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I dedicate this book to single women everywhere.
If you take one thing away from my book, know this:
If you want him he’s out there.
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Introduction







One good orgasm spoils the bunch.


 


Every time a heterosexual female sleeps with a man—a good one, a bad one, it doesn’t matter—she becomes bonded to that man, and no other man can exist for her. This is because the hormone oxytocin starts surging through her veins. So proceed with caution—one good orgasm, and your bonds to any Joe Schmo are chemically reinforced. The more sex you have, the stronger the bond. This is the reason why women all over the world just can’t seem to leave their loser boyfriends, even though their brain, friends, family, even the garbage man, are telling them to dump him.


We’ve all been there. I know I have. So if you’re asking yourself, Why should I listen to Patti Stanger about dating and mating? Who the hell is she? Well, let me tell you who I am: I am you. I’m the girl who has been dating for twenty-five years, searching for the one. I was the one crying to God, “Where the hell is he?” But I didn’t just stumble around whining. I got down to business and made it my life’s work to find the answers to these questions, for myself and for you. I am a third-generation matchmaker and the owner of the most exclusive matchmaking service in the world, The Millionaire’s Club. I have seventeen years in the professional dating-service industry. So you see, I made a point of knowing a thing or two about men. And like everybody else, I’ve got my own personal story to share, so let’s start at the beginning.


I, Patti Stanger, was born to be married to a prince. The only problem was, he didn’t show up when he was supposed to—probably because I had a major self-image problem that prevented me from attracting him right away. You see, I was adopted, and although I loved my adoptive parents, I always wondered why my biological parents gave me up. Like many adoptees, I subconsciously felt unloved and unlovable.


However, my mother always taught me to be proud of the fact that I was adopted, so I was. I went into show-and-tell during kindergarten at P.S. 193 and told everyone that not only was I adopted, but that I was better than them because I had the privilege of picking my parents, while they were stuck with theirs. Boy, did I upstage Dan Spillman’s new puppy! The class went into an uproar and my mother received a call from the teacher telling her that my behavior was highly inappropriate for a five-year-old.


My mother, knowing me well, defended me (as she does to this day). She’s a bit of a softie. My outspoken, tough-love approach is probably in my DNA and comes from nature, not nurture. As the story goes, I was nicknamed The Mouth by my grandfather because I spoke in complete sentences by the age of two. I was very independent, and when my mother tried to feed me, I would say in my best Yiddish accent (imitating my grandparents), “Put it down der.” So if you think I’m too abrupt for you, I’m sorry, but that’s just the way I am. Singles’ Boot Camp is now in session, and I’m your drill sergeant.


My mom, Rhoda Goldstein, was the hottest, hippest, sexiest woman in New Jersey: think Dinah Shore meets the King Sisters. She was a tan, icy blonde with a killer body who could get any man from ten paces away. She had what we often refer to as the S factor. She made men sizzle. I, on the other hand, couldn’t even make them sputter. The program running through my brain said, “I’m not good enough for a boy to like me,” and I never believed it when one did. But to this day my seventy-something-year-old mother can walk the aisles of Publix supermarket in Aventura, Florida, and get men to ask her for her phone number.


But back to the story: before I came along in the ’60s, my mom, in her early twenties, was dying to get married (little did she know she would eventually get married three times and the last one, my stepfather Mel, would be the keeper). She hated college and refused to wait for her Ivy League boyfriend to graduate from the University of Pennsylvania. She left college to come home and concentrate on finding her husband, and that’s precisely what she did.


Her mother, my grandmother, introduced her to her first husband, Ira. My grandmother had been married to one man all of her life—the most wonderful man in the world, according to everyone. My grandmother was on a mission to find the same thing for her daughter. Both my mother and my grandmother were the token fix-up queens in the neighborhood. They’d often see a single girl pining away for true love, and before you could say “engagement,” they would introduce her to her future husband. They never did it for money; it was enough to hear the local rabbi say “good job” or perhaps to get a chicken or two in exchange for the mitzvah.


The day my mother met her first husband, she already knew how to get her man. He was a tall, handsome Richard Gere look-alike from Brooklyn. He had just moved to New Jersey and didn’t know a soul there. He felt like a fish out of water and he needed to get connected to the community, and my family was connected…big time. He saw my mother as a way to get him what he needed. Ira was hot and handsome, and the minute he told my mother, “You’ll never have to work when you’re with me, kid,” they were under the chuppah.


They quickly slipped into a suburban lifestyle and tried to get my mother pregnant. After trying every option available to them to no avail, they decided on adoption. Ira would go out drinking with the boys on a regular basis, as most men of that time did, but when I came along, my mother demanded that he stop carousing. He refused. One night she found out that he wasn’t just drinking with the boys—he was sleeping with the other chickadees in town. Ira was a textbook skirt chaser. Divorce was not common at the time, but my mother was a strong-willed woman; she kicked him to the curb and went off to find her next husband.


Phil Stanger was your classic garmento: forty years old, five-foot-seven, smoked a cigar, wore custom-made shirts and suits with his initials on the sleeve, smelled of expensive aftershave, wore a gold pinky ring and had a strong Napoleon complex. He had taken care of his family since he was six years old by working at sweatshops in Brooklyn and was a bachelor who had never been married.


