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This book is dedicated to those who have ever questioned their worth and felt they fell short of expectations. To anyone who has struggled with feelings of inadequacy and self-doubt, know that you are not alone. May these pages remind you that your uniqueness and imperfections are what make you human and that your journey to self-acceptance is a courageous and worthwhile journey. You are, and always have been, more than good enough.
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PART ONE SO MANY FUCKBOYS, SO LITTLE SELF-ESTEEM







INTRODUCTION

As I sat cross-legged, completely naked and unsatisfied, locked in uncomfortable and prolonged eye contact with a spiritual guru fuckboy, crystals of every shape, size, and color carefully positioned on the floor around me, I realized something. While this situation (along with many others I’ve had in my dating life) was unquestionably intriguing, I was once again in the same emotional position (albeit a different position physically)—I was trying to build a lasting, real, healthy relationship with a grown adult man, and he was trying to fuck me with a crystal.

After heading home again, disappointed, demoralized, and all-around d-bagged, I realized that I had not found love, as I had been hoping at the beginning of the date, but just another archetype for my Fuckboy Wall of Shame (yes, I have a wall, and yes, I’ll be sharing it in this book). Whether you’re gay, straight, bisexual, pansexual, or queer, chances are most of us in the dating world have encountered some type of fuckboy before.

What exactly is a fuckboy? The Urban Dictionary is a treasure trove of definitions for fuckboys. Here are a few of my favorites:


FUCKBOY

See also: dipshit

An asshole

A guy who uses someone

A guy who just wants sex

A guy who wants sex, not real love, out of a relationship

A guy who talks shit

A super shitty guy who people should avoid at all times



While I love all of these, my personal definition of a fuckboy is as follows:


FUCKBOY

A chronically unavailable, dysfunctional, self-centered person who medicates with sex and control instead of being emotionally vulnerable and going to therapy to deal with their issues



While each dating experience I had with a fuckboy was unique, and sometimes downright disturbing, they all had the same boring similarities. They were predictable, selfish, and incredibly uninteresting. But they did provide me with a few things: hilarious, embarrassing, and sometimes cringeworthy stories for this book; lessons about how to love myself instead of seeking love in one-dimensional relationships; and the idea to create a compatibility scale based on lasting and meaningful traits rather than physical appearance.

Using this scale, I found my partner of two years, and we are still going strong. After years of focused effort of building a more healed relationship with myself, I discovered three things:


	
1. People will only love us to the extent that we love ourselves.

	
2. If I love myself, I don’t have to subject myself to fuckboys ever again.

	
3. Fuckboys are boring.



As a gay man in Los Angeles who came out later in life (at age thirty, but that is old in gay years), as a brawny model who’s been on billboards in Times Square and traveled the world, as a gay man who spent fifteen years dating women, and as an advocate speaking out about eating disorders among men, I’ve seen it all. Quick note for those of you who don’t know what a brawny model is, it’s a man with larger masculine features, like a football player. We’re not exactly “plus-size,” but we’re larger models than those thin, chiseled Calvin Klein models.

My work as a brawny model allowed for me to travel the world and find all kinds of fuckboys across the globe. While I was navigating the absurd, heartbreaking, and hilarious adventures of dating in the modern world, I could have used a guide like this to help me avoid some major pitfalls and learn from those who survived. Now that I’ve come out of the trenches, I’m bringing gifts of wisdom (and some super salacious dating stories) for all. I have dated every kind of fuckboy. I’m sure some of my ghosts of fuckboy past will see this book and be terrified that I’m going to Taylor Swift them.

If you’re one of those fuckboys, don’t worry. I’m not here to expose anyone… except myself.

