
not thinking two steps ahead about how 
I could heighten his so that he wouldn’t 
remember me as the fat girl. In fact, I 
didn’t think about his opinion much at 
all. I stayed in the moment.

The next morning I ate his muffins 
and sent him my number in case he 
wanted to see me again, but he never re-
sponded. This isn’t a story about heart-
break or rejection, however. I Tindered 
on, making out with budding DJs, sleep-
ing with a guy who worked in reality 
television, kissing tattooed sales reps. 
My interest in them varied, but one 
thing was constant: My body was now 
normal enough to be unremarkable. 
Remarkable.—Marisa Meltzer

CASE STUDY 4

she knows 
from bad dates

CASE STUDY 5

she dIsCoVered 
another kInd of  
IntImaCy

His tagline was “I don’t want no savior, baby. I 
just want to have a good time,” so I should have 
known I wouldn’t. But my rule of thumb is that if a 
man on Tinder actually asks me on a date and 
then follows up to confirm it (which happens 
maybe one out of 100 times when you match), I 
say yes. We agree to meet in the East Village at 
10 p.m.—sketchy late, another bad sign. He texts 
me beforehand to say he’s checked out my 
Facebook profile and thinks I’m hotter than he 
originally thought. Is that a compliment? I say I 
don’t cheat by Facebooking, but I do scroll his 
Twitter feed, which is full of gems such as: “The 
reason Tinder will never work like a Grindr for 
straight people, the way it’s supposed to, is 
because of women.” Then he asks me how tall I 
am. I start to feel like a sex-toy doll, but I’m 
curious enough about how I’ll handle him to 
show up.

Him: Tall, as advertised, but more techie 
than rocker in person; he can’t carry off his 
knuckle tattoos and thick silver rings, never 
mind those earrings that stretch the lobes. We 
go inside the sushi place he’s chosen. He 
immediately knocks his beer into my lap. In lieu 
of an apology, he tells me he cofounded Bang 
With Friends, an app for arranging purely 
sexual hookups (and which recently changed 
its name to Down). This explains his tweets, I 
think. (Oh, and when I later checked, I couldn’t 
find his name associated with Bang or Down, so 
he’s a liar, too!) Then he asks me why I’m single. I 
want to leave/die. What’s worse, the place is 
cash only, and he doesn’t have enough. I pay 
for our beers and his Philadelphia rolls.

He’s decided we’ll go to another bar. For 
reasons I can’t entirely explain, I agree to this 
plan. He tries to hold my hand somewhere along 
Avenue A and spits into the street once…and 
again, and again. He explains he quit smoking 

(“disgusting habit”), and this is a side effect, but I 
don’t mind, do I? Uncharacteristically, I tell the 
unvarnished truth: “Actually, I do.” It doesn’t 
register. He baby-talks to every dog we meet 
and keeps spitting.

When we get to the bar, he asks if he can kiss 
me. I shake my head no and down my beer so 
fast I get a head rush. I tell him I think most guys, 
him included, don’t have the guts to Bang With 
Friends. He says he often has sex with women 
and then “lets them sleep over” to be polite. I 
say I’ve had enough of shitty, gray-area 
pseudorelationships like that (I want a 
boyfriend or a sex friend, nothing in between) 
and bolt for a taxi. As I’m crossing the Brooklyn 
Bridge, my cell phone vibrates: “When can I see 
you again?”—Elyse Moody

I matched with X on Tinder and eventu-
ally agreed to an in-person meet-up that 
proved completely devoid of chemistry 
or intimacy (crowded dive bar, friend en-
tourages for each of us, forced conversa-
tion). Still, when he texted out of the blue 
a few weeks later—“Hey hey. Happy af-
ternoon. What are you doing?” (an opener 
as boring and unoriginal as his face-to-
face material)—I happily responded. My 
inner monologue went something like 
this: I’m sitting at my desk at 3 p.m. on 
a Wednesday debating whether the line 
will be longer at the Starbucks across 
the street or the one next door—what 
do I have to lose? Which is roughly the 
same logic that governed for the next 
three months as we engaged in on-and-
off texting conversations about nothing 
in particular (“When is it going to stop 
snowing?”) with an unspoken lack of mo-
tivation to ever meet again. 

To be clear, this never became a vir-
tual relationship of the Anthony Weiner 
sort. In fact, I think I’d have to fight to 
get it even a PG-13 rating. (The most 
racy it ever got? He mentioned once hav-
ing gone on a date with a woman who 
lived in my friend’s building. Me: “They 
have benches in the showers there.” 
Him: “I never got to see the showers.”) 
Steamy. But it did get weirdly intimate. 
Sometimes I’d find myself briefing him 
on quotidian details of my life—an as-
signment at work, an unpleasant trip 
to the dentist—that I never got around 
to telling my closest friends. When he’d 
ask if I ever resolved that problem with 
American Airlines/found my debit card/

recovered from all that novocaine, I felt 
fleetingly known. I’d wonder if there 
were anyone else in the world who knew 
as much about me in that particular mo-
ment as this man, a practical stranger. 
Which began to disturb me, and prob-
ably explains why our communication 
gradually dwindled to nothing. 

But I don’t regret the interlude. I 
understand why studies have reported 
that texting can be as intoxicating as co-
caine. I thrill a little at the telltale iPhone 
ding and long for it when too many 
minutes—forget hours—pass without it. 
Beyond that, I enjoyed the companion-
ship X and I shared, circumscribed 
as it was. As for what he got out of it, I 
think much the same as I did. Then 
again, I honestly don’t know him very 
well.—Amanda FitzSimons

CASE STUDY 6 

she got 
sCrewed— 
and not In a 
good way
Last summer this guy who lived in L.A. but was in 
New York City for vacation began messaging 
me. It was a fun back-and-forth for a couple of 
days, a little flirty, then the messaging stopped 
suddenly. Eh, bummer. But pretty par for the 
course with Tinder. That Friday a friend invited 
me to a party in Brooklyn. As soon as I walk in, I 
spot Tinder dude. We get introduced and 
there’s the mortifying “I think I know you from 
Tinder.” We end up having a tiny, couple-day 
thing. He went back to L.A. and it all started. 
Texting. Instagram. Twitter. Facebook. We were 
connected in every way but emotionally. Six 
months later he’s back in New York, we meet up 
for drinks, and he tells me dramatically that the 
rest of the visit he’ll be too busy to hang out. I 
don’t know if it was the three drinks or all the 
months of buildup, but I started crying. I 
stopped into a store, eyeliner running down my 
face, and the store manager comes over. 
“Whoever he is, he’s not worth it,” he says. 
“There’s lots of good guys out there! You should 
try Tinder!”—As told to Molly Langmuir

Laura Downey // @LauraADowney

I had a guy ask me if 
I wanted to set the 
temp to 78, listen to 
some marvin gaye, 
and rub baby oil on 
each other. #eLLetinder

139PsychologybeaUty
#ELLEFOLLOWS // Alice Gao // @Alice_Gao // 743K — Instagram

This NYC-based photographer doesn’t shoot food porn, she shoots 
aesthetically pleasing minimalist food porn, plus envy-inducing 
apartment shots and selfies that should be called self-portraits.