He couldn’t care less about kids, which was not good news for me. But he wanted my mother bad. She met him while on a terrible blind date on a cruise around New York Harbor. When she decided to go to the bathroom, Phil was standing at the bathroom door, probably trying to pick up women. He noticed her, and not missing a beat, he said, “I’m gonna marry you.” My mother rushed into the bathroom, appalled. “I mean, come on, can’t you come up with a better line than that?” she asked him as she came out of the bathroom. And so they bantered about it.


What she didn’t realize was that he was serious. He simply knew from the moment he saw her that she was his dream girl. It was a classic case, I would learn later, of a man seeing the prototype of everything on his wish list coming together right before his eyes.


Within three months this flashy bachelor had swept my mother off her feet, promised her a lavish lifestyle, and said he wanted to adopt me. So the rumor goes he went to pay $10,000 for me to my first adoptive father, mom’s ex, Ira. We moved to a trendy part of New York, which seemed perfect, because my mother had a passion for fashion like no other, and my dad was in the garment trade. But after about ten years of living in New York, my mom grew homesick for Jersey, and we moved to the most elite suburb on the eastern seaboard: Short Hills (think the Beverly Hills of the East Coast).




From the moment I stepped off the bus I knew I was in the wrong place. I was dressed in true fashionista style with my Fred Braun platform shoes and my bell-bottom jeans, only to find the staples of everyone’s wardrobe were oxford cloth shirts from Ralph Lauren, corduroy jeans, and Puma sneakers. Everyone was blond, and to make matters worse, so were my mother and my sister (who was also adopted). I clearly was the Cher in a sea of Christie Brinkleys.


Short Hills was Stepford on steroids. All the husbands took the train to New York while their wives spent their days at the beauty salons and country clubs and eating lavish lunches. I loathed every single minute of it. Even though my parents built the most amazing custom house with his and hers bathrooms and closets, I was dying to get out. I simply refused to become a Lady Who Lunched. My dream was to become Sherry Lansing, who was one of the top women in the film industry and the president of Paramount Pictures at the time. I was dying to get to LA any way I could. I lost myself in films on a daily basis and could not stand the shallowness of the neighborhood.


I was sinking fast, and apparently, so was my new dad. At first he was making a ton of money, sending me away to expensive summer camps and taking the family on lavish vacations and expensive shopping sprees. Then the financial troubles set in. No longer being able to keep up with the Joneses, we were ostracized by local society and my parents lost a lot of friends. My dad was obsessed with what people thought. He was the operations manager of his business and sold his share of the company to his partner simply because he wasn’t getting the accolades in Women’s Wear Daily he felt he deserved. That fatal mistake cost the family our future, and I learned some supreme lessons about narcissism, finances, and men.


Every Monday I watched my mother wait for her allowance to pay the bills, and that lump sum of cash was getting smaller and smaller. I swore to myself, like Scarlett O’Hara did, that I would never, ever be poor again, nor would I ever be financially dependent on a man.


While my dad sat on his ass, drinking away the family savings, my mom was a trouper, trying to save what was left of the family. She taught me the art of the sale by going to the garment district, buying things wholesale, and reselling them at a marked-up price back in Jersey. She sold anything she could get her hands on, from classic Cartier Tank watches to Carlos Falchi purses, so that my sister and I would have clothes on our backs. No one was a better salesperson than my mom, as she taught me the art of the “takeaway.” I learned that this could be the best negotiating tool a woman could use in her dating life when trying to close a deal with a man. You’ll find out more about that later.


My mom tried to teach me that men should chase me. The problem was, my mom grew up in the ’50s and ’60s, when men married for sex and women married for security—that wasn’t happening in the ’70s. I read every trashy romance novel from The Other Side of Midnight to Once Is Not Enough, and waited patiently for my hot husband to show up and make the earth move. But in the ’70s and ’80s, boys stopped asking girls out. My mom would have her high school boyfriend, Eddie Goldberg, pick her up and give her a corsage, take her to the dance, and bring her home by a respectable eleven o’clock. But the boys in my school would ask my friends and me out by saying, “Hey, wanna go behind the school to Buzz Creek and get high?”


As time went on, it got worse. I’d ask my mother, “Where are all the men? I’m tired of boys.” My mother, being the ultimate social butterfly, would encourage me to go to parties and events. Bar Mitzvah season was huge in my neighborhood, but I had a thing for non-Jews. So off I went to my first Christ Church dance with my best friend, Sally. It was the worst dance, yet it had the cutest boys. All the boys were on one side, and the girls were on the other—nobody was connecting. I thought to myself, “This is ridiculous.” My friend Sally kept staring at this boy named Michael. As he stared back, I knew they wanted to meet each other. So I boldly walked over and told him that I had the perfect girl for him and introduced him to Sally. They danced the night away. With that, my first successful match, a matchmaker was born. I realized that being a matchmaker could offer me the greatest highs in life. But it put me in an awkward position. As a matchmaker, I was setting up dates for other people, but it was tough to try and attract dates for myself without scaring men off. Good old Mom noticed this and stepped in.


