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 Love and the Online
Scam







by
Rebecca Milton


I don’t online
date. I have nothing against it. I don’t think ill of people who
do. I have seen the success stories and I understand that, in
today’s world, we need to change the way we meet and interact. So
much of life, work, socialization, takes place online so, it’s only
natural that dating, courting and the age old dances of love, would
start to be conducted online. Makes perfect sense to me.






However, I
wonder about couples who meet online and then, feel the need to lie
about where they met. Like they concoct a story full of detail and
secondary characters, imaginary friends, erroneous events to cover
the fact. The fact being that, both of them were sitting in their
apartments, drinking wine or beer or bourbon, scrolling through the
thousands of pictures and profiles, going through their check
lists; too fat, too thin, too ugly, too religious, doesn’t like
baseball, hates chick flicks, when they both alighted on the other
and started a talk. Why is that something to hide? Why is that less
appealing, less socially acceptable than saying, we met at this bar
on ladies night and I was so wasted we started making out in the
women’s room and, guess what, he actually called me the next day.
Online dating is out there. There are hundreds of sites. People do
it all the time. Seriously though, it’s become like masturbation,
we all do it, we all know we do it, there is a million dollar
industry built on the fact that we do and yet, people are very
reluctant to admit it, talk about, share it. I don’t understand.
Then again, I like things when they are up front, black and white.
I hate hidden agenda, subtext, double meanings, all that bullshit.
Say what you mean, mean what you say.






I get that
from my mother. She was the same way. When she first started dating
my father, he was playing the game that guys do, you know, the sure
I’ll call you, sure we can go out... some time, that sort of
nightmare. Now, my mother had options, she was gorgeous, I lucked
out and got her looks, her figure, along with her no nonsense
approach to life, men and dating. I will be eternally grateful to
mom for that. So, my father was playing his guy game, thinking mom
would be sitting at home on a Saturday night, knitting a toilet
paper cozy and waiting for him to call. Not so much. Mom was out on
that Saturday night when my father had given her the maybe, I’ll
swing by, on a date with another guy, when he saw her. As she tells
it, he walked up to the table and asked her what she was doing. She
said, “Currently, I am eating kung pao chicken.” He didn’t laugh.
So, then, as mom tells it, he asked what she was doing with this
guy and she said, he asked me out, made a date, showed up and took
me out and, if he is polite, he may get to second base tonight.
Well, my father flipped out, confessed that he was in love with
her, said he was insanely jealous of the guy she was with and
wanted her to date no one but him. She told him she appreciated his
honesty and would like to go on a date with him as soon as he asked
but, that now, she was on a date with this fine young man. And,
true to her word, she let him get to second base that night. The
following night, however, my father called, asked for a date and
there were never any games again. Up front. Say what you mean, mean
what you say.






Thanks
mom.






What does this
have to do with online dating? Simple, it is, for the most part, in
my experience, a bastion of lies, deceit, shams, scams and married
men with bad hair pieces trying to pass for twelve years younger
than they are. It is a field day for women who seek lost souls, sad
sack men who are rich, stupid and fearing that they will die alone.
Which we all do anyway, but, these guys figure that, if they can
find love, all will be well. Makes them easy targets for smart,
grifter, girls who claim they are trapped somewhere and promise
love and hot sex if the guy will just send... name your price... to
her, at this address and she will be on the next plane to their
crotch.






Men getting
scammed by women for money. Women getting scammed by men for sex.
Going on the date and hearing the excuse of; the pictures were
taken a few years ago but I still look the same, I think. When, in
reality, the pictures are a perfect representation of the person
some twenty years ago. Lies and deceits all because someone wants,
desires, desperately needs to be loved. To be seen. Someone needs
human contact and they go about finding that contact in the least
human way of all... online.






Perhaps that
is why it is often hidden, spoken of in shameful tones. Because,
people know. They know that if you found the love of your life on a
dating site, surely you had to wade, hip deep, through the
nightmares, the lies, the hope dashing dates. So, no one wants to
say; “This is my husband, Jim, we met on a dating site,” because it
also implies that, at one point, you had to say to a friend, “so,
my date last night was fifteen years and three hundred pounds
removed from his online picture.”