I’ve spent the majority of my life trying to achieve success, which to me meant having a perfect romantic relationship, a fabulous job, loving friendships, an amazing body, a beautiful family, tons of money, and a deep, genuine sense of happiness. Basically, I wanted a life that most of us are seeking—the kind of fulfillment at work and home that leads to joy. When it comes to love, however, my experiences had previously been far from joyous. My longest relationship, before I found my current partner, was with a woman. We were together for four years, and it was one of the most toxic, verbally and emotionally abusive relationships I’ve ever had. She often called me “worthless,” “fat,” “ugly,” and the list goes on. I stayed for far too long because I was afraid of leaving, afraid that I wasn’t going to find someone who accepted my body, afraid of being alone. I was terrified that I wouldn’t find another person to fully embrace me. Looking back, my partner didn’t even embrace me, and I certainly didn’t accept myself.

By the time I came out as a gay man at thirty years old (like I said, old in gay years), I wasn’t even sure what love and compatibility meant. I knew that I was attracted to men, but I was heavily influenced by my environment. I thought you had to be six feet tall with six-pack abs to even be considered fuckable. And as I began to date, I found out the belief in that lie was the norm for many of the men I encountered.

The toxicity that I had experienced in the straight world was downright endemic in the gay world—everyone seemed to be some type of fuckboy. But that’s because I was overlooking substance and character for muscles and perfect teeth.

Fuckboys Are Boring is a guidebook for anyone out there who has ever struggled with feeling inferior, unworthy, or less than while trying to find love in this digital dating hellscape. For years, I looked for a book from a guy’s perspective for dating in the modern world while living in a larger body. I needed a guide to help navigate all the weight discrimination, the nagging feelings of not being good enough, and the journey to feeling worthy of love while living within a prison of harmful social norms. But as they say, if you can’t find the book, write the book. So, I’m inviting you into my story, which began with wild dating experiences but ultimately became about my relationship with myself. Perhaps if we all spent more time sharing our own personal stories of struggle then maybe, just maybe, we could break down the stigmas and finally learn to love ourselves authentically—not in the syrupy sweet way that marketing and social media have defined as self-love.

Most of us have experienced the sparks of a new relationship: the butterflies, the intoxicating uncertainty, the obsession over texts and social media posts displaying flawless bodies. But what if love, acceptance, and sex had nothing to do with six-pack abs and sparks at all? What happens after all those feel-good chemicals in our brain wear off and we’re just two messy human beings trying to connect? What if we could redefine what true connection means in the first place? I spent my whole life believing that success and happiness couldn’t be achieved unless I had all of these external things that proved my worthiness. I thought every box had to be checked, and when it wasn’t, I found myself spiraling into a deep depression. I pushed myself to achieve an unrealistic level of success and find a fantasy romance like the ones in the movies, the flawless kind that our superficial society deems acceptable. It only took me thirty-three long years to finally understand that a fulfilling life is defined by me, not by anyone else, and that there aren’t enough fuckboys in the world to bring me the fulfillment I’m seeking.

To be honest, I’ve been a fuckboy too. My fuckboy heyday is the stuff of legend. But I’ve also been in years of therapy to work through my issues. Not all fuckboys are bad people; they’re just tragically boring. I don’t mean that they aren’t interesting people; they just refuse to grow—and that gets old real fast.

There are two types of fuckboys:


	
1. The Toxic Fuckboy—These fuckboys don’t care whom they hurt, and they love creating drama and chaos (oh, how I used to love the chaos). Example: the fuckboy who plants seeds about your future together and intentionally strings you along (a.k.a. breadcrumbing), even though he has no intention of pursuing anything beyond a fling.

	
2. The Decent Fuckboy—This fuckboy isn’t malicious; they just like booty calls with no strings attached. They’ll tell you up front that they are interested only in hooking up and that you’re free to leave if that’s not your cup of tea. They say goodbye instead of ghosting, and they treat you with decency and respect during your short encounter.



It’s all about intent. My boyfriend thought I was a fuckboy when we first met (which I was). It just so happened that I met him after I’d done enough healing and therapy to at least have an inkling that I wanted a more fulfilling relationship. Those two things, me meeting the man who would become my long-term boyfriend and being fed up with fuckboy life, came together at the perfect time, which allowed me to step out of Fuckboy Land and into a loving relationship.