My mom introduced me to my first legitimate boyfriend. His name was Kevin, and he was exactly what the love doctor had ordered. Since the boys in my school were certainly not asking out the girls, I had to go to the next town over: Springfield, New Jersey. Kevin (my first Virgo) was a tall, handsome, Jewish, Keanu Reeves type: cool enough to hang with the cool kids (the jocks in my school) and smart enough to hang out with the alternative types (the freaks in my school). He was the slow and steady type, taught me how to drive, and also how to get stoned. My parents and his parents were friends, and it seemed to be a match made in heaven.


That was, until one day when I wanted to lose my virginity to him, and he got scared. Okay, so I didn’t pick the fastest racehorse at the track, but the sexual tension was killing me. Kevin would teach me another important lesson: let the man lead, even if he goes slow. He gave me the spiel “I just want to be a senior this year, and be free.” Even though I followed the advice of my wise grandmother who used to tell me, “Get off the phone after fifteen minutes or you’ll have nothing else to talk about when you see each other!” he grew bored of me. Me, a double Gemini with moon in Sag, he grew bored of me. I was horrified—he wouldn’t even answer my phone calls to give me an explanation. This is why the members of my club, both male and female, always get feedback on their dates. Years later my stoner first love would go off to college, take the standard graduation present of a European backpacking trip, get sidetracked in the Middle East, and become an Orthodox rabbi in Israel. Clearly he was not my soul mate.


What is a soul mate? I wondered. Do we get only one? In the Jewish religion, we’re taught that we have a bashaert, which, in essence, is your “meant to be.” The belief is that we come into this world and God brings us together with our other half. But realistically there are not enough men for all of the women in the world. How do you find your soul mate? Does he just show up at your doorstep one day when you’re ready? Is it like in the movies when the music starts playing and you get all dizzy? Or is he your best friend and you just don’t know he’s your true love yet? In order to understand all of these elements, I felt I needed to delve into metaphysics, as I wasn’t getting the answers I needed from the traditional role models and religion in my life. So I started studying comparative religions and decided that nobody has all the answers. The only thing that made sense to me was astrology, and so I started studying it intensely. I even practiced it professionally for a while, as the director of marketing for the Kenny Kingston Psychic Network. I learned that we only use 10 percent of our brain (if we’re lucky), and that there is a subconscious part of ourselves that we are not aware of but that is preprogrammed to attract our mates.


I’m getting off track though; now back to the dog pile of my romantic history. The moment of truth finally arrived: I lost my virginity and the cherry was popped. Only the cherry was not that sweet. I loved the alternative-rocker, long blond-hair type from the wrong side of the tracks, and had a date with rocker Rob, but I had a family function to attend an hour before the date. I was trying to make my ten-minute appearance and get out of there when my mother grabbed me and said, “I have the perfect guy for you!” As “Popsicle Toes” by Michael Franks started playing over the speakers, in walked the most icy-cold, sexy, outspoken lawyer who looked like he wouldn’t take no for an answer (I’ve always been a sucker for a take-charge guy). He kidnapped me, right then and there, for a fabulous night in New York City with his friends. I had the time of my life. Rocker Rob was dust.


Brian was four years older than I was. Our relationship was a bit like a professor teaching a student. Slowly, seductively, he got me to give up my precious jewel on my eighteenth birthday in my maid’s room while my parents were out of town. He said with his cold, calculated inflection, “Isn’t this great? This is fucking.” I, on the other hand, did not feel the earth move like Jacqueline Susann promised, and I was pissed. It was clear that he and I were not a match, but thanks to oxytocin, I was hooked. Yet as the summer wore on, he slowly stopped calling. Again, my heart was broken, and again I went to see the wise shaman, my grandmother. She told me, “Honey, to men, one hole is like any other hole. If you hold out long enough for them to get to know you, that’s when they’ll fall in love.” I was totally confused. After all, I had given him the most precious commodity I could give anyone. How could he just ignore me? Again, nobody seemed to have the answers. Back to the drawing board I went. I was determined to get inside the mind of the bachelor and figure out how he ticked.


Several years later, after I’d graduated from the University of Miami and was working in the garment trade in New York, I met Jake. We worked for the same company but he worked in the Chicago branch, so this was a long-distance relationship, but it was worth the hassle. He had the face of Warren Beatty and the body of Dom DeLuise. He was the funniest guy to ever work at Unionbay jeans, and he was charming, chivalrous, and believe it or not, he was even sexy. However, he was extremely overweight. This was a classic case of liking somebody who is so not your type that you feel like you need to go to the shrink to get your head examined. Remember, chemistry is indefinable. I was warned to stay away from him by my boss—the two of them hated each other. But like a good little defiant child, I had to go there. He was going to be my husband, or so I thought.


One fateful day he called to cancel our Christmas Mexican vacation, one week before it, telling me he was instead going off to Rancho La Puerta by himself to lose weight. It was clear he was no longer interested in me. Of course I needed to find out why, so I asked his assistant, my friend Julianne, what happened. “Annabel the aerobics instructor is what happened,” she told me. Annabel was a five-foot-two, hundred-pound, yoga-bodied waif who would become Jake’s wife. Many months later he told me that if I had just lost fifteen pounds, I would have been a contender. This is when I learned the important lesson that the penis does the picking. Now, mind you, I wasn’t a professional model but I was often used as the showroom model during times when the flaky professional models didn’t show up. I was a classic size 8, which today is considered a 6, and I could fit into sample sizes of our jeans. I had what were considered, in garmento speak, to be fit-model dimensions. I was not fat. But I was mad. Why the hell would he date me in the first place if I wasn’t the prototype of the woman he wanted? I figured I was sloppy seconds because he couldn’t get his first choice. I was determined now more than ever to find out about the beauty/chemistry thing that all men seemed to want. I mean, did you have to be a 10 to attract a marriage-minded man?


