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INTRODUCTION



Dating Is Way Deeper Than Dating: My Long-Ass Feminist Manifesto


Dating is hard as hell (duh). If you’re reading this book, you’ve probably been in this vicious cycle:


“I want to find someone!”


Then the inevitable, “Woof, it sucks out there. I don’t need someone. I’m good on my own! No more dating for me!”


And then your best friend gets into a new relationship and you feel a pang of “Ugh, but I really want to find someone. Maybe I should start dating again…”


Cue the ritual of downloading and deleting (and downloading and deleting!) all the dating apps.


Can I get into your brain for a second? Are you consistently asking yourself:




Why am I still single?


Why did it happen for my friends so easily and not for me?


Is there something wrong with me?


And the kicker: Will I just die alone?




At the core of all these questions is this truth: You want something. It’s not here yet. Your brain is working overtime to try to figure out how to fix that “problem.”


You are a brilliant, ambitious, feminist-as-hell human who has created an extraordinary life. How do I know this? Because you’re reading this book. I also know you’re courageous at work, have amazing friends, care deeply about the well-being of the humans around you, and excel at whatever you put your mind to. So why does your love life feel so different?


Dating is one of the most vulnerable things you can do as a human. It’s like wearing your heart outside your body. It’s the pang of loneliness you might feel on a solo Saturday while enjoying your gorgeous apartment and wanting someone to share it with. It’s the longing to find the right romantic partner to build a family and go snorkeling on three different continents with. It’s the desire to find love and the suckyness of dating that can be intense and existentially exhausting. You might try to push away those thoughts and go into overachiever, high-functioning mode to “fix” the problem.


Then your brain tries to figure out your singleness in other ways: You have thoughts like:




Maybe I should lose some weight?


Maybe I’m asking for too much?


Maybe I am too much?




You toy with the idea of hiring a matchmaker. Then after tiring yourself out (and having way too many people tell you, “It happens when you least expect it!”), you stop all active dating and declare to your loved ones, “I’m done. It will happen when I least expect it.”


And then you dust off the old dating app again when your last single friend falls in love with someone she met on another dating app. At the core of this hamster wheel is a major flaw (and it’s not you):


There has been a massive revolution in the way women have been taught to achieve over the past fifty years. There are so many books about how to negotiate for raises or how to assert your value in the workplace.


But the way we have been taught to date is still stuck in the dark ages.


We’ve been taught that we should trust an app to deliver us from singleness. We’ve been told that wanting a relationship too badly is “desperate.” That desire for the right partner (and the feeling of What’s wrong with me that I haven’t found someone?) makes you less of a powerful badass. There’s also a dirty myth floating around popular consciousness that wanting a partner makes you less feminist.


Then, in the opposite direction, there’s the very real social construct that women are looked upon as “less valuable” if they don’t have a romantic partner.


In response, conventional dating wisdom says: if you want to find love, don’t trust yourself. This can sound like the following:




“Are you sure you know what you want?”


“Play the numbers game! Let me swipe for you!”


“Maybe you should try this new dating app I read about!”


“Are you being too picky?”


“Maybe you should just go on more dates.”




This kind of advice equals exhausting yourself with dates, dating like it’s your part-time job, and lowering your standards because “you never know who is right for you, right?”


I would hear this all the time from my friends and family when I was single and really struggling to find the right connection (or really any connection). Then, after years working in the dating industry as a professional matchmaker and then dating coach, I saw this old-fashioned dating advice for what it was: harmful and sexist.


These norms are the reason I ended up in the worst romantic relationship of my life. And they’re probably part of the reason you feel miserable in your dating life too. Right now, those shitty norms are embedded in most dating advice, dating services, and dating support.



INTRODUCING: THE PATRIARCHY


The patriarchy is a leading force in why dating feels so dang hard and arduous, for everyone, and especially for women. The patriarchy is a very prominent character in this book, so let’s get to know it a bit, shall we?


The patriarchy is one of the main reasons dating feels so draining and treacherous. The patriarchy is a central villain in this book, and to catch you up, here’s the definition from the Cambridge English Dictionary:




Patriarchy: Control by men, rather than women or both men and women, of most of the power and authority within a society.





