew himself. WOW! He could have been a deaf mute; I would have eagerly learned sign language. He oozed confidence and ultimately managed to switch the light on my libido. Confidence is such a turn-on! We all know the rules about kissing on the first date, but screw that! I could not WAIT for a long, hot, tongue-wrestling kiss. “Let’s skip dessert. Check, please,” I said as I motioned to the waitress. I kissed him goodnight for an enticing first date!


Our next date was a wild game party at his home complete with his staff cooking and serving wild boar, quail, and elk coupled with all the southern sides. His house was a bona fide panty trap, totally gorgeous and stately. I was ecstatic that he had included me to meet his friends. Was this an omen that I was maybe special, or just another shot in the dark from a great hunter? I had not a clue. I barely saw him, although he did introduce me to some fraternity brothers. Mostly, he was just busy. Eventually, all the guests left, and he turned and took my tiny little hand in his and started to half drag me up the stairs to his bed without one spoken word.


“Sweetie, it’s so late . . . let’s just cuddle on the sofa for a bit. I really do have to get home to my kids,” I whispered softly in his ear. I wasn’t about to be bagged and mounted without more effort on his part—at least some flowers. I have to admit his skin smelled so delicious! As we were kissing on his worn leather sofa, I opened my eyes to a multitude of dead animals, stuffed and hanging on the walls. A huge moose head was glaring at my every move. Was that his last girlfriend? I wondered. To top it off, his bird dogs jumped all over me, panting profusely, leaving a trail of saliva and dog hair all over my dress. Christ resurrected could not salvage the annihilation of the mood.


So, the third date is a charm, right? Or is it three strikes, you’re out? What is it about the three-date thing with men? Something about a return on some kind of investment. Who can figure their reasoning, and what does money have to do with it? I was turning forty, which was depressing, but hey, it’s the new thirty, and I was keeping it all together. He took me out for my birthday, and we wined and dined at a cozy little restaurant. The food was divine! I was so stuffed and drunk I was worried sick I would either fart or belch before the evening was over. Again, there were no deep conversations—just a few caveman responses here and there. I sized him up as rich, handsome, masculine, and confident, so who cared if he could carry on a conversation! I was beginning to like it quiet! It was a commendable dinner, and I invited him in for a nightcap—his favorite, bourbon on ice.


I lit a candle, popped in a CD of soft music for a little “le mood” atmosphere, and noticed he was gulping down his bourbon like ice water. He embraced me with his strong, burly arms and laid me back on the sofa, passionately kissing me. Within a heartbeat, he unlatched my bra with one hand and managed to de-shirt me with the other, burying his face in my 36 DDs, declining to come up for air. Where do men learn these tricks? Is there a class somewhere? It was a most inopportune time for the CD to skip, but skip annoyingly it did. Embarrassed, I raced over topless to change it to the next song, and when I turned around, my jaw fell to the floor. My date was totally naked on my sofa wearing nothing but a huge grin. He had beautiful teeth! Had he incurred a lack of oxygen in the brain? He was laying there speechless striking the “COME AND GET ME” pose. I had no idea where to look in between the flickering light. Oh my God! What is that! I thought.


Straining my eyes, I could see what looked like a huge oversized robust baton. The closer I got, the more it resembled a tall light house beckoning for it’s vessel to port. As attracted physically as I was to him, I just wasn’t emotionally there yet. I mean, does a little boob action signal to a man that it’s time to move directly past go and collect at the bank? Something told me that the naked sofa trick had worked for him before. I sat down with a doe-in-the-headlight look and said, “Sugar, I’m sorry, but I’m not going to take my pants off.” The screeching sound of brakes and deafening silence was altogether too much. My date was going south, and the lighthouse had shrunk to a stub.


“What about birthday sex?” he uttered with a baffled look.


“It is my birthday, but I am not going to have sex with you at this time,” I exclaimed.


With a sad face and a tone he quipped, “Well, I just better go home then,” as he pulled up his pants, commando style.


I could sense a huge rejection, and I hated to send him home empty handed. On the way to the door, I swung by the freezer and grabbed a big frozen tupperware of spaghetti sauce I had made earlier. “Here, darling, sit this on your lap as you drive home and enjoy,” I said as I closed the door.