The mystery of the marriage-minded man took me to Miami, where I scored a job as the director of marketing at the largest dating service in the country at the time, Great Expectations. I went on a low-carb diet and lost twenty pounds. At five feet eight, 110 pounds on a good day (and 115 when Aunt Flo was in town from Redlands), I got an organic tan, let my hair grow down to my breasts and whitened my teeth. I now felt I had sex-appeal power, and was ready to play on the 10 team. Okay, maybe not 10, but definitely at least 8. With a bright, fresh, outgoing attitude and a great job that took me to all the hot parties, charity events, and galas in town, I was now ready to date like a power player.


Into my life walked a supersexy, tan, Patrick Dempsey type who dressed like he owned Hugo Boss, wore an expensive watch and loafers, and looked like he exemplified money. Matt was the epitome of the Ivy League–educated male who came from a loving, upper-middle-class family that gave him everything. Sadly, the family still paid his bills, Momma worshipped him, and he could not make a dime in life. Although book smart, he was a true lazy slacker who thought the world owed him a living. This type of man would plague me for the rest of my life. Patti loves to pick up the wounded bird in the road and fix it, because she can’t fix herself.


But Matt brought something special to the table that no man had ever brought before: he made me feel beautiful and could make me climax repeatedly. I was a goner. I became addicted, obsessed. I was that love junkie who needed her catnip sex. The problem was that Matt wanted me to pay for dates, worship him, and forget I ever had an opinion. We decided to keep the relationship to strictly sex, and I went off to search for my husband, but of course that didn’t work either—I was so naïve, and knew nothing about oxytocin bonding. When he got into a serious relationship with another girl and I could not lure him back with my sexual circus tricks, I was so insanely possessed that I went to see a spiritual santero, who performed a religious spell to bring him back. Amazingly enough, in twenty-four hours, Sexy came back. The problem is, these spells have an expiration date and can backfire if the sender is not coming from a pure place, and since I wanted control, I was not. The law of Wicca is that anything that you send out will come back to you tenfold—good or bad. My punishment was that for three years I was bonded to a man who was not a good guy—especially not for me. He knew he was using me for sex, he knew he had no interest in a serious relationship with me, and he knew how much he hurt me. Astrologically speaking, his Venus conjuncted my Mars, which is the most powerful aspect in sexual astrology. Knowing this was a consolation prize for me. But because oxytocin bonding can take up to two years to diminish, I was no prize for anyone else.


Three years later I met the man who told me he wanted to marry me on the first date. He was drop-dead gorgeous, a Christian Bale look-alike, six feet two, ripped, and was in the entertainment business. He was my first serious non-Jewish boyfriend. I was madly in love, and all my fears that Matt would be the best sex I’d ever had went away when I met Paul. Paul was the epitome of chivalry and romance. He sent roses every week to my office, with cute love notes that all my coworkers read and envied. He also had a radio voice, deep, sexy, and rugged—all the women in my office wanted to talk to him on the phone when he called. I would later learn that women fall in love between their ears and not with their eyes, simply because we are emotional and need to hear the tone of a man’s sincerity before we commit.


But problems soon arose because he was much simpler than I was, and in some ways I guess he felt that I was high maintenance. I never, ever asked for anything financially and was willing to pay my own way in our relationship. But when it came down to actually getting engaged, he told me he didn’t ever want to have children, and that was a deal breaker at the time. Later I would learn that qualifying your buyer before having sex is crucial. I should have found out that important little piece of information before I ever slept with him—and bonded with him.


So I continued my romantic quest. After a while I felt I had “done” Miami as it’s a small town where everybody knows each other. I moved to Los Angeles to pursue my dream of getting into the film industry. The best advice I ever got was from Arthur Cohn at Paramount who said to me, “You are an idea person who thinks big. You should never work for anybody else…start your own business.” At first I thought he was giving me a line because he didn’t want to give me a job. But the truth was, he was right. I had to take a job to pay the bills, so I got a generic Fortune 500 job in marketing. While working in a boring job I needed excitement at night, so I signed up for all of the dating services I could find and again started the hunt for the husband. This time I will spare you all the bad dates, all the flakes, all the looky-loos I encountered. Coming from the East Coast where you can set your watch to the time a date shows up, I was completely lost in LA, where everyone seems to flake out. I did not know a soul and cried myself to sleep every single night, wondering what the hell was wrong with me.


One day I got a date with a man one of the agencies I’d signed up for set me up with, who complained about that company’s lack of customer service. He was wealthy, ready to marry, and just wasn’t able to find the right girl. He was socially inept, however. He asked me out only hours before a New Year’s Eve party, perfectly ready to cancel his pre-existing date. All East Coast girls know that no matter how much you like a guy, you never accept a last-minute date. I told him that I really appreciated the offer, but I already had plans. He pursued me, but I decided I wasn’t interested and put him in the Friend Zone. I also told him he needed to redo his wardrobe if he wanted to get laid. That’s how the Millionaire’s Club began. He invested $10,000 in my fledgling company, got himself a new wardrobe, and bought an expensive leather jacket for me. I soon introduced him to his future wife; they became my first clients to marry and have a baby—a beautiful baby girl. He was so appreciative that he spread the word and clients came calling.