What other fucked-up system predated and created the patriarchy? White supremacy. These systems of oppression are embedded in our society to keep power with people who are primarily cisgender-male, wealthy, straight, able-bodied, and white.


This is why I call myself an “intersectional feminist” dating coach. Because if dating matters to our personal well-being, I believe the inverse is also true—the way we find love, the way I coach, and the way we do life matters to the well-being of others around us.


Intersectional feminism is another main character in this book, so let’s give it a little more context:


As Merriam Webster’s defines it, feminism is the “belief in and advocacy of the political, economic, and social equality of the sexes.”


“Feminist” also is a “dirty word” to those invested in upholding the status quo and those who have learned to survive by maintaining it.


Intersectional feminism, a term coined by Kimberlé Crenshaw, an American civil rights advocate and a leading scholar of critical race theory, is “a prism for seeing the way in which various forms of inequality often operate together and exacerbate each other.”


I don’t think we can talk about creating a badass dating life for you (and millions of readers around the world) in a meaningful way without talking about the dating industry (and the dating process) being a hotbed for harmful patriarchal norms. These norms tell women to shrink themselves to be more “appeasing.” These norms also foster the racism, homophobia, and transphobia that run rampant in the dating landscape today.


And for full disclosure, as you can probably tell from my iconic author photo on the book, I’m a white woman. I also am cisgender, bisexual, and married to a cisgender man in a straight-presenting relationship. I carry a ton of unearned privilege in this world. There are things that I will mess up in this book, things I’ll get wrong, and things that will change with time. I know that I’m an imperfect human writing an imperfect book. I also know that as this advice and these tools have supported hundreds before you, they will support you in creating the love life you want too.


I’m here writing this book through this intersectional feminist lens because there is major work to do—in dating and everywhere else.


As Audre Lorde said, “I am not free while any woman is unfree, even when her shackles are very different from my own.”


Here’s another way this intersectional feminist lens impacts our work together: I know that you are whole right now, with or without a relationship. You get to find what you want with all your badass ambition, power, and confidence.


My mission is to help you create your own path through the potentially treacherous dating waters. One that prioritizes your self-care, your boundaries, and your complete worthiness. Outside of the status quo is a dating life that is more joyful and more vibrant than you can imagine right now (thank you, more please!).


For those in the back saying, “Huh? What does all this feminist stuff have to do with my dating life? Are you saying all men are bad and that I have to consider myself a feminist to find love?”


First of all, being a feminist for me is about the liberation of all people. I believe feminism is a tool for collective as well as personal freedom, and in your dating life, it’s a tool to fight and release norms that are keeping you and your needs shoved into a box.


Believing that not all men are terrible and seeing the need for major change are truths that can both exist at once. It’s called “both/and,” and you’re going to hear a lot of “both/and” statements and ideas in this book.


So why do I think the patriarchy is (mostly) responsible for dating feeling horrible?


If the patriarchy is interested in keeping power in the hands of the powerful, then it’s in its best interest for women to settle. So our society actively socializes women to not trust themselves. Women are taught to be “nice” at the expense of being bold and honest. We teach women that they are “selfish” for wanting what they want or being ambitious, fierce, and complex.


We learn that to be single is to be less than, and because we as humans are neurobiologically wired to desire belonging (and hardwired to fear rejection like death!), the societally acceptable alternative is to settle down with a nice-enough cisgender man to make babies and produce more labor for the workforce.


Old-fashioned and patriarchal dating standards are only exacerbated by a profit-hungry, addictive (dating apps were literally built like slot machines), three-billion-dollar dating industry. This patriarchal standard might also be perpetuated (on purpose or by default) by friends and family who were taught how to survive by making themselves and their needs smaller. That was the case for me.


From an early age, I was sensitive, creative, opinionated, and leading every club. For example, in first grade, I was excluded from the other girls’ fairy game at recess. They didn’t want to play with me, so I made that mean something was wrong with me. I responded by doing what I was born to do: boss people around (in other words, lead).


So I started a recycling club. I founded an organization, organized a class-wide cleanup of the playground, and successfully lobbied to get the first recycling can by the principal’s office of my elementary school. I was very proud. My mom still has the hand-drawn brochure I made for the Helping Hands Club, and she framed the picture of me shaking my principal’s hand at the unveiling ceremony.