Not up front,
not black and white, certainly not void of games. Mamma wouldn’t
like it one bit.






That kind of
thing is happening all the time. I know it. How do I know? Because
it is what I do for a living. I mean, of course, fraud
investigation for the FBI. Yup, when the word went cyber, so did
we. Trolling web sites for pedophiles and insurance scams, property
cons, the works. I’m new to the bureau so I was assigned to the low
level scams... dating sites where, mostly men, are getting taken
for money.






The usual;






“So, we were
getting along great, she really liked me, you know, for me, I could
tell,” some poor sap who just lost a chunk of change to an online
scam, “she really did, I could tell.”






“I am sure she
did, sir,” me, trying to keep from climbing through the phone and
slapping his stupid face.






Most times,
there is really nothing I can do. These sites have warnings that
they post intermittently so that, when some guy gets taken for his
nest egg, notice that I said when and not if, they
are covered and they cannot be hunted down by lawyers for
liability. It’s all there in writing. The thing is, if a guy isn’t
going to take a minute to read the directions on how to set the
time on his DVR player, why would he read the fine print on a
dating site when his head is full of hook ups, romance and, maybe,
the future Mrs. Sap. Basically, these guys are helpless. Yet, I do
what I can, because, believe it or not, I have a soft heart.






Now and then,
we can catch someone. If they have pulled the scam enough, used the
same M.O., are stupid enough to leave a trail and I have the time
to put in the hours. When all the right elements line up, I have
nailed a couple dozen of these... women. Thing is, most times, they
aren’t women. Or, actually, they aren’t one women. They are a group
of men and women posing as one woman, trolling the dating sites,
with a set story and an English phrase book that covers just the
basics, just enough to get a lonely, desperate, guy interested. The
story usually involves being stranded somewhere far off, family
dead, debts to pay, need for a certain sum of money. This is sprung
on the poor guy after they have chatted for a while and the “woman”
has exhausted her phrase book. After she has used; “handsome”,
“true love”, “sexy” and the confession that she loves sex and loves
sex best with; a bald man, fat man, older man, thin man, fire
man... whomever is on the hook, the plea for money and the promise
of eternal sexual bliss is dropped on the poor guy. If he is
desperate enough, sad enough, lonely enough... just flat out stupid
enough, he makes arrangements, sends the money and waits for his
true love to show up at his door. Meanwhile, his DVR clock blinks
12:00 endlessly.






***






“Can you help
a friend of mine,” Meredith asked me one afternoon over coffee.






“Depends,” I
said, “do you mean help like make parking tickets vanish or... have
someone killed?”






“Somewhere in
between,” she said and I was intrigued.






As it turned
out, her friend was a guy who had been scammed on a dating site. I
agreed to meet with him, outside of the office and see what I could
do. From all my complaining and stories of poor saps, Meredith knew
that, most likely, there was nothing I could do for this guy. She
was a friend, so I said I would take a look.






I met Nathan
that Saturday afternoon at the same coffee shop where Meredith had
asked me for the favor. My first thought was, this has to be a
joke. Nathan was, without exaggeration, stunning. He was about six
three, obviously took care of himself, had a face like a model,
crystal blue eyes and a perfect, clear, white smile. Why was this
guy on a dating site? Perhaps, I thought, as I sat and tried to
steady myself, he has a terrible personality. Perhaps he was a
complete jackass or, more likely, he was just flat out stupid. A
pretty face, a killer body and the brain of an almond mocha
latte.






Nope.






As we sat and
I asked questions to get a feel for who he was and how he could
have been scammed, he proved himself to be extremely funny,
inquisitive, kind and brilliant. I couldn’t figure it out. So, I
decided just to ask.






“Okay,” I
said, “I don’t get it. What the hell are you doing on a dating
site?”






“Looking for
romance,” he said simply, “and by romance, I mean an actual,
honest, simple, real relationship. I am not using romance as
euphemism for sex.” I had no idea how to respond. I just stared at
him and he smiled. I took a deep breath, trying to appear
professional when, in reality, every part of me wanted to just say,
I’m your girl, take me home and do with me what you will.