It was expensive to get my business going, but with what little money I had left, I bought a small ad in Los Angeles magazine. LA seems to have the largest percentage of single millionaires in the United States who are willing to pay to play. Little did I know that not only would millionaires call me, but so would average Joes. I would go off during the day to do pro bono work making matches in the local community for those who couldn’t afford my services, while fixing up my millionaire clients at night. Great Expectations had given me great training for recruiting new members, and I started a dating revolution by offering the service to women for free. I was making bank and quit my Fortune 500 job so I could work from home.


I soon realized there was also a huge market for matching millionairesses as well as gay millionaires. With a hundred and ten million single adults in the United States and growing, singledom was no longer for the dateless and desperate. Everyone was on the Internet, blind dating, joining matchmaking services, and text messaging to find love.


One day I got a call from Marie Claire magazine. The editor asked me to help with a story on gold diggers. As much as I love that magazine, I refused. I told the editor I don’t have gold diggers in my service; I have women who want to fall in love with rich men. Gold diggers are flippers, like in real estate—they cannot form solid, long-term relationships. My women want the choice of staying home, raising their families, or going off to work if they choose to without the pressure of being the main breadwinner. Rich men afford them that lifestyle. The editor of the magazine was shocked, and I think appalled, but she called me back twenty-four hours later to tell me they would write the story I wanted, about decent women who want to date and marry wealthy men, not gold diggers. And so they did, and many more magazine articles and TV appearances followed. That put me on the map and enabled me to bring you this book.


To answer the question you’re doubtlessly asking right now, no, I’m still not married. So why should you take my advice? The truth is, in my forties I realized something about myself—I don’t have to be married to be happy. I wish I would have learned that a lot earlier—it would have saved me a lot of heartache. That doesn’t mean that I won’t get married one day, but for now I’m in a four-and-a-half-year, happy relationship. My boyfriend, who I was introduced to by a matchmaker, is loving, caring, sexy, and fun, and he is my best friend. I wish this type of man for every one of you, so you will know the feelings of unconditional love that I experience daily.


If you are one of the millions of women who wants to find her perfect match and marry him, then this is the book for you. I’ll teach you not only how to find the love of your life, but how to negotiate an engagement, complete with ring, in one year. You might have read a lot of dating books, as I have. But it seems every book is missing at least one element that is essential for closing the deal. I promise you this book will tell you, show you, and teach you what you’ve done wrong and how to do it right. It will clear up all the mysteries that momma could not teach you, but more important, it will empower you to love yourself and clear the path to your perfect match.


At the end of your life, when you’re on your deathbed, you won’t be able to take the cars, the house, the money, or any material things with you. All you’ll be able to take is the love you’ve acquired in your lifetime. Romantic, unconditional love is something everyone not only strives for, but needs in order to feel complete. I answer to a higher authority, and as your romantic fairy godmother who gets credits in heaven when she makes a match, may this book bestow you your husband and bring you everlasting love.

















STEP ONE


Dating Detox







Recovering from a bad relationship? Been on a series of disaster dates? Are you a one-date wonder? Just got dumped? Haven’t been on a date in weeks, months, or years? Maybe you’re a serial dater who can’t make a relationship last more than two months. If you fall into any of these categories (and what single woman doesn’t?) your first step is to go through Dating Detox. During this step you get to stop, take a deep breath, and get your romantic bearings. This is probably my favorite step of all, because it’s all about me—excuse me—I mean, it’s all about you. It’s not about men, not about friends or family, it’s not about pleasing anyone else—you purely focus on pleasing yourself.


During this time you wrap yourself in a delicious, warm and cuddly cocoon to metamorphose into the sexy, irresistible femme fatale that’s buried deep inside you. Don’t even think about going out on a date. Just step back and take time to figure out what exactly it is that you’re looking for and what makes YOU happy. This is a chance to get back in touch with your softer, more feminine side—to draw men to you like bees to honey.


On a side note, don’t be surprised if during your dating sabbatical, the men start lining up. As soon as you say, “I’m not going to date for a while,” the bus unloads. Don’t go out with them, but make sure you take reservations. Remember, the best restaurants are booked weeks in advance, why not you? You’re worth waiting for.


Depending on the length of your last serious relationship, Dating Detox should last between thirty to ninety days. If your most recent relationship lasted less than a year or if you’ve never had a serious relationship, detox for thirty days. If your last relationship lasted for two years, detox for sixty days. If it was a marriage or a relationship that lasted three or more years, detox for ninety days. Believe me, you’ll end up loving Dating Detox so much you might need someone close to you to slap you and make you move on from it.


The Happiest Place on Earth


One of the reasons this step is so delectable is that for thirty to ninety days, you’re allowed to completely forget your troubles. Once you get the positive energy flowing, you’ll move into a place of happiness that you’ll never want to leave. This happiness will be unflappable—you’ll be able to be happy anytime, anywhere, even with the most obnoxious people around you or, even more important, alone. As soon as you learn to revel in the opportunity to be by yourself rather than languish in miserable isolation, you’ll be free of that ugly and burdensome feeling known as desperation. And once you’ve attained internal happiness, you’ll be ready for a mature, solid relationship. A happy woman makes a much better companion, and your stock on the dating market will soar.