The Compatibility Scale

But I didn’t just slip and fall into a meaningful relationship. When I got sick of the same nonsense on repeat in my dating life, I collaborated with my therapist and created a compatibility scale, which I used to rate my dates according to the things that mattered most to me. I wrote down my values and deal-breakers, created a list of nonnegotiables, and then rated each of my dates on a scale from 1 to 7 to determine how well they matched with my values in each category. It wasn’t until I crafted this compatibility scale that I realized how little six-pack abs and a chiseled jawline mattered when it came to what I truly wanted out of a relationship. In this book, I’ll share my personal compatibility scale (the one that led me to my long-term boyfriend) and help you create your own so you can venture into the dating world with a compass, knowing exactly what you want and with full knowledge of what you will and won’t tolerate.

Through the course of my dating life, I’ve met the full spectrum of fuckboys, every type imaginable. Each fuckboy brought with them a lesson I needed to learn about myself. Fuckboys Are Boring will take you through the tales of the comically tragic fuckboys I’ve dated, what they taught me, and what being attracted to different types of fuckboys says about those of us in the dating world.

But this isn’t just a catalog of salacious stories. I’ll also share my struggles with binge eating disorder, which led me to become the chair of the Ambassador Program at the National Eating Disorders Association. I’ll talk about the hard stuff, like overcoming OCD (obsessive-compulsive disorder) and getting out of an abusive relationship. I’ll discuss the work it took for me to get to a place where I unapologetically accepted myself, including my imperfect body. When we unapologetically accept ourselves, the odds of getting crystal fucked by a spiritual guru fuckboy decrease significantly. I wish I could say that’s the wildest story in this book, but as you’ll soon find out, it’s not even close.

Consider this a judgment-free zone for you to explore the adventures of Fuckboy Land and maybe get to know yourself a little better. In my opinion, everyone should date a man at least once to see how hard it is. Fortunately, I’ve dated every type of man, so you don’t have to.

This book can be used for entertainment or educational purposes (or both).1 It can also be used as a natural fuckboy repellent (trust me, when a fuckboy sees you casually reading this book on the beach, they’ll turn around and walk the other way). If it doesn’t repel the more persistent fuckboys, feel free to use this book as a weapon.


It is important to note that this book isn’t just for gay men, or people who date men. It’s a book for everyone seeking solace from the highs and lows of dating in the modern world.






	
1 The stories you are about to read are true, only the names (and some identifying details) have been changed to protect the (not so) innocent.








CHAPTER ONE Modern Dating Is a Dystopian Hellscape


Has online dating and the constant busy-ness of the modern world killed romance? The answer is yes and no. The romance our parents or grandparents knew is long gone, and, for some aspects of that outdated patriarchal paradigm, good riddance. But the act of courting someone you met at an ice-cream social, walking them to the movie theater, and holding hands on the first date—that’s history, and it’s also kind of sad. Because instead we’ve replaced it with Tinder swipes, mind games, porn fantasies, and uncomfortable sex in a car after knowing each other for only a few hours.

Dating in today’s society is like playing a game of Where’s Waldo? We are tasked with an endless search for our Waldo: a normal human who shares our values, isn’t creepy, and won’t ghost us. But Waldo is almost impossible to find in a sea of instant gratification fuckboys. The harder we search, the more desperate we become, or the more appealing it becomes to remain blissfully single with a few houseplants and a brunch bestie to keep us company.

With all of the apps at our fingertips, I can’t help but wonder, what if the technology that was designed to bring us together is actually pulling us apart? Gay psychiatrist and author of the Vox article “We Need to Talk About How Grindr Is Affecting Gay Men’s Mental Health,” Jack Turban called the app an “underground digital bathhouse” and found that some users are allured to it not by the rush to feel good but to stop feeling bad.

