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Preface

Ladies, when you were born, God gave you a mind to think with and a heart to feel with. He gave you intuition to use as your personal crystal ball to see through truth and lies, as well as the good and bad in people. As you grew up, your mind and your intuition were either nurtured or stifled by events and people. If they were nurtured, they became more keen and aware. If they were stifled, they became dull and you tended not to trust them anymore. Our hearts were either well cared for and uplifted through loving connections and respect or broken by those who would look to decieve and hurt us. Too many broken hearts from lies and pain lead to a lack of trust in self and others. This renders your natural instincts helpless and places you in danger. This breakdown leads to poor choices in men and relationships and lowers self-esteem.

For too many of us, this is our truth. We have given up our power and are lost. We no longer trust our God-given instincts or intuition to provide guidance. We have forgotten who we were created to be and what our purpose is.

We wrote this book to remind you of who you are and to get you to see your greatness again. 


Each of us has experienced relationship love, happiness, and pain. Some of us know what it is like to try to hold on to people that we loved who didn’t love us back. Many of us can relate to making the decision to let go of relationships and dating habits that no longer serve our greater purpose. Here you will see some of those stories.

[image: 2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0011_001]
If you are a reader of self-help or relationship books, you have undoubtedly heard of Dr. John Gray, the author of seventeen relationship books, that have sold 50 million books worldwide, including Men Are from Mars, Women Are from Venus (New York: HarperCollins, 1992), the book that told us that men and women think differently. Perhaps you have heard of George Gilder, who authored Men and Marriage (Gretna: Pelican, 1986), the man who stated in no uncertain terms, “In virtually every known society, sex is regarded either as a grant by the woman to the man or as an object of male seizure. In most societies, the man has to pay for it with gifts or service.” His book goes on to say, “The male role in marriage . . . in every known human society, is to provide for women and children. In order to marry, in fact, . . . almost every human society first requires the man to prove his capacity to maintain the woman.” Or how about Hill Harper, the Harvard-educated actor turned author who wrote the popular dating book The Conversation (Penguin, 2009), who gave us a peek into dialogue about many subjects from black men dating white women to sistas and their attitudes. Each of these men humbly offers a peek into a male perspective on relationships. Then we have Steve Harvey who gave us Act Like a Lady, Think Like a Man (New York: HarperCollins, 2009) who told us many of the same things found in the earlier books, as well as how to think and how many days to wait before sex. He has promised us that if we play our cards right, we can learn how to find a man, get a man, and keep a man by following just a few crucial steps, straight from the handbook of the original player himself. His book got many of us talking and thinking a whole lot about these ideas, relationships, and dating. We’ll talk more about this book later.

Ladies, to keep it all the way real, no one book has all the answers. If it did, there wouldn’t be a need for a new book, and there wouldn’t be news specials or forums on why women can’t find a husband or keep a man, even with all the knowledge and great advice that is out there. So why us, why now? Because it is time—it is time for some real girlfriend talk about the BS and about the state of our situation.

This book is not written by a guru or self-proclaimed expert. The reason this book is relevant is because it is “straight talk, no chaser” (as Gena Pitts named it while discussing her article about the book in Pro-Sports Wives Magazine, December 2009) complete with dating revelations from women who look, think, and act like you; who have been through what you have been through and have decided enough is enough and that we can do better. No, we are not a man, so we don’t think like one, nor will we ever. We are emotional, strong, loving creators of this earth. Without whom nothing comes to life.

This book of personal stories, interviews, quotes, and revelations will reinforce for you that our views resemble yours. Our walk, hurt, and pain will look and feel exactly like what you have been through. Our recovery and change is something palpable. Something you can feel, believe, and perhaps have experienced.

If what you are currently doing, reading, and saying is working for you, great! Keep doing it. If not, and you want to see a moving picture of relationship lessons from women as well as hear men’s comments and witness revolutionary advice that will work if you use it, then turn the page and let’s get this change started. As Brahma the king of the gods so eloquently stated to Siddhartha the enlightened one, “some of us perhaps have only a little dirt in our eyes and could awaken if we only heard ‘This’ story.” Let’s awaken together.

Remember, information and advice should be consumed like you eat fish, eat the meat and take out the bones (my sister Carolyn gave me that one). Keep and use what works for you from all sources, spit out the rest and move on to the next source. Know that all the knowledge in the world only helps if you apply it to your situation, otherwise its just information. So open the door to Why Do I Have to Think Like a Man? How to Think Like a Lady and Still Get the Man and let’s get this party “with a purpose” started.



Introduction



Shanae 

When I was thirteen, my mom received a job promotion that required our family to move from El Centro to Bakersfield, California. I was entering high school in a new city, but I must admit, Bakersfield was a step up from El Centro. At Stockdale High, located in a dusty town in the middle of California where only a handful of black people lived, I met the man who would help mold my current vision of what a man should and should not be. If I believed in love at first sight then, I would tell you that is what I felt when I met Cory Hall.