Men love happy women. It’s as simple as that. Hell, women, children, dogs, cats—everyone loves, and wants to be with, a happy woman. The happier you are, the happier your mate will be. The truth behind the law of attraction is that like attracts like. During my matchmaking events I often see cheerful women who are not classically beautiful attracting more men than the supermodels in the room. Why? Because the supermodels are more likely to be starving and insecure, and don’t exactly exude joie de vivre.


Are you that happy person? If not, ask yourself why. Many clients come to me unhappy because they don’t have a man. I tell each one that her attitude will only set her back because a man will only be drawn to her once she realizes that she can be happy without him. Men see women who are with them because they choose to be, not because they need to be. Most women don’t understand this. They think they’re losers because they don’t have Saturday night dates, but this couldn’t be further from the truth. It’s far better to wait for the right guy, alone in your jammies, than to be out with someone you have no interest in, wasting time and money.


Another common reason you might be unhappy is because you’re weighed down by issues from your past. We all have issues. Even the happiest, most well-adjusted woman you know has had her share of problems, I can assure you. As I mentioned before, I had to overcome the issues I had with being adopted. Now is the time to tackle your demons head-on and get over them. There’s a great line in the brilliant, semiautobiographical Carrie Fisher movie, Postcards from the Edge, where Lowell says, “I don’t know your mother, but I’ll tell you something. She did it to you and her mother did it to her and back and back and back all the way to Eve and at some point you just say, ‘Fuck it, I start with me.’”


Release your past and say, “Today’s the day I start with me!” Why would you want to drag all the problems you’ve already hashed and rehashed, ad nauseam, into a new relationship? Bite the bullet and get therapy, if you think you need it. A word about therapy: I’ve worked extensively with therapists and psychiatrists in my business, but I would suggest choosing your therapist very carefully and finding one that’s truly right for you. And if you’ve been seeing the same therapist for years and don’t feel like you’ve made much progress, perhaps it’s time to move on. Like a professional athlete—if you want to win Wimbledon, you need the right coach to get you there.


Bitter Women Beware


The vast majority of women in Dating Detox are going to have some unresolved man issues. We’ve all had them. But now is the time to say, “I forgive all the men who came before; I start with me!” Forgiveness lightens your load. One of the most important keys to dating success lies in not becoming The Bitter Woman. Men can smell this type from a mile out and will run in the opposite direction. During Dating Detox you need to learn to love and trust the opposite sex. You need to stop complaining about men and focus on their redeeming qualities. Most important, you must accept the fact that you’re never going to change them.


Jenna is a perfect example of a woman mired in bitterness. She’s about twenty pounds overweight and refuses to exercise or change her eating habits. “Most men are pigs, because they only focus on the physical. I’m looking for an enlightened guy who will love me for me and doesn’t care about what kind of shape I’m in. Until I find him, the rest can all go to hell,” she says. Guess what? She’s never going to find him. He doesn’t exist. And even if he did, he would be thrown off by her me-against-the-world attitude. If Jenna ever wants to get married, and she claims she does, she not only needs to lose the weight (for her own health’s sake, at least), she needs to lose the attitude.


During Dating Detox, you stop dwelling on all the Bad Boyfriends of the past, and you look forward to all the wonderful experiences you’re going to have with men in the future. Take heart in knowing that most happily married women will gladly tell you it was worth going through every bad breakup, every creepy ex, every unbearable date, to finally find their True Love. Think of yourself as a great wine—you’re only getting better and more valuable with age. When the right occasion comes along and that wine is uncorked, it will be the best, most delicious nectar the lucky partaker has ever experienced. But that will only happen if happiness is a major ingredient.


I know it isn’t easy to just wake up one morning and decide, “Okay, enough dwelling on the past. I’m now going to be a happy person!” The sad truth is that most women spend so much time trying to please others—their families, their coworkers, their neighbors, their friends, their romantic partners—that they don’t even know what it takes to please themselves. When I ask you, “What makes you happy?” can you immediately list ten things that make you smile, or do you have to stop and think about it for a few minutes…hours…days?


The Quick, Happy Fix


If you’re among those stumped (and I know I was, for many years), I want you to sit down during Dating Detox and make a list of the things that make YOU happy. Not the things that your mother would like to see on the list. Not the things that the Bible tells you to enjoy. Your list doesn’t have to include grand accomplishments, like getting a PhD, living in a mansion, winning the lottery, or having twins. Let’s take baby steps, and start thinking about life’s simple pleasures. Here are a dozen quick happiness fixes for you to consider:




	Get lost in your favorite book, TV show, or movie. Rent Gone with the Wind. Indulge yourself in your favorite chick lit. Have a Sex and the City marathon.


	Take a long hot bath with your favorite scented bath oil or bubbles—candles and soft music are nice as well.


	Take a quick weekend vacation. Was there a place you used to love as a child? If not, a spa weekend is always fun. If you’re on a budget, get some girls together and go camping. Or maybe go visit your favorite cousin whom you haven’t seen in ages.


	Pet, hold, or hug something soft and furry, even if it’s just at the pet store. You could also offer to walk your neighbor’s dog.