In a survey conducted by Turban, users told him that after they closed the app, they were left feeling more depressed and lonelier. And it’s the same story for heterosexual dating app users. Singles Reports found that four out of five dating app users reported feeling emotional fatigue and burnout. It’s a weird time to be dating in this everyone-at-your-fingertips, quick hookup, swipe-left-or-right, fuckboy, ghosting digital hell. No wonder we’re tired.

So how do we find our Waldo in this atmosphere? Well, we have to be able to spot the fuckboy pitfalls first. If we are to overcome the fuckboy, we must first understand the fuckboy. We must become familiar with their types, tactics, and tragic character flaws.


The Fetishizer Fuckboy

“I want to feed you jelly-glazed donuts as you bounce up and down on my dick.” Well, there are worse things, I thought. It took only about twenty minutes into our first date for me to realize something was… off about this guy. I would later find out that he was a feeder-and-gainer fetish fuckboy. For those who don’t know, a feeder and gainer is someone who gets off by watching people eat copious amounts of food and gain weight before their eyes. There’s a whole porn thing about it.

I found this attractive guy on an app. At that time, my only deciding factor for compatibility was their level of hotness, so I met him for a date at a bar. He was even cuter in person. At first, we got along great. As I listened to him talk, I started emotionally masturbating, a thing I did often on dates when I would envision my entire happy, gorgeous life with him… when I’ve known him for all of five minutes. I did this a lot.

In fact, as soon as I swiped right on a guy, the emotional masturbation would begin. We’d be traveling the world, going to dinner parties, and crying in each other’s arms after the most amazing sex ever in the house we bought together after a beautiful Victorian-style wedding where everyone dressed in pastel colors and did expertly choreographed dance routines to Katy Perry’s “Teenage Dream” on the dance floor…

Wait a minute, what is he looking at? My dreamy future husband’s eyes were glued to my stomach. It was hanging a bit over the waist of my pants.

“Is there something wrong?” I asked.

“Oh no,” he said. “I just have to tell you that I am so attracted to you.”

Oh, okay, this is great! I didn’t really understand what was happening, but I was into it. After going to a few more bars, my date insisted that I order food. I politely declined, but he kept pushing.

“Do you want to order some wings?” he pressed.

“No, I’m good.” I couldn’t help but notice this strange look in his eyes. As the end of the night approached, he invited me to hang out in his car for a bit. Surely, we will have a life-altering connection in his car, like the ones they have in movies. This would be the moment that could change our lives forever.

“Okay, sure,” I smiled (Victorian wedding, hot sex in every room of our French country home with a three-car garage because he just loves his woodworking hobby—wait, does he have any hobbies? Eh, I’ll find out later). His car just happened to be parked next to a late-night fast-food burger restaurant. It was around 1:30 a.m., and the drive-through line wound all the way around the parking lot. We were making out when suddenly he started grabbing my stomach and pinching my fat. I was a bit confused but loving the attention.

“What’s going on?” I stammered.

“You’re so hot,” he said. I looked down, and he had the biggest hard-on I’ve ever seen. Apparently, he was incredibly turned on by grabbing my fat. Then he started saying things like, “I want to feed you jelly-glazed donuts while you bounce up and down on my dick.”

Okay, what! I mean who doesn’t love a jelly donut, but this was not what I had in mind for our epic origin love story.

“I want you to wear a wrestling singlet while you stand on a scale,” he panted. “I want to watch you eat oatmeal raisin cookies that I made for you and see the number go up on the scale as you eat.”

Uh… what the fuck is wrong with this guy? I had no clue what the hell was happening. My woodworking future husband was suddenly grabbing my ass and saying, “Oh, it’s like Jell-O.” Wait, should I be offended by this? I was conflicted because he was comparing my butt to Jell-O, but I was oddly kind of into it. I couldn’t tell if this was disrespect and degradation or the most aggressive display of body positivity I’d ever seen.

