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This is dedicated to you.

Those of you desperate for answers.

Those of you in pain.

Those of you who are healing.

Those of you who have made it to the other side, where the agony is only a memory.


introduction

The My Date My Story project started as a place for people to confess their first date stories.

It quickly became something very different.

Within a year, more than 100,000 people were discussing meaningful relationship issues, and were helping one another get through the modern complexities of dating.

People were not only finding support and understanding, but also a human connection.

The stories that pour in each day cover every facet of modern day relationships—many are from people who have been deeply hurt.

Certain themes come up often from every part of the world.

Love is powerful.

People aren’t predictable.

Too often they aren’t kind.

Healing takes time.

Moving on is liberating.

Finding love starts with loving yourself first.

I have received nearly 10,000 submissions from 117 countries.

Telling your story and baring your soul is never easy. I am beyond grateful for the courage of everyone who has taken the time to be a part of this.

This book is a raw, often painful account of modern day romance, told through the voices of those who have experienced it firsthand.


beginning
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Tell me something about you.

The worst thing about you.

The thing that could make me hate you.

Tell me what you do when someone gets you angry.

Do you smash the things around you?

Or do you act very calm?

Tell me what you think about nature.

Would you rather stay at home?

Or make a wish while

looking at a falling star?

Tell me what you think about art.

Do you think it’s a freaking mess?

Do you think it’s silly?

Or is it the definition of the universe?

Tell me what you think about yourself.

Please don’t lie to me.

I want to know the truth.

I want to know you, who you really are.

I want to know your opinion about the world.

War, humanity, existence.

I just want to know … all of this.

Female. Moldova.

 

I met this guy on Tinder and decided to give him a chance.

He picked me up from my house around 8:00 p.m. and took me out to a really nice restaurant. We stayed for about an hour, then went back to his apartment.

The entire time we were at his house all he talked about was video games. I finally had enough and started to leave.

He apologized and ended up persuading me to stay longer. We watched a movie and sat and chatted for a good while.

Later on, he went into the bathroom, and came back out completely naked and asked, “Are ya ready?”

I went completely silent, got my stuff to leave, and walked out.

Once I got downstairs, I called my best friend to come get me. To this day I still have him blocked and haven’t spoken a word to him since.

Female. Massachusetts.

 

Every day I wait to talk to you.

Every day I wait to be with you.

Every day my mind hurts from thinking about you so much.

Every day I smile just thinking about you.

Every day I want to tell you I love you.

Every night I dream about the softness of your lips.

Every night I can’t sleep because of the anticipation that each day leads me closer to being with you.

Female. New York.

 

We had already slept together twice, before telling me over drinks that he had a girlfriend, and he was seeing me just for sex.

I was really angry, didn’t know what to do, and I had to think quickly.

I decided to get payback.

After we finished our drinks I agreed to go back to his place. I acted very calm and cool.

Once there, we started making out, and I recommended we make it interesting. He was curious, and he agreed. I proceeded to use his socks to tie him up very tightly to his bedpost. He couldn’t move—and he was loving it!

Next, I completely undressed him. He was totally naked, with no blanket over him, and was still unable to move.

He then watched as I collected my things, and got ready to leave the apartment.

He became enraged and kept asking why I was doing this.

I told him, “Don’t hate the player, hate the game,” and left the apartment.

I later found out through a mutual friend he was tied up all night and wasn’t able to get untied until his roommate came home and found him the next morning.

Female. New York.

 

To my crush,

You make me so happy. When I see a text message from you my heart skips a beat.

When we talk I enter another universe with you. Your voice is my drug.

I think I’m falling for you.

Yesterday you asked me to be your girlfriend, and I couldn’t have been happier, yet I didn’t give you an answer.

I’m afraid. Everything seems so perfect with you, but I’ve been through a lot and I don’t want to end up getting hurt as always.

I worry. About our time difference, and the fact that we live in different countries.

I’m scared. That you’ll turn out to be like the others, that you will change with time, maybe get bored and leave.

I think these thoughts every night before I sleep.

Everything seems too good to be true, and I’m wondering what the catch is this time.

Female. Lebanon.

 

I met this guy at a club last week. We were getting along just fine, but when I tried to get his number he would always change the subject.

So I got him just a bit drunk and figured that he would tell me.

Seeing as he still wouldn’t, I followed him to his apartment, which turned out to be in the building next to mine!

Now I’m dying to see him but I’m just too embarrassed.

Female. Texas.

 

I started dating this one guy who was super hot, and pretty funny. He was a “bad boy,” so pretty much my type.

We were talking a lot, and I started to really like him.

He would send me good morning and goodnight texts, and always told me how beautiful I was to him.

After about four months, his personality changed. He became more angry and distant, and seemed to hate the world.

He started wearing a lot of black, and even started painting his nails and wearing eyeliner. When I would ask if anything was wrong, he always said no.

He invited me to go to his house for dinner. I agreed even though I was skeptical of his behavior.

I got to his house, and as soon as I walked in, there were pentagrams and other satanic symbols everywhere.

He told me he was a Satanist and that he wanted to sacrifice me to Satan, so he would be granted high power.

Needless to say, I ran out of the house, blocked him on everything, and never heard from him again.

Female. Nebraska.

 

I liked her since the moment I saw her. She was smart, pretty, funny, friendly, and I always wanted to get to know her better.

I moved away, and finally told her what she means to me. She said she was flattered but didn’t feel the same.

We continued talking for about a year, and when I hinted at meeting up, she declined. I discovered she was seeing another guy.

I had no reason to be jealous but it still hurt. Over the year we had been talking, my feelings had only deepened and grown.

“About 3 months, I think” were the exact words she used to describe how long she had been seeing the other guy.

He had achieved in three months what I had failed to do in five years.

He took her heart, and she’s still got mine.

Male. UK.

 

I went on a blind date with a guy to a pizza place. He insisted we each get our own personal pizzas.

At the end of the date he “forgot his wallet” and asked me to pay.

He didn’t have a car, and as I was dropping him off, he snatched both of our leftover pizzas and ran.

Female. West Virginia.

 

I met this girl at a party and our conversation got off to a good start. I felt something for her, and I thought she did also.

I knew her for about a year, before she met my older brother. I was jealous, and it would hurt to see them talking.

One day she texted me, “I love you.”

But then she texted me saying, “Sorry, wrong person, it was meant for your brother.”

I broke down in tears every night, wondering how she could do that to me. I know they are still talking, while I’m just sitting here alone in the corner.
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