	Work on your favorite hobby. Even if you haven’t enjoyed it since high school, get back to painting, photography, scrapbooking, knitting, training for a triathlon, baking the best chocolate chip oatmeal cookies on the planet, or whatever it is you do that allows you to express your creativity and makes you feel a sense of accomplishment.


	Write a nice letter. Email doesn’t count. Take pen in hand and write to someone you care for and tell them how much you appreciate them.


	Plant something. Have you always wanted an herb garden or pretty flowers by your door? Gardening is both relaxing and rewarding.


	Listen to happy music. Forget the whiny girl stuff, the violent, misogynistic rap, and the songs that make you long for lost loves. I love you, Alanis Morissette, but you have to go. I don’t care if you have to download a collection of your favorite TV theme songs, just listen to something that makes you want to move and feel good.


	Sign up for a class or workshop. Ever wanted to make sushi? Learn more about wine? Master sensual massage? Now’s the time!


	Explore your roots. Find out who you are, where you came from. You can google the word “genealogy” and you’ll instantly come up with dozens of sites that will help you learn about your ancestors. You can also make calls to members of your family who might have already climbed your family tree. Gaining a sense of who you are and where you came from is a wonderful thing.


	Eat chocolate. I have some reservations about recommending this because once you start, it’s so hard to stop and you certainly don’t want to overindulge, but a piece of rich, dark chocolate can be good for both your heart and soul. Teuscher Champagne Truffles are my personal favorites—make sure your vibrator is nearby.





When Purging Is Good


Since you’re not worrying about finding and dating men, either online or in person, you’ll also have plenty of time to rid your life and your surroundings of all the things that DON’T make you happy. Clean house. Purge. It might be painful, but this is the ideal time to get rid of all those pictures of ex-boyfriends and those silly little gifts they gave you. It’s especially important to get rid of anything that carries his scent, like a T-shirt or sweatshirt. We’re chemically drawn to our partner’s natural scent, which is why we like to smell his shirt when he’s not around—remember Brokeback Mountain? You’ll never get over him if you don’t dispose of everything that smells like him. Now, if the expensive gifts he’s given you are too valuable to toss out, pass them along to a friend or sell them.


The real principle behind cleaning house has nothing to do with removing all traces of the ex so you won’t get all misty eyed every time you see them or so the new boyfriend won’t find them. It’s far deeper than that. You’re making room for new things to come into your life. Suze Orman encourages women to clean out their purses and wallets to get rid of the old junk so there will be plenty of space for new money to come in. Try it. Create a vacuum, and the universe will fill it. You’ll be amazed at how well this works. If you sell that Cartier watch, there will be room on your wrist for a Patek Philippe from your next boyfriend and you can use the extra cash to buy a few pairs of Jimmy Choos—to (symbolically) walk on your ex.


Happy + Active = Attractive


Ever wonder why, when you’re all sweaty, out of breath, and looking your absolute worst after a heavy workout, some guy picks that precise moment to hit on you? You think, “Dude, if you like me now, you should see me when I’m wearing makeup and a skirt!”


Believe it or not, after a workout you are at your most attractive to men, because you’re all glowy from that endorphin rush; you’re calm, happy, content, and for a few minutes or hours, you are not thinking about dating. My clients tell me they can’t resist a woman who is centered on something other than finding a man, and is instead focused on something that makes her happy and vibrant. This is why I encourage all the girls in my club to exercise—of course, this also offers them the opportunity to firm up and lose weight.


So, during Dating Detox you’ll definitely want to find an exercise regimen that makes you happy. If you’re a Zen type, yoga and meditation will do it for you. If you’re a Type A personality like I am, you won’t have the patience for yoga, and you’ll want to do something more active. The workout I’ve found that works best for me is exercising on an elliptical machine while watching a romantic tearjerker or catching up on all the TV shows I’ve recorded and haven’t had time to watch. My writing partner, Lisa, is on what she calls the “Netflix diet.” She rents a movie from Netflix and won’t allow herself to see any of it unless she’s on the elliptical machine, working up a sweat. The better the movie, the longer and more frequently she works out.


Please Please Me


Once you’ve discovered how to please yourself, it’s time to start thinking about how others can please you, in particular, your soul mate. Remember, don’t think of him as the prize for which you’re competing against hundreds of other women. YOU are the prize, and HE needs to please you just as much as you need to please him. So what type of man will it take to win your affection and devotion? What is your type? What do you value in a partner? I have a method of discovering this that is really fun and happens to involve the only date you get to have during Dating Detox—a date with yourself.


Don’t be disappointed—no one knows you better, is more supportive, or wants you to succeed more than your own sweet self. And besides, this is the part where you get to really treat yourself. Go to your favorite market or restaurant and order the food you love most. (Incidentally, the food you love most will not be bad for you or make you fat, right?) Me? I’d go to the Whole Foods food bar, rush past the crème brûlée French toast (even though I love it), and load up on all my organic, free-range favorites—chicken, salad, etc. If you’re a wine drinker, get a bottle of your favorite, and promise yourself that you’ll drink just one glass with dinner and maybe half a glass during this next exercise.


After you’ve treated yourself to that delicious meal, get comfortable and relax. Tonight you’ll begin to get your mind in sync with what you truly desire. You are going to create a picture of your perfect mate in your mind. After all, how will you ever recognize him if you don’t know what he’s like?