He did call a few days later but never mentioned or apologized for his presumptuous behavior. However, he did rave about my sauce. There was never a fourth date. Patience is a virtue, and obviously he had none.


Lisa in Atlanta, Georgia


Blame it on the saying “third time is a charm,” or maybe it is the other women who are more than eager to prostitute themselves out, all for a candlelit dinner and one too many vodka tonics—but this man’s behavior would not have been there had it not worked before. At some point, one woman must have reinforced this Pavlovian prince. Lisa did well to send him packing with his pasta sauce. A man that truly respects a woman and wants something more substantial than a romp in the hay would have made that fourth date. Unfortunately for her, she had to learn this lesson on her birthday. Unfortunately for him, he was the only one in the birthday suit.



VEGAS MR. BREAST MAN



Online dating is an exciting smorgasbord of possibilities. I am convinced that much of America is a spin-off indirectly . . . a minimum of 50 percent of a replay of Jerry Springer. When someone says to me, “You wouldn’t believe my online dating experience!” my response is “I’ll believe anything.” This comes after 300 dates and thousands of courting dollars. “YES, I would believe that any friggin thing you could possibly dream up can and does happen, especially if the women are in their late thirties to early fifties.” So, women throw out those consulting books of how to trap your man, and just be yourself. When the chemistry is right, ignore the rules.


I have a 3,000-mile search from my home in Las Vegas, so anyone could pop up on the screen, as did this beautiful blonde in a sheer burgundy tube top from Ft. Lauderdale, Florida. She looked like Christie Brinkley with a great face, lips, smile, and curves to pull me into pure hot bliss! She must have been firm under the muscle with easily a 34 DD, size 2-4 waste and bottom. I thought to myself, Hey, you know when you’re on the surface; it’s worth grabbing, right? She appeared to be a gorgeous handful! Her skin looked supple, and the package looked too good to be true with her sweetness dominating her smile—a little precious smile. Yes, there was finally someone to make into a Cinderella. Beautiful teeth have always been a thing for me. Once I was with a woman and her teeth came out and this dog couldn’t hunt.


Cindy, my possible Cinderella, wouldn’t respond to my repetitive emails, so finally I wrote: “I know you don’t know me, but if you give me a chance and just talk to me, I promise I will change your life! You will experience the passion to become Cinderella . . . for the rest of your life! I promise you . . . your life will change forever. 100 percent guaranteed.”


My persistence paid off. She responded, and we gradually started talking on the phone. I could sense that she was the little sweet simple schoolteacher. She never probed about my assets or if I belonged to a country club or how much money I made. She seemed interested in just me. I said, “Cindy, I want to fly you to Vegas next weekend.”


“Oh, no! I couldn’t do that. What would my family and friends think?”


I thought, who really gives a s—*? My goodness, you’re forty-six years old and have been divorced three times, and you are worried about a bunch of s—* from the Howdy Doody cheering section!


“I’m from the south (in truth, a transplant from Cleveland) and I just don’t know you well enough yet,” she exclaimed. She went on to say, “Well, this is way too soon for me, to know you! That is moving too fast. You seem a little aggressive and way too pushy.”


I hated to hear that, and it is something men hear all the time. I mean, how much time is there in life for all of us at this age? We could be dead tomorrow!


Her response was, “Well, I would love for you to come visit me next month.”


On a Wednesday, I told her, “I will be there in two days—this Friday,” and I made reservations for the entire weekend.


She was everything and better than I expected. I took her shopping and bought her a sexy little cocktail dress. I love to spoil women, and she really appreciated the attention. We wined and dined and danced the weekend away, and we almost it seems went on a dry humping spree everywhere from the parking meter into the nightclub. We were having a blast getting to know each other. Of course, she told me “No!” often, but a moment later, she would be letting me feel her up under her shirt. GOD, she did have inch-long erasers—something her girlfriend told me before over the phone. They were so firm, so soft, and so gorgeous. Her legs and bottom looked like a twenty-year-old’s, even though she was in her early forties.
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