I clearly recall standing in the hallway my freshman year, socializing with some of my classmates, when this guy walked up on the right side of me. He was so handsome. I had never seen a man who made me stop and stare before, but this guy did. I asked around to find out who he was and if he had a girlfriend. I was told that his name was Cory, he played football, and that he was either very shy or gay because he didn’t socialize with females much. I later found out he wasn’t gay and he was asking about me, too. He was too shy to ask me for my number, so he gave his to my friend who gave it to me. We began talking on the phone a lot and spending small amounts of time together outside of class. I told my mom and everyone I knew that I was going to marry him! I didn’t know when, I just knew he would be the “one” at some point in my life.

Cory and I went on our first date when I was fifteen, and I quickly learned that boys will only become men if you force them to. Assuming I was like the other girls he had gone out with before, Cory thought he could take me on a date without any money—basically on a free date. Since I knew, even as a young girl, never to go on a date without any cash, I usually kept fifty dollars in my purse. I also knew that if a guy wanted to date me, he had better come correct.

When Cory and I pulled up to the window at the drive-in movie theater, the attendant said, “Seven dollars, please.” Cory looked at me, and I looked back at him. Without even thinking of reaching into my purse to pull out my money, I told him to take me home and said, “Don’t ever go out with me with the expectation that I will pay!”

Instead of taking me home, Cory drove us to his house to get a small check his dad had sent him. He then drove to Liquor King, a liquor store in the neighborhood that would cash checks, got his money, and drove us back to the drive-in. Once we were settled in, I showed Cory that I had money, and reiterated to him that I was not that kind of girl. “You can be a star athlete and one of the most beautiful men that I have ever seen, but you have to understand that it still costs to date me.” That moment was a building block in the foundation of our relationship. Cory now understood that if he wanted me to be his girl, he had to be a man when he was with me. We never had that discussion again.

After high school, we moved in together and shared most of the bills. Because I worked at a bank and made more than his $526 football scholarship check, I bought most of the groceries and took care of the miscellaneous things that we needed. Cory always said, “When I make it to the NFL your only job will be the house, our kids, and being my wife,” and he kept his word. In 1999, Cory was the second pick of the third round in the NFL draft. A few weeks after the draft, he sent me a couple dozen roses with a note that said, “Yes, I will marry you!” I called and said, “Where is the ring?” He said, “I haven’t got my signing bonus yet, but as soon as it comes, I got you.” This is how my life began as an NFL wife.

Rhonda 

I have spent half of my life either married or seeking a committed relationship. Some of the men I dated were decent, and some were just downright awful. I have stuck with guys who were broke and broken in spirit. I’ve been with the guy who needed a loan to help pay his bills, the guy who needed help getting a cell phone because his credit was bad, and the one who was always overdrawn on his account. Guess what? I loaned them money and paid some of their bills. Why? Because I could and wanted to show my “independence.” I have had the liar, the cheater, and some who were a combination of both. Back then it didn’t matter. I was just happy to have a man. I never thought about standards. Without an example of a “good man,” I simply followed my heart and became attached to what I thought was love, in the name of love. The end result was lose-lose all the way around.

I had two children by the time I was seventeen years old. As a young, African American teenage mom from a broken home, the odds were stacked against me. Pushing through the odds, I obtained a job in Corporate America and worked diligently. And the hard work paid off. I was promoted every two to three years and proved to myself that I was in charge of my life. I controlled my own destiny. By the time I was thirty-two years old, I was the epitome of Ms. Independent. I had the new house, the new Rover, the designer shoes and clothes, and the well-dressed children. My relationships, however, were in complete turmoil. I still had a long way to go before I would figure it all out.

Shanae and I hope that as you read this book, you will see the message behind the stories, laugh at the obvious, and be relieved to know that you are not the only one experiencing certain situations in your relationships. We also hope our stories will inspire and encourage you to take better care of yourself. Our ultimate goal is to help you build yourself up, to help eliminate unnecessary dating drama in your life, and encourage you to establish healthier relationships overall.

Shanae 

What do men really want? That’s the billion-dollar question. It’s probably safe to assume that if anyone knew, Bill Clinton wouldn’t have risked impeachment; John Wayne Bobbitt would still have an intact penis; Steve McNair would be headed to the Pro Bowl; David Carradine would be working on his next film; and Neil Diamond, Michael Jordan, Mel Gibson, Steven Spielberg, and countless other men would be hundreds of millions of dollars richer. So, we won’t even attempt to answer that question.

What we hope you will learn from this book is how to get the most out of your relationships and to explore what you need to work on within yourself to achieve this goal. Truly, you are the only one who can change yourself and therefore your circumstances.

Let’s get started.