When I was twelve, my mom, who is a gorgeous, creative, talented-as-hell human, was usually very encouraging of my leading, recycling habits, singing, and general “Lilyness.”


But one day, when we were talking about my future, boys, and dating, she looked at me and said, “Lily, you’re too much for most people. You’re going to have a hard time finding a husband who can handle you.”


Her words cut immediately. Especially considering how much I loved playing dress-up in my mom’s beautiful wedding dress. Were the kids in class right? Was I “too much” to be wanted by anyone for the rest of my life? Would I not get to wear a wedding dress of my own? Was that only meant for girls who weren’t “too much,” like me?


Then confusion set in. My brain was trying to work out the calculus of why my mom told me this so young. Was I so broken that I needed to be prepared from this age for my love life to be terrible? (I found out later that she was told this when she was twelve by her older brother. Hello, generational, patriarchal trauma.)


I also knew intuitively that “having a hard time finding a husband” was a big deal.


I was raised in Alabama, where I saw that a woman’s worth was tied solely to her relationship status with a cisgender man. In this context, marriage meant safety, belonging, and literally survival.


I went to wedding after wedding, where the bride said, in her freaking vows, “I promise to be subservient to my husband.” And for the man: “I promise to lead my wife like Christ led the church.”


Even at age twelve, this pissed me off. This, paired with my mom’s words about my “too muchness,” felt like a life sentence of loneliness. My brain was a noodle soup of confusing contradictions, such as, “You don’t want to be subservient, but you’re also too much. That is why no one wants to be your friend, and this all disqualifies you from most people. Good luck out there, ya old maid.”


I was thinking this at age twelve.


After I was indoctrinated into the “you’re too much” belief, I went out in the world with this mission to be a fierce, independent feminist—and to prove my mom wrong, a truly pressure-packed recipe doomed from the start.


Cut to my mid-twenties. I hadn’t been in a relationship since high school, I hadn’t had sex yet, and I felt light-years behind my peers.


When I was twenty-one, trying to shed the “late bloomer” identity, I cut up my Alabama-government-sanctioned abstinence pledge (which was in the form of a hard square of plastic resembling a credit card that I was forced to sign in seventh grade in front of my frumpy gym coach). Side note: it lived in my wallet unironically for a decade until I’d grown out of this phase. I could now proclaim that I was ready to get it on. My burgeoning sexuality meant all possibilities of hookups felt electric.


But after a few significant make-out sessions and hard encounters with men who pressured me for more than I was ready for, I found that casual sex was decidedly not my thing. This was yet another way I felt weird and “behind.”


In my professional life, I’d just moved to New York City after burning out from a career in feminist advocacy work. For years I’d been working for organizations fighting for women’s reproductive rights in Mississippi, attending conferences on the global status of women’s rights in Turkey, and even speaking at a women’s reproductive rights conference in Malaysia.


The well-being of women and girls has always been at the center of my heart and purpose. After growing up in Birmingham, Alabama, my righteous anger toward the patriarchal status quo was my love language.


At the same time, I was always furiously searching for my husband in every grocery store, at every job interview, and during every late-night shift. In my brain was always the ambient hum of: You are too much and not enough. You have to prove that story wrong! You have to find a relationship or that means you’re literally doomed for all eternity to singleness and less-than-wholeness.


I was swiping for dates online a bunch at work. At the time, I had four survival jobs: preschool teacher, babysitter, receptionist, and, most iconically, balloon-hat maker at Señor Frog’s Times Square.


I would wear my best form-fitting tee and jeans and walk around with my I TWIST FOR TIPS pin on my shirt. I would hold a giant barrel of blown-up balloons above my head, asking table by table who wanted a Viking/flower/monkey-in-a-palm-tree hat. And after 10 p.m., I’d ask, “Who wants a penis balloon hat?” I could also make a dick cumming into a pair of lips as a hat. I was really talented.


I made all-cash tips and no hourly wage. I remember going to the Bank of America ATM at 1 a.m. depositing my one-dollar bills one at a time for an hour. I couldn’t do it all at once because those bills were in such tattered shape and I wanted every single one to count.