A fun and provocative way to get started with this is to take fifteen minutes to make a list of your most recent boyfriends, not listing more than five. Write down their top five assets—the things that really attracted you to them in the first place and made you stay with them as long as you did. Then list their five worst traits—the things that drove you crazy, that made you break up with them, or want to punch them, or kill them, or both. Don’t get bogged down on this, though—remember, we’re not dwelling on the past, and we’re not dwelling on the negative. Fifteen minutes should be plenty for this part of the exercise.


Now, I don’t care if you’re eighteen or eighty, there must be someone you’ve met along the way with whom you really would have liked to have had a relationship, if the circumstances had been right. Do you admire a friend’s husband or boyfriend? List five reasons you’d like to be with a guy like that, and five reasons why you wouldn’t. Or if the men around you are particularly uninspiring, tap Hollywood. God knows I go there in my mind every now and then for inspiration. My apologies to my wonderful boyfriend, but I’ve used Viggo Mortensen more than once for a number of different types of inspiration.


Winners and Losers List


I’ll tell you what to do with your lists soon, but before I do, let me share a story to keep you motivated. Lisa, my writing partner, was one of those people who used to be attracted to anything new or different with a penis. She was all over the map with the men she dated, hoping that she would one day stumble upon her “type.” Only problem was, she didn’t have a clue what her type was. When she finally decided it was time to settle down into a serious relationship, I advised her to make this list and analyze it. Now, I don’t mean to sound like a miracle worker…okay, maybe I do. But two months after Lisa made her list, she met the man of her dreams, to whom she is now blissfully married. She knew by the fifth date that he was the one for her, and he knew even sooner. I know, I know, it makes you a little sick at first, but if you saw her list of ex-boyfriends, you wouldn’t envy her so much. It was right after the intolerant evangelical, whom Lisa refers to as the Last Bad Boyfriend, that she finally decided to take my advice and go into Dating Detox. After all, her relationship experience was not helping her make better choices; in fact, her choices were getting progressively worse. Lisa desperately needed to take some time off from men to decide what she was really looking for so that she would attract that. She was suffering from what I call Shiny Ball Syndrome—going after any shiny object that came along without even considering what it would take to make her truly happy in the long run.


But enough about Lisa. Let’s take a look at your list. I’m most interested in the strengths category. Are there certain traits that appear more than once? Those are probably the attributes that mean the most to you. It’s interesting to note that the younger you are, the more physical traits will be on you strengths list. The older you are, you’ll probably be more attracted to character traits. The over-forty crowd can usually see a pattern and decide what they want in a man pretty quickly—after all, we’ve had a lot more experience with different types of men. But if you’re under forty, it might take a little more time to really decide what’s important to you. The next section will help you out.


Living in Five Different Worlds


Don’t worry if you’re a little confused about what you really want in a mate. I’ve known brilliant women with master’s degrees and PhDs from the best schools, who were clueless about what’s most important to them. In fact, it’s usually the smartest ones who take the longest to get married, because they can’t get their minds in sync with their hearts and bodies. They lean too heavily on the intellectual, at the expense of just about everything else. We all live in five distinct worlds: Spiritual, Physical, Emotional, Intellectual, and Financial. Of course, none of us divide our time equally between them. Think about which worlds are most important to you. Now think about how important it is for your ideal mate to match up to your preferences in each of these categories. If this sounds complicated, let me give you a little help.


 


SPIRITUAL: You don’t have to be religious to be spiritual—this just means that you have a connection with someone or something beyond the physical world. I consider myself a spiritual person. I was raised in the Jewish faith, but I consider myself more of a Food Jew—when the food shows up, I show up. I’m observant on significant holidays, because I like to spend them with those I love. But I’m very metaphysical. I don’t belong to any particular organized congregation. I believe that organized religion is manufactured by man, not God. But I do believe in the power of the universe. I call on it often, and I do my best to keep in sync with it.


Sounds a little airy-fairy, I know, but it works for me. The point I’m making about spirituality is that yours should mesh with your ideal mate’s. You don’t need to have the exact same beliefs, but you should respect each other’s and honor them. If either one of you feels resentful or derisive of the other’s faith, it’s not going to be a good match. And he needs to be more than just tolerant of the faith you practice, or the faith you grew up with.


Here’s a crazy story about faith for you: I know of a really fabulous woman who escaped from a polygamist compound on the southern Utah/Arizona strip. Although she no longer believed in The Principle, she was worried that no man in his right mind would ever love a woman with a background like hers. She enrolled in a university, went to grad school, and there she met a man who was not only tolerant of her past, he encouraged her to associate with her family and even helped some of her half brothers and sisters start productive lives outside of the compound. He is a truly spiritual person in that he believes in the good of all mankind and works to help his fellow human beings find their true path.


It’s also very important that neither one of you feels that you are giving up your religion or sacrificing spirituality for the other. This will only lead to disharmony and frustration in the long run, and when one of you finds someone who is more spiritually compatible, the temptation to stray will be irresistible. Even though your devotion to your beliefs may be unique and may limit your options, if your particular faith is really important to you, I encourage you to stand firm. As my grandmother used to say, there’s a lid for every pot. Yours is out there; it just might take you a little longer to find him. Besides, places of worship are great for finding your perfect match.
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