I didn’t.






“Nathan,” I
said, “I’m a little confused here. If I may be frank... You’re kind
of...well, incredible. You’re beautiful, funny, smart... What is a
guy like you doing on a dating site?”






“What everyone
else is doing on a dating site,” he said and that made sense, but
sitting there, looking at this man, I couldn’t seem to make sense
of the sense he was making. If that makes any sense.






“But, Nathan,
you’re,” I said and lacked the words to continue so I just gestured
at him vaguely. He chuckled.






“Look,” he
said, “I get what you’re saying but you don’t understand. I am a
good looking guy and, I believe, I have a lot to offer a woman. The
thing is, it’s not that easy. I don’t know where to meet women. I
do not want to date someone at the office, that gets messy. If I go
to a bar, I have been, like most men, conditioned to... keep to
myself. I am very aware of the culture of misogyny. I don’t want to
tread where I am not wanted and I don’t want to impose or...
offend, even unconsciously. So, I have become incapable of
approaching a woman in any of the regular, acceptable manners.
Online, it’s easier, simpler. I can send an email to a woman and we
can talk, neutral, for a while before we meet.”






Again, it made
sense but for some reason, I couldn’t fully wrap my mind around it.
Maybe I wasn’t allowing myself to wrap my mind around it.






“I know what
you’re thinking,” he said and he did, “you’re thinking that a
certain... let’s say... class of people use dating sites. They are
lonely or incapable of getting a date. That’s a cultural stereotype
and a prejudice that, frankly, is just not true.” I admitted that
he did, indeed, know what I was thinking. He explained the benefits
of dating sites for busy working women who get pigeon holed when
they walk into a bar or party because of the “woman in man’s world”
ideology. I understood that. He explained how pleasant, easy it was
to chat online, send emails and not be caught up in the pressure of
the games that are played, the cultural pressures. “Dating online
is just much easier. It simply lacks a great deal of the pressure
that has been heaped on dating for a long, long time. For women and
men.” Again, it made sense but...






“Seriously,
Nathan, the way you look, the way you... are... you could have
women dripping off of you.” He smiled and leaned across the
table.






“I don’t want
women dripping off me,” he said and I could see in his eyes, his
beautiful, soft, crystal blue, eyes that he was serious, “I want
one woman who’s not going to drip off, walk away or... take me for
all my money.” With that, the reason for our meeting came crashing
down.






“Right,” I
said, pulling myself together, “you got scammed.”






“I did
indeed,” he said, a little embarrassed, but owning up to it.






“Now, I am
sure Meredith told you, most times, there is really nothing I can
do about this. The dating sites cover their asses pretty well and,
the scammers, they’re usually good at this.” He nodded, understood
and listened. “I will do what I can but... no promises. So, tell me
what happened...”






He was smart.
He had seen the warnings and, he had been fished before. He had
recognized when a woman was trying to move a game on him. He saw
the signs, never even once thought of sending money, he really
wasn’t stupid.






“So why this
woman,” I asked after listening to his story.






“I don’t know,
gut reaction was that she was on the level. She didn’t ask for a
lot of money, we wanted to meet at a central point to us both
and... her car had broken down, she had been laid off. I offered to
help her with repairs, she said no. We didn’t meet, kept chatting,
I really wanted to meet her... the talk was... I don’t know...” He
trailed off.






“Tell me,
Nathan,” I said, getting too wrapped up, feeling butterflies in my
tummy, then turning as professional as I could, “anything you can
share may help.”






“The talk
wasn’t like the other times, we didn’t talk sex at all. We talked
easily about everything. She was intelligent, she was compelling. I
asked her to meet me again, said I’d send plane tickets, she said
no, didn’t want charity. More talk and then...” He shook his head
and stared at his hands.






“And then,” I
prompted. He looked at me and I could see the shame and the
hurt.






“And then, I
sent her the money to buy a car,” he said and shrugged, he had said
it, he had owned up to it and it was a relief.






“A car?”






“A car.”