I was making pretty good money for a balloon-hat twister. But I was also having pretty bad panic attacks in the back on my breaks. I struggled with anxiety, and the strobe lights, coupled with having to yell over the remixed Jason Derulo to ask for tips, was not my vibe.


One slow Saturday 4 p.m. shift at Señor Frog’s, I was swiping on a dating app and came across a profile that caught my eye. I thought, Huh, OK. He went to a great graduate school, so he’s smart. Cute enough. Kind of witty in his profile. Swipe right.


We started chatting. He asked me to go out that night. I was hesitant, but my coworkers talked me into going.


I got there twenty minutes early and made friends with the bartender. My date walked in looking disheveled. After a bit of awkward conversation, I shot a knowing glance toward the bartender that said, “This won’t last long.”


My date shared that he was just in New York for the summer and he lived somewhere else for his degree. So this guy was just here for two months. Interesting.


We drank too much red wine, and as alcohol will do, it lubed up the conversation and the connection. A few glasses each later, I asked him back to my place. At the time, I was living in a dorm room at a progressive Christian church in the middle of Midtown Manhattan, where I was working at their nonprofit in exchange for rent. Iconic!


It was a fun rompy night. We had brunch together the next day. Suddenly, it felt like something serious immediately. Sex. Brunch. Was this it?!


This new man, Dylan, and I became exclusive within two weeks. I was turned on by his intellect; he was turned on by my sparkly personality. We said “I love you” very quickly. We had sex. I’d lost my virginity and was smitten.


I couldn’t believe that someone would want to be with me. After feeling lonely and “too much” for most of my life, especially to men, I felt like a runner in the Marathon des Sables—which is literally a 156-mile, six-day marathon in the Sahara.


I had been running for so long in the heat and was searching for water and a cool place to lay my head. This new relationship quenched that thirst.


The thing about the Sahara, though, is that what feels luxurious may just be the bare minimum.


Having a boyfriend felt like telling the world that I was OK. I was lovable. I was chosen. Everyone (in my head) could stop freaking out about whether or not I was “too much” to find someone. See? There is someone right here who is proving to everyone (again, only me in my head) that I’m not too much to have love.


I couldn’t wait for my friends and family to hear the news. There would be no more Lily complaining about her dating life and wondering if it would ever happen for her. You can move on with your worries because she’s been chosen by a man, y’all! I couldn’t wait to show off this new relationship and to have a plus one to kiss on a bridge somewhere.


That summer, my good friend was getting married in Amsterdam. Two months into dating, in a flurry of boldness, I asked Dylan to go to Europe with me to this wedding. He said yes.


My brain was in a tizzy and began thinking, OMG! He’s coming to Europe with me. This is serious. Is this the whirlwind romance I’ve been reading about in books? Could this be it?


A few days later, he said he wanted to come to Europe with me, just not to the wedding with my friends. He said that we weren’t serious enough for him to be a date to my friend’s wedding. (Red Flag Alert!)


Well, I thought, compromise is important in relationships (or so I’ve heard). He has his reasons and he still wants to be with me, so that’s what matters. Maybe it is too early for him to meet my friends.


To prepare for the trip (which I very much could not afford), I excitedly got my first credit card, paid for my flights and Airbnbs, and got on a plane solo to the wedding. I had a blast, and then a few days later, I met up with my boyfriend for one night in Amsterdam; then it was off to Paris. Hello, dream trip!


We stayed in this little flat on the top floor of a quintessential Parisian apartment building. It was so romantic and… intimate. The tiny studio didn’t have its own toilet. The shower was in the bedroom. Pooping became a whole to-do involving several flights of stairs, and peeing became exclusively a task handled in the shower.


Dylan and I were peeing in front of each other in this tiny studio apartment. This relationship was very serious. I was living the freaking dream.


We went to dinner our first night and ordered some wine and chicken, and I could tell something was off. He became really quiet and distant, and halfway through the meal he looked at me and said, “Lily, I need to tell you something.”


“Yeah, what’s up?”


“This isn’t working for me. I can’t do this anymore. I know we said we were monogamous, but I can’t be in an exclusive relationship. I need an open relationship or we can’t be together.”


Fear rushed through my body.


This was my first adult relationship, my first time having sex with someone, and my first time being intimate with someone I loved.