This is fine, I thought. Isn’t it? After some fooling around and fogging up the windows, he asked me if I wanted a burger and then immediately broke down crying. He said it had been a year since he’d broken up with his boyfriend, and he hadn’t been intimate with anyone since.

After he finished sobbing, I awkwardly squirmed out of his car. “Um… have a great night,” I said.

You’d think that burger-donut-tear fest would’ve been the end of it, right? Nope! I wanted a connection so bad and felt so low about myself that I went home and googled what happened so I could understand him better. That’s when I discovered this guy had a fetish called “feeders and gainers.” I came across all of these porn sites with people grabbing stomachs and stuffing their faces, gaining weight on the spot, and moving the numbers up on a scale. I couldn’t believe this was actually a thing.

At first, I felt neither bad for myself nor disrespected. I even sent him a video the next day of me eating a cookie. He texted me back acknowledging his obvious need for therapy, and we never saw each other again.

My straight therapist sat wide-eyed across from me, her pen poised above her notebook, in total shock when I told her about the Fetishizer Fuckboy. It was clear that she was way out of her depth on this one. After she picked her jaw up off the floor, she expressed deep concern for me. As far as I know, I was her only gay patient, and she’d never heard of anything like this before.

“Don’t you feel disrespected?” she asked. I told her it just seemed like a fetish, so not really. Fetishes can be pretty common in the gay community, whether it’s feeders and gainers, race stuff, daddy stuff, or being fetishized for being a bigger guy. For a long time, I didn’t want to be a bear (a term in the gay community for larger, often harrier guys who are perceived as rugged and masculine). The more I thought about it and processed what happened, the more awful I felt. It was dehumanizing. I felt othered, like a reluctant novelty act in a sick circus I never agreed to join. There was resistance in me when it came to the subcultures of the gay community. Later, I thought maybe I should just own the way I’m perceived, bear, brawny, whatever. For me, it’s important that I’m showing up as someone with agency instead of as an unwilling participant.

The fetish fuckboy was so strange to me, and I wasn’t even into it. Yet I was willing to go out with him again because I was desperate for connection, and he was so good looking. He fit the bill of the “perfect guy” because all I was looking for was looks. Considering how much I was willing to overlook for this guy, I was stunned when he rejected me. The guy that wanted to get me in a wrestling singlet and watch me eat cookies on a scale told me he needed space.

The modern dating world is no place for the weak.




Dating Is a Mess Because People Are Messes

If you think about humanity as a whole, it’s no wonder dating is so… complicated. Everyone is knocking around with all of these unhealthy ideas, tendencies, and behaviors. We’re isolated and lonely, looking for someone who at least complements our crazy. Let’s face it, we’re all a little fucked up. We chase love, avoid love, or twist and distort love into fetishes and games. We are all desperate for connection, but we sabotage ourselves and, therefore, our ability to connect with others. We have become experts at reinforcing our barriers to love and genuine connection. And so, as a balm, we make up our own stories about whom we should love, how they should look, and what they can offer us.

If I had to pinpoint the moment my date with fetish fuckboy was doomed, it was long before he asked me to stuff my face with jelly donuts. We were doomed as soon as I started emotionally masturbating to a made-up version of the guy instead of paying attention to the complicated human being in front of me. I was willing to do whatever it took to fulfill my fantasy, even if it meant donning a wrestling costume and eating burgers on a scale.

Pia Mellody, author of Facing Love Addiction, has a profound philosophy on what I call “emotional masturbation.” In her interview with Alanis Morissette, Mellody said that love addicts will objectify their love interests and not even see them as human beings. When we get caught up in the fantasy, we’re not seeing the person, we’re seeing only what we make up about them. She asserts that love addicts tend to be attracted to people who are love avoidant. This usually stems from childhood. For instance, if a child was emotionally neglected by their parents, they may feel compelled to seek love. If left unchecked this seeking can turn into love addiction in their adult relationships. If a child was enmeshed with their parent, they may become love avoidant in adulthood. So while it would seem that I was the only one being objectified by the fetish fuckboy, the truth is, we were both objectifying each other. I went out with him for his looks, not for him as a person. When things got weird, I tried to maintain the connection because of my fantasy of him, not because I saw something in him as a human being.