“Well, that’s
extremely generous,” I said, “and, at the same time, incredibly
stupid.” He accepted that, “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be so harsh,
but a car?” He acknowledged his stupidity. “When did this happen,”
I asked and he gave me the timeline, the method of sending the
cash, the whole thing. After he was done, I could see he was
defeated. I figured he was done.






“Look, I’ll be
honest with you, I don’t care about the money, yes, it is a kind of
a lot of money, but I have a lot of money, I’m not going to starve
or be evicted, you know. I’m fine in that area. Where I am not fine
is... why? Why did this happen, why did she do this, why?”






“Because you
were nice. Sounds cold, but that’s usually the case.” It sank in
and I could tell it didn’t help. “What’s the name of this site,
Nathan, I will see if I can work anything up off of it.” He told
me, we shook hands and said good-bye. I sat in my car, still awash
with how incredible he was. Sexy, smart and yet... the sadness at
being taken. Not, as he said, about the money, but the fact that
some woman had played with his heart that way.






That evening,
I poured a glass of wine and got on the dating site. I found
Nathan’s profile. He presented himself very honestly. The man I had
coffee with earlier that day was the man in the profile. No lies,
no games, upfront, black and white. Momma would have liked this
guy. I looked for the woman he had been chatting with and, not
surprisingly, her profile had been taken down. I spent some time
looking at men and women, surprised by what I was finding. There
were the expected pictures of heavy women in loud sweaters with
lots of cats. Guys with horrific comb overs, kneeling in front of
the carcasses of dead things, but there were also attractive men
and women. Well written profiles. Hearts on display seeking
similar. I read Nathan’s profile again and decided to send him a
note. I had to make a profile and join the site before I could
though. I wasn’t really ready to do that, I still had my doubts
about the site, so I shut off the computer and went to bed.






Two hours
later, I was up, back at the computer and creating a profile. I
didn’t go into great detail. The basics, who I was, what I liked
and two pictures. One that was kind of neutral and one, taken at a
beach party a few months ago, me in a bathing suit, kind of sexy. I
sat for almost half an hour, looking over the profile, my finger
returning and then retreating from the “publish” button. Finally,
after much debate and worry, I took a deep breath and hit it. On my
screen the words; Congratulations, you’re now a member, now start
searching for that special someone, appeared. I chuckled and was
about to shut off the computer when, the strangest thing happened,
I had mail. Within seconds, I had five messages. They were all
ridiculous, two of them commented on the glory of my boobs, which,
although they are glorious, I didn’t find to be acceptable for a
first conversation. Two of them simply said hello and how are you,
dull. The last one chastised me for not having a real, true, open
profile.






“That’s the
basics anyone can get from the DMV, you’re too hot to be on this
site, I’m guessing you’re a BOT.”






I was
offended. I knew what a BOT was and I certainly was not one. I
almost responded, but realized that it was best not to engage. I
went back to Nathan’s profile and read it again, looked at the
pictures and dropped him a note.






“Nathan, sad to say, I can be of no help to you. She left no
trail. If it helps, and I am sure it doesn’t, she doesn’t seem to
be a part of a larger scam ring and you seem to be her one and only
victim. You’re special, does that help? You have a great profile
and lovely eyes and I am sure, when you’re ready, you will find
what you’re looking for. Nice meeting you.”






I deleted that
and rewrote to about seventeen more times, feeling like a high
school math geek who had a crush on the captain of the football
team, but a really smart, really articulate captain. I edited the
note down to;






“Nathan, no go, sorry you were scammed, best of
luck.”






Then I hit
send. Within seconds, an instant message screen popped up and he
said hello. I responded. He thanked me for my help. I told him I
liked his profile. He didn’t reply for a moment. When he did, he
told me mine was kind of basic and he bet people would accuse me of
being a BOT. I told him someone already had. We chatted in that
window for almost two hours. It was... well, it was nothing like I
had expected it to be. Finally, we said good night. Before I
clicked off, I had received seventeen more emails. Most were just
overt, sexual letters;






“Baby,
you’re so hot, I got my cock in my hand right now waiting to throw
my hot cum all over those sweet tits.”






And;






“I
don’t know if I am actually writing this because, I feel like I am
in a dream. Looking at your face, your body, this dream will have a
perfect ending if you come on over and put that sweet mouth on my
hard cock.”