The facade was cracked. This felt completely out of the blue. We’d decided on being monogamous, I was finally not “too much,” and he, on our first night in Paris, had to drop (what felt like) a bomb.


Look, to the nonmonogamous and nonmonog-curious reader, I get that open relationships work for so many humans. I do not believe that monogamy is the gold standard of human romantic relationships. Both/and it’s what I wanted and what we’d decided on, together.


The way he was explaining it, I felt like a dummy for having that preference. He talked at me about the benefits of nonmonogamy. The higher quality of communication it took. The fact that he lost interest in romantic partners after a while and this was a way for him to keep our amazing relationship going and get his needs met.


But all I heard was, “You’re too much. I don’t want to be with just you.”


In my fantasy now, I stand up, thank him for the good times, leave the table, and have a glorious solo trip in Paris. Instead, I shrank. This felt like my only hope at a romantic partnership, after years of dry, lonely desert sand.


I decided to try it. I thought that it was selfish to want the kind of relationship I was yearning for. I also didn’t think that more was out there for me.


The tape in my head was playing:


You can’t always get what you want.


This is it. You have to compromise, remember? That’s what relationships are. You’re too much for most people.


And underneath all of it was the drumbeat of scarcity: You probably won’t find anyone else.


It also felt like choosing to be single after finally finding someone who wanted to be with me would be stupid and selfish.


Coming back to you and me, reader. Let’s check out what was going on here, underneath the surface:


I was holding an internalized belief that I was “too much.” This was a well-trodden neural pathway in my mind that was established with heavy patriarchal socialization, parental confirmation, and social proof (e.g., I felt lonely most of the time). This belief didn’t feel like a choice. It was my state of being.


I was trying to unbelieve that story by taking action.


I was searching for love with the primary goal of proving that “too much” story wrong. What I didn’t realize was that in doing so, I was centering that “I’m too much” story as the truth of who I was. I put the power of slaying that dragon in the hands of a man.


Unknowingly, I had done exactly that which I most despised (and that which is also very natural survival behavior): I became subservient to the patriarchy in order to belong.


That’s the other bit that’s so incredibly frustrating about dating: It might feel like your love life success is in the hands of someone else. That one day, it will just randomly happen, when someone turns around, sees you afresh, and chooses you. Essentially this fantasy points to the belief that you are totally out of control.


This idea that the partnership I craved was completely out of my hands and that “when a romantic partner chooses you, you’re more whole and valuable” felt unavoidable and true for me.


If this hits home for you right now, know that you’re not alone. This book is about offering a different path forward. One that prioritizes your desires, your wholeness, and your agency. You have more power here than you think, and this path leads to finding extraordinary partnership, on your terms. We’re going to move through this, together.


Now, back to the bleakness.


I was now talking myself into an open relationship with the first adult love I’d ever had. I was holding on to a very unappealing either/or decision in my head. Either you get into this box and keep having a boyfriend who you also confusingly are still in love with or you choose not to be in this relationship.


This kind of settling felt like survival. In a historical context, settling for less than what we want makes complete sense.


Human brains are making meaning and telling stories from the data around us all the time to keep us safe. In our recent collective memory, we’ve fought with the reality that:




Women couldn’t get a credit card without their husband’s permission until 1974.


Same-sex marriage wasn’t legalized in the United States until 2015.


People with uteruses do not have rights over their reproductive choices in most of the United States as of 2024.




In this context, why the hell would we feel like we had absolute agency over our romantic choices?


So of course we gaslight ourselves into bad-news relationships to escape the constant fear of what it means about us if we “die alone.”


Of course we, as badass feminist humans, buck against this internalized patriarchal narrative and then swing to the opposite end of hyperindependence and declare, “I don’t need anyone!” Only to deprive ourselves of the very real and tender desire for a soul-affirming romantic partner.


I was trying to “high-achiever” my way through this predicament. I did a bunch of research on different forms of nonmonogamy, and I made a list of all the expectations and questions I had in this open relationship arrangement (e.g., Are we primary partners? What do we share and when? How often are we going to talk?). I scheduled a formal sit-down to discuss these things with him. I thought it would help us both get our needs met.


It felt empowering to dive deep and take part in this decision-making. Though looking back, I was actually researching how to dress a wound after the trauma had already happened. I just wanted to slap a Band-Aid on there and get going with this relationship.