In addition to our dysfunction around love, our sense of connection is often barricaded by superficiality and lack of trust. In this society, we’re taught that if we want to feel worthy and wanted, we must look a certain way. If we don’t meet the visual standards collectively made up by society, we feel inferior, which makes us act inferior, which shows the world that we believe we’re unlovable. People pick up on our insecurities and treat us the way we feel on the inside. Rejection and disrespect make us feel even worse about ourselves, and the cycle continues.

The unfortunate reality is that perceived attractiveness is connected to our livelihoods. Research confirms that we have a better chance of being hired if we’re hot. Attractive people get paid more, by about 12 percent. In politics, the cuter you are, the more likely you are to get elected. It’s called the “beauty premium” by psychologists. I call it total bullshit. We’re all chasing after these measurements that someone else decided we must meet in order to be successful, well liked, wealthy, and so on. While juggling all the human complexities surrounding relationships, we are also constantly swallowing a cocktail of societal expectations and standards that make truthful, vulnerable human connection nearly impossible.

We live in a world that says we are lovable only if our faces are chiseled and symmetrical, if nothing is sagging or jiggling, if we have six-pack abs, perfect smiles, and rock-hard, ten-inch dicks or pristine, tight, well-manicured pussies. In a landscape of impossible standards, it’s no wonder we are guarded and isolated.

Who wants to be soft and vulnerable in this mess? But what if we came up with our own measurements of worthiness instead?




A Sea of Swiped Faces

Online dating is a fairly new phenomenon. Our parents didn’t have dating apps. They had to go out and meet people the old-fashioned way—face to face, at singles bars and roller-skating rinks. Now our entire romantic future is determined by whether or not someone swipes left or right on us. We’ve reduced ourselves to photos flying by in half a second. Perhaps I’m stating the obvious here, but there’s something so cold and inhumane in these apps. I should know. I’ve spent countless hours on the apps, and ultimately I learned that I mean nothing to these people. I’m just another swipe.

If you’re someone like me, who is drawn to the fantasy of a person, social media is the worst place to find love and connection. First, if we’re scrolling and sliding into someone’s DMs, chances are we’re staring into that cold hard screen to soothe the sting of loneliness. Everyone is presenting a curated, fantasy version of themselves on social media, with filters, lighting, flattering angles, and lavish backdrops. We’re not seeing the truth behind those posts. Yet we still buy into it all.

During the height of the pandemic, I remember scrolling through Instagram. I came across this extremely attractive guy, so I went onto his feed and scrolled through his posts. Suddenly, I felt this sinking feeling in my stomach. It was a familiar feeling, but this time, I examined it. What I discovered is that that sinking feeling was coming from comparison. As Iyanla Vanzant said, “Comparison is an act of violence against the self.”

I didn’t look anything like this Instagram hottie. He had abs that could grate cheese and hundreds of thousands of follows and likes. How could I possibly compete when my posts are only getting a few hundred likes and my abs look… nothing like that?

I felt sad that I would never be the boyfriend on his arm. Looking at his feed, I felt discouraged because I thought I would never have that many followers or likes, no matter how many hours I spent creating the perfect posts. Then it hit me. I could just unfollow this guy. In fact, I have the freedom to unfollow anyone who makes me feel like shit. This is true in the real world too. If someone is bringing you down, making you feel bad about yourself or the world, or adding negative value to your life, you can walk away. Why should we torture ourselves?

For some, dating apps are the beginning of a beautiful relationship. For others, dating apps are an endless pursuit of the perfect mate or moment. A study in the Journal of Social and Personal Relationships showed that some participants struggled with compulsive use of dating apps. They felt more confident as their online persona versus their real-life selves. Some of the participants even admitted that they missed school, work, and social activities because of their use of dating apps.