Most were that
kind of disgusting. Yet, after plowing through them, I started to
appreciate the ones who even attempted a complete sentence. Too
many of them were simply;






“U R
So Hot. Get on me. Now.”






I clicked off
and went to bed.






***






In the
morning, before I went to work, I checked my account, twenty-six
emails. I moved through them quickly, deleted most, saved three to
respond to. I read the one from Nathan twice.






“Very
kind of you to chat last night. Very comforting. Feeling less
stupid today. Not going to be ashamed that I trusted, nothing to be
ashamed of really, is it? Hope you find what you’re looking for on
here. Nathan.”






I suddenly
understood why people became addicted to these things.






I checked my
page three times that day. I had over twenty-five emails by noon.
The usual, some nice, some inquisitive, one from Nathan. I wrote
him back, asked for pointers on my profile, how to get a better
class of men. I checked when I got home and he had sent a long
email, with good advice. I poured wine, sat down and attacked my
profile. Before, I had thrown it together, spent maybe fifteen
minutes in the middle of the night, this time, I took three hours,
a bottle of wine and a hope inside that I never knew I had. I also
added two more pictures. I made sure to leave my occupation vague,
there’s no buzz kill like inviting the FBI to your party. I dropped
a note of thanks to Nathan, made a late dinner and checked my email
again. Fewer messages, but certainly a higher quality. No one
asking me to mount their rod or lick their shaft. I got good
emails, questions, compliments, sentences that spoke of finding
connections, real romance. It made me happy.






***






“See,” Nathan
said a day later when we met for a casual dinner, “that’s what I
mean, you get caught up, you believe and then... someone takes you
for a ride.” I thought about that for a while and then, I let it
slide. He was cynical now due to his most recent experience, I
wasn’t going to let that cloud my judgment. My judgment was
impeccable. My judgment was telling me I was wrong about the whole
online dating scene. “You can understand now, right, I don’t seem
so stupid now do I?” he said.






“I never
thought you were stupid, Nathan,” I told him, “I thought you were
very sweet, very kind and fantastically handsome, I was just
surprised that you were on a dating site I mean...” I stopped,
suddenly hearing myself, suddenly realizing that I had said all of
that out loud. Across the table, Nathan sat, his fork frozen in
time between his plate and his mouth, bits of risotto making a
break for it. His eyes wide, a strange smile on his face. “Did I
just ...”






“Right out
loud,” he said.






“Oh my,” I
said, stuttering, wondering how to retreat.






“You didn’t
mean to, did you?” he asked and the fork finished its journey. He
gave me the out and I took it.






“No, I... I
didn’t mean to say that,” he chuckled and then, I felt stupid, what
was I hiding for? “But, I did mean it,” I said and his fork
stopped again. I did mean it, why lie about it, right? I mean, I am
the be upfront and honest girl. I am my mother’s daughter. I don’t
like games. I don’t need games. Why lie? Sure, I had met Nathan,
what, two days ago. Sure he was fresh from being taken by some
woman in an online scam, but was that really a reason not to go
after what I wanted? “I mean it, Nathan,” I said and he put his
fork down, “when I met you I thought...wow... Then I read your
profile and I thought... wow, again. I have known you all of
forty-eight hours, but you are exactly who you say you are in your
profile and... I really like that about you. I really like you.
Okay, there, I am saying it, no games, being completely up front, I
like you. Nathan. I like you.”






“Good,” he
said, “I like you too.”






Simple, up
front, black and white, no games, no decoder ring needed, just two
adults saying exactly...






I heard myself
scream yes from a distance, like someone was cheering us on.
I slammed back into my body and knew it was me doing the screaming.
His fingers had found the spot, I mean, THE spot. We were in
his car, the back seat, like school kids. My blouse was in a ball
on the front seat, my skirt was up above my waist, his hand, down
the front of my panties, his surprisingly gifted fingers doing
things that I assumed only a skilled surgeon knew how to do. After
my second body shaking orgasm I pushed him back. I needed a break.
I was going to dehydrate. I kissed him, his kiss matched the way he
looked, beautiful.