Dylan said that he loved me and that he wanted to meet my needs. I would find out later that what he really wanted was the benefits of dating me without any of the emotional support or true partnership. I would ask for what I wanted, and his response was “I think that’s doable! I love you! I want to meet your needs!”


After months of flakiness with dates, blaming me for wanting “too much” communication, hesitancy to meet my loved ones, and hot-and-cold affection, his actions clearly communicated, “Your needs are too much.”


Cue me crying on my bedroom floor, internalizing what I might have done wrong. This person clearly stated that he could not meet my needs. Because I wanted this so desperately to work, I gaslit myself into believing this was normal. Relationships sometimes feel miserable, right? Relationships take work, right? No one person can meet all your needs, right?


At the same time as this relationship was getting more and more toxic for me, I was looking for yet another survival job in NYC. (Señor Frog’s went out of business in Times Square; RIP. My balloon-twisting talent would now be unused.)


My friend was side hustling with this matchmaking firm, let’s call it HitchHub. She encouraged me to apply. I didn’t really want to. I ended up submitting an application thinking that it would be a funny story one day of how I applied to be a matchmaker.


My emotional intelligence skills (with other people) were off the charts. I could do some incredible empathetic reflective listening in a conversation. I’d had years of practice bartering vulnerability and caregiving for connection. This was a snap for me.


I skated through the interview process and moved through their wild role-playing scenarios. For example, I was given the following circumstance: “You just set up a date between a man and a woman (your client). She is sitting at the bar, and the man walks in, takes one look at her, and then leaves. You have to have a call with your client to explain what happened and you don’t want her to ask for a refund. Go!” (This actually did happen, btw.)


I got the job and took on my first client. I remember Dylan being in my room when I was searching the matchmaking database for her. He asked, “What do you think is wrong with these women that they’d pay tens of thousands for a service they can just do themselves?”


I responded, “Dating is fucking hard. They want hope. They want support. Maybe I can give that to them.”


As I was actively making myself and my needs smaller in this relationship, I was also professionally setting up dates and getting really good at it (I became the third most “successful” matchmaker out of 160 in the U.S., cue hair flip). I was telling my clients they deserved more than their past terrible relationships. I was swiping on all the dating apps for them and urging them not to settle for less.


There was a Grand Canyon–level disconnect. Here I was taking all the scraps I was accepting here on Earth, and there was the advice I was giving all the way over there on Mars.


As a professional matchmaker and a very single woman for most of my life, I was petrified of what it would mean about me if I was single again. I was afraid that what I wanted didn’t exist. I was afraid that I wanted “too much” and that I was “too much” for true love and belonging.


The loneliness I was feeling before this terrible relationship was worse than the anxiety attacks. The pressure was on. My identity as a feminist, as a woman, and as a human who wanted belonging felt like it was on the line.


Matchmaking while I was in this terrible relationship taught me a core lesson:




Dating is way deeper than dating.





How we find love, the kind of love we accept—it is a personal and political act. The way we do one thing is the way we do everything.


This is why I call dating a microcosm of every hope, dream, fear, insecurity, and desire that you have as a human. It matters to your well-being. How you date can also create waves of change in your life, as well as in the world around you.


Thank You, More Please is going to guide you, step-by-step, through audaciously asking for and receiving more in your love life than ever before. Which means rewriting your old dating-life beliefs that helped you survive (and that are no longer serving you), unpacking your past relationship patterns with intention, redefining your preferences on an essence-based level, and creating an authentic dating strategy to attract the partnership you desire. It’s a “Thank you” to all your brilliance and a big “More please” to everything you desire. All of this work is going to help you create a confident and joyful-as-fuck dating life that makes the right relationship inevitable. And it’s exactly how I eventually attracted the love of my life.


This work is exactly what got me (and hundreds of women around the world) from toxic, crying on-the-bedroom-floor relationships, from crippling self-doubt and loneliness, into the most self-trusting, agency-filled lives imaginable. Attracting extraordinary love then becomes the bonus.


So let’s break all the dumb dating rules, celebrate exactly who you are right now (thank you!), and create your most epic love life, one that attracts more than you thought possible (more please!).
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