It can be so intoxicating, scrolling through these apps and lubing up for another emotional masturbation session. I’d swipe right, we would match, and all of a sudden, I’d be swept up into a fantasy. Within seconds, we’re spending the summer at his parent’s lake house and celebrating Christmas in Paris, as a family. We’d fight only about the little things, retire in Italy, and die in our sleep at ninety-seven years old in each other’s arms… oh wait… he’s only five foot seven? Ew. Never mind. Swipe!

There is so little at stake for us and the person on the other end of the screen. We can easily dismiss, swipe left, or ghost for the most superficial reasons, like height. But in the digital dating age, everybody is swiping and ghosting. It’s the name of the game and the opposite of personal.

I’m guilty of it too. When things become too real (apparently nobody can see the fantasy in my head and act accordingly), it’s tempting to cut and run. I was hooked on the adrenaline rush of new dating relationships. But just like Leo DiCaprio’s girlfriends, young relationships eventually age.

For a love addict like me, stable, long-term relationships don’t hit the brain like a random weird encounter in the parking lot of a burger joint. The thrill was in the chase. If there was no chase, I’d lose interest. I started playing the game too, giving my dates nicknames instead of calling them by the name they gave on the app. This was my way of protecting myself from people who had no stake in the game of online dating. They had to earn their way out of the nicknames I gave them. If we met and there was a connection, I’d call them by their real name. Until then, they were the Fetishizer, Cocaine Cowboy, Mama’s Boy, and so on. If they weren’t real to me, their names wouldn’t be real either.





Love In the Time of COVID

For me, the pandemic was fuckboy central, but it was also nice guy central. The age of COVID-19 was a bizarre landscape for dating. I was going on three dates a week, and the stakes were low. Instead of high-priced meals at fancy restaurants, we met over Zoom. And I wasn’t spending hours trying to make myself attractive before dates. I relied on flattering lighting and camera angles to hide what I wanted hidden. This alleviated the stress of worrying that my date would see my fat rolls and reject me. Pandemic dating was all over the place. On my first pandemic date, we wound up naked in our beds. Then I had one guy show his asshole to the camera… because he thought that’s what I wanted to see.

Still, there were other guys who seemed genuinely interested in starting a relationship. Jesse and I hit it off right away over Zoom. After a few months, we decided it was safe to meet in person without too much worry about catching COVID. We enjoyed a socially distanced dinner and had fun together. I thought we had a good connection. That is, until the next day, when he texted me to tell me that my neighborhood, Santa Monica, is too far away from him. If you live in L.A., you know that nobody dates anyone on the other side of the 405 freeway because it essentially becomes a long-distance relationship. It’s only nine miles but the traffic is unbearable, especially on or around the 405.

On a later pandemic date, I met up with a music manager. I went to his house thinking this was just a date and I wasn’t even going to hook up with him. But when I got there, he said, “I want you to meet somebody.”

On our first date, this guy brings out his children. His children!

Let the fantasy begin! I was ready to be the best stepdad in the world to these little angels. I’d carry them on my shoulders while they ate cotton candy at the carnival. We’d have tough conversations about bullies at school. I’d read them bedtime stories, and they would wrap their little arms around me and tell me how much they love me. After the date, I never heard from that guy again. Oh, how I miss my little stepchildren.




Fuckboy Quiz

Through my extensive fuckboy dating history, I’ve named and categorized the fuckboys into a handy cheat sheet for the purpose of this book. If you’re like me and have been through the fuckboy circus that is modern dating, you likely have a type or two. I invite you to take the quiz that follows to determine which fuckboy you’re most attracted to so you can see what to watch out for in the future.