“We need to
stop,” I gasped.






“I couldn’t
agree less,” he said and I laughed. Oh, I really, really liked him.
He kissed me again and leaned close. His hand started to slide up
my thigh again, toward that spot and I stopped him. He didn’t fight
or force it.






“I just need a
few minutes to recover,” I told him and he kissed me again. I
relaxed back and touched his face, stared into his eyes.






“What are you
thinking,” he asked and I put my thoughts together, I didn’t want
to just blurt out words, I wanted to be articulate and clear, it
felt like a moment to be as clear as possible.






“She’s
stupid,” I said, “she scammed you and yet, she didn’t get the best
of you. A car? Money for a car? You know, even if that was the
truth, even if she did buy a car, she still missed out on the best
part. She missed out on you.” He shrugged, tried to push away the
compliment, tried to side step out of modesty or, who knows, maybe
there was residual shame in there, whatever the reason, I wasn’t
having it. “I’m serious, Nathan, you are amazing.” He smiled, shy,
sweet and he had me. “Why don’t I leave my car here and you take us
back to your place.”






“Really,” he
said, that disarming mixture of surprise and excitement that I
loved to incite in men.






“Really,” I
said, gathering my blouse, pulling my skirt back into place. We
exited the back seat cautiously, checking to see if anyone saw
us.






“No cops,” he
said and we laughed.






“You really
opened my eyes about this whole online dating thing,” I said as he
drove us to his house, “I had such a preconceived notion, you know.
I didn’t know that, well, frankly, a guy like you would ever be on
a dating site. I mean, the scam, sorry to keep bringing it up but,
that’s the kind of thing I expected on a dating site. Scams, lies
and games. I did not expect you. Had I known you were out there, I
would have been on the site years ago.” He laughed, still shy,
still sweet. “Anyway,” I said, “I didn’t think I could be
surprised, but I am. Quite pleasantly surprised.”






“The best kind
of surprise,” he said as we pulled into his driveway. There was a
car parked there and he seemed surprised.






“How many cars
do you have,” I asked, knowing that wealthy men usually had
multiple cars. Oddly enough though, this was just a modest, medium
sized, sedan. Nothing special, nothing showy. Usually, I thought,
men with multiple cars had... sexier cars.






“Just the
one,” he said as he put the car in park and shut it off. He gave me
a curious look and then we got out of the car slowly. He walked
toward the front door, I hung back, not sure of the situation. By
the door, out of the darkness, a shadow stepped. I suddenly wished
I was on a level with the FBI that allowed me to carry a gun. He
hesitated, then, I watched as he stepped to the shadow. They were
still. I could hear voices but couldn’t make out words. I waited,
watched. Suddenly, they came together in a hard embrace. He lifted
the person off the ground and spun them around. He put the person
down and then, Nathan came rushing to me. His face was red and his
eyes were burning with joy. “She came,” he said and I had no idea
what he meant.






“Who,” I said,
excited that he was excited, happy that he was happy, unclear who
she was but, hey, if it made him happy, how could it be bad,
right?






“Anna,” he
said, then, because he could tell by my expression that I was still
lost, he enlightened me, “midnightseeker1, the woman, the scam
woman, she didn’t scam me, she bought a car and she drove here.
She’s here.” Well, I thought, that’s how bad it could be. He
grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the door. She was standing
there under the light of the porch. She was... stunning. He
introduced us, she shook my hand and smiled. Her smile was
gorgeous. I had no idea what to do or say. Nathan brought us inside
and poured us drinks and we sat down. He sat on the couch next to
her, they couldn’t take their eyes off each other.






“So,” I said,
awkward and seriously uncomfortable, “you two met on a dating
site?” They nodded and beamed. She told me the whole story.






She needed a
change. She had just lost her job, felt like she needed her life to
be different. She had never done online dating, gave it shot, met
Nathan and started talking.






“He was so
sweet, so genuine,” she said, “we chatted online for hours and
hours. I knew I wanted to meet him.” She smiled at him and put her
hand on his leg, he smiled too. My stomach lurched. “He offered me
money to come here but, you know, I had heard that there was a lot
of that kind of thing going on in online dating. Women scamming men
for money. I didn’t want him to think I was that kind of girl.”






“She just said
no for the longest time,” Nathan chimed in, the two of them talking
together like a couple that had been together for years.






“Then,” she
said, “ he just sent me money, told me to buy a car, told me to
come here, so I did. I didn’t tell him I was coming. I wanted to
surprise him.”






“Surprise,” I
said and we all laughed. Them truly, honestly laughing. Me, faking
it like there was no tomorrow. We talked for a while longer,
despite my burning desire not to, I actually started to like Anna.
Yet, like her or not, I needed to get out of there.






“Listen,” I said at last, “this is a nice moment and I am
being a third wheel, Nathan, could you swing me back to my
car?”






“Sure,” he said, took a few minutes to get Anna settled and
then we got in his car. We were silent for a little
while.






“Is
this at all awkward for you,” I asked finally. He shrugged. He was
still thrilled about the recent event. “OK,” I said and went silent
again. We got to my car, he parked and turned to me.






“I
don’t feel awkward,” he said, “I am happy. I feel reborn. I
thought... Well, you know what I thought and how I felt and now...
it’s kind of incredible.”






“What
about me,” I said, hating the whiny, weak way that
sounded.






“You,”
he said, “you I like. You are very kind, very sweet. Very wonderful
and I am very thankful for what you have done for me. I am. But,
tell me, what would you do in this situation?” I thought about that
for a while. I had no real answer, so I played a game. I gave him
the answer he wanted. Not very up front. Not very black and white
of me. Mamma would be mad, but it made sense.






“I
would go back to that girl, take her to bed and make a life with
her.” He sighed. It was the answer he needed and wanted.






“Thank
you,” he said with a sincerity that could not be faked. I got out
and got into my car. He pulled away. I sat for a moment, silent,
stunned... surprised. After a long time, I put the key in the
ignition, turned the car on and drove home.






***






“You’re such a sweet man.”






It’s been a
month since the thing with Nathan.






“You
are the man I have been dreaming of all my life.”






Meredith tells
me he and Anna are getting married.






“I so
want to be with you, see you in person, love you with all my
heart.”






I’m doing
fine. I have a new profile and I have met a few nice guys.






“I
want to be the only girl for you. I want to do everything you
dreamed of.”






A few nice,
lonely, stupid guys.






“So,
my love, if you’re serious, just send the money and I will come to
you right away and we can start our life together. You have the
address.”






Mamma wouldn’t
like me, but...






“I am
lonely, wet and waiting for you.”






I’m still up
front.






“We
will be so happy together.”






I mean... I still don’t date
online.


















 Inside the Artist's
Studio







by
Kimberly Bray


Session One:






Well….
Hello. So, you’ve decided to join me today? To pose for me? Is that
what you want to do?






Welcome
to my studio – my very private studio. If you are here joining me
today, I know you must be someone very special – someone to whom
pleasure – deep pleasure – is a work of art, a kind of magic. Is
that what you want to experience? Deep, magical, exotic pleasure?
Well, let me tell you that you’ve come to the right
place.






Please
sit down. I want you to be comfortable. To feel like you are
welcome, to relax. Yes, that’s better.






I’m not
sure what you may have heard about me, but I’m not what you might
call a “typical” artist. But never mind about that right now –
let’s get to know one another a bit, shall we?






Slide
over just a little so I can sit close to you. Yes, just like that.
You don’t mind my sitting this close to you, do you? Close enough
to smell my perfume? To feel the heat of my thigh against yours?
You don’t have to say a thing – just nod and let me know if it’s
all right. Mmmm. Thank you.






Now,
allow me to introduce myself: my name is Nala. Do you know what it
means? It’s Tanzanian for “the queen”. And here, in my private
studio that’s exactly what I am – the queen. What do you think
about that?






Say my
name – whisper it. Do you like the way it rolls off your tongue? I
like to hear the sound of my name on your lips. Say it for me one
more time. Yes, just like that.






One
thing you will have to remember when you are in my studio you will
be tasked with doing my bidding, fulfilling my every command. Does
that make you a little nervous? Or a little excited? Or maybe
both?
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