	
1. Where are you most likely to meet your fuckboy?

	
a. At hot yoga or the juice bar

	
b. At Weight Watchers, a shoe store, or sex shop

	
c. At the coffee shop or bookstore

	
d. At church or the country club

	
e. On a dating app

	
f. At a gala or event

	
g. At the hospital or courthouse (any place where rescuing is involved)

	
h. After he rear-ends you on the street

	
i. At the bar after three shots of tequila





	
2. You make a connection with someone, what’s the first thing they say to you?

	
a. Your aura is breathtaking!

	
b. Your (insert body part) is so hot!

	
c. Hey, I think I got your matcha latte by mistake.

	
d. Wanna go somewhere and talk? My mom is watching.

	
e. I love your pictures, wanna FaceTime?

	
f. I don’t usually do this, but would you like to come back to my place after the party?

	
g. Hey there, brought you an ice pack/coffee.

	
h. I’m not one to mince words. I think we could have a good time together. Let’s get out of here.

	
i. Wanna do some blow with me in the bathroom?





	
3. Where do you go on your first date?

	
a. A sound bath followed by a colon cleanse

	
b. Fatburger or the local porn shop

	
c. Wherever’s cool

	
d. His mother’s house for dinner

	
e. A Zoom room with perfect lighting and angles

	
f. A celebrity party in the Hollywood Hills

	
g. The hospital or courthouse cafeteria

	
h. The back seat of his’91 Camry

	
i. Your place with him in your bathroom losing his battle with the cocaine shits





	
4. What happens at the end of the date?

	
a. He asks if he can stick a crystal up your ass.

	
b. He cries in shame because he knows his fetish made you feel weird. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what’s wrong with me,” he sobs, as you comfort him.

	
c. You’ve already planned your wedding.

	
d. His mom tells you its past her son’s bedtime so you should probably be going.

	
e. You both “finish” and leave the Zoom meeting.

	
f. After fucking in someone’s bedroom at the party, you walk through a sea of former/current lovers, all glaring at you as you exit.

	
g. He grabs the check because you forgot your wallet, and you both grab each other in the parking lot.

	
h. With him saying, “Kick rocks, fuck buddy,” as he hurries you out of his car and peels out of the parking lot.

	
i. With him stumbling out of your place at seven in the morning, your belongings hidden in his jacket.





	
5. How does the “situation-ship” usually end?

	
a. Your finding out he went to Tahiti for a silent retreat

	
b. You’re five pounds heavier or you have retail therapied yourself into a new pair of Jimmy Choo’s you can’t afford.

	
c. Crying to your friends over your made-up relationship

	
d. With an angry voice mail from his mother and a pile of his unwashed laundry

	
e. With a high phone/Zoom bill and zero human touch

	
f. Blacklisted with blue balls

	
g. Sobbing in your therapist’s office… again.

	
h. At the clinic with fucking chlamydia… again.

	
i. With an insurance claim and/or police report








Types of Fuckboys (results):


	
a. If you answered mostly a’s, your fuckboy type is the Spiritual Guru.


	
b. If you answered mostly b’s, you’re into the Fetishizer Fuckboy.


	
c. If you answered mostly c’s, your fuckboy type is Mr. No Strings Attached.


	
d. If you answered mostly d’s, get ready to babysit your Man-Child Fuckboy.


	
e. If you answered mostly e’s, you’re on the screen with a Long-Distance Fuckboy.


	
f. If you answered mostly f’s, you’ve got yourself a Celebrity Fuckboy.


	
g. If you answered mostly g’s, your fuckboy is Mr. Knight in Shining Armor.


	
h. If you answered mostly h’s, you’ve got an Asshole Fuckboy on your hands.

	
i. If you answered mostly i’s, giddyup, you’ve lassoed yourself a Cocaine Cowboy.




Each of these fuckboy types are covered in more depth in chapter two in the Fuckboy Wall of Shame. Feel free to flip ahead and see what the Wall of Shame says about your fuckboy. Then come back for more on how to avoid these fuckboy pitfalls. Don’t worry, we’re all in this together.
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