Dating Game 101 

Have you ever had a relationship that fell apart for no obvious reason? Ever found out that the man you had fallen in love with or liked a whole lot was not the guy you thought he was? Ever been lied to, cheated on, or misled by a man? Have you ever gone through any of these scenarios and quite simply couldn’t think of anything else to say but, “What the hell just happened?” If you answered “yes” to any of these questions, we can relate because so have we! Many times we have asked, what the hell is going on in relationships today? Why should we have to “think like a man” when dating? Is that the only way to find relationship bliss? What do men want and what does it take to find love, commitment, and honesty in a relationship? Does it even exist? We found that in many of our dating experiences, the stories were the same. Whether the guys were rich or middle class, young or old, well educated or not, the bottom line was all men wanted something from us but many didn’t want to give anything in return. Men wanted our goodies and our time for free.

So what do we do? How do we set our standards so that we experience a win-win situation every time? How do we ensure that no matter how it turns out, we can walk away feeling like we spent our time well and benefited from the dating experience?

First, you have to know your value as a woman. That means feeling comfortable expecting a particular level of treatment from anyone you encounter. God created us in His image, which is greatness, and we have to expect that same level of greatness from anyone we allow in our lives. Sadly, we can’t tell you how many conversations we’ve had with men and women who have equated having these expectations with some form of prostitution. Our question is: “So what is it called when we just lie down, expect nothing, and get nothing? What’s the label for that?” In our opinion, that example is just a fraction of the brainwashing that men have been able to get away with for decades. The sad part is that many of us have bought into it. Men today would like us to believe that we want too much if we ask for anything other than sex.

Second, don’t let your independence get in the way of letting a man be a man. There are women who are proud to say, “I don’t want anything from a man!” These women relate well to the lyrics of Ne-Yo’s 2008 song, “Miss Independent,” which say:



I love it when she says, 

“It’s cool, I got it, I got it, I got it”

And everything she got, she works for it 

Or Jamie Foxx’s lyrics to “She Got Her Own” (the remix), which say:

Now all my ladies that don’t need a man for nothing, 

except some of that good lovin’, 

Let me hear you say ooh, ooh, ooh, ooh . . .

Ladies, please! As independent women ourselves, this is bullshit. We could sell ten million copies of this book and our position would still be the same. If you’re sleeping in it, “you” bought it; if you’re driving in it, “you” bought it; and if you’re eating it, best believe you bought it. Men have women thinking this mess is fly. We fully embrace and support independent women who have their own money and are able to do nice things for their men, but we are also strong advocates of allowing men the opportunity to demonstrate their manhood by serving as a provider. We invite you to explore this in more detail with us in later chapters.

THE WORLD ACCORDING TO STEVE 

We would be remiss if we didn’t again mention Steve Harvey’s book, Act Like a Lady, Think Like a Man. We certainly read the book and are sure many of you did, too. We want to take time to thank Mr. Harvey for the book that got us all talking about relationships. He raised some interesting topics and gave some useful advice. And with all due respect, he also gave us some advice that was suspect and made us wonder WTF? (Throughout the book,we use the acronym WTF which means “What the fu*k?” Sometimes this is the only comment to best describe the situation!)

In this book, we are going to show you by example why the time is right for change. This book is going to debunk some of the myths you have heard and give you what Steve (and no other man for that matter) could not—an uncensored, woman’s view on dating. In just a few short pages you will find real stories and reasons why you must reclaim your power. These will be raw and uncut depictions of married and single women committing mistakes, selling themselves short, hearing but not listening to the men they date and not heeding the obvious warnings.

No man can ever tell you what it’s like to date a man, trust his words, invest your time, invest your emotions, then sleep with him, only to be left hanging—or find that he doesn’t feel the same about you anymore or that he suddenly needs “time to think things through” as he vanishes out of your life and into the next woman’s bed. No man can ever tell you how it feels to meet a guy who says to you, “I am single looking for my queen” only to discover after dating for several months, he is actually married.

This book will be like watching a powerful, drama-filled, action-packed movie. While reading it, you just might see yourself or someone you know in the starring role making the same mistakes over and over again, being victimized until one day they wake up, look in the mirror, and realize they have the kryptonite—the power to turn it all around.

Recently, my girlfriend experienced a situation that reminded her how guys are very confident about stating their standards and could care less how it makes women feel. I was in Las Vegas for the Mayweather fight. I brought a girlfriend with me and met up with one of my boyfriend’s friends. My friend is a very pretty girl with beautiful long black hair (it’s real), straight teeth, and great skin—just a cute girl. When I introduced them, she noticed that the guy didn’t really even look at her. A few days later, when I saw him, I asked why he had acted like that. He said, “Because she didn’t have hips or a butt.” Huh? Wow! Now, if we were to say, “Naw, I can’t talk to that guy because I heard his penis is the size of my thumb,” or “His bank account balance looks like a bad credit score,” then we’d be called all kinds of bad names. These are the kind of double-standards we are talking about. Guys have no problem with their very clear and oftentimes superficial standards for women, but if we let them know straight up what we want, then we’re “doing too much” or being “too demanding.” What did rapper Drake say? “The game needs changin’ and I’m the mother fu*kin’ cashier!”

Quite honestly, after you read some of these true events, you’ll see that there are no better words to express the emotion than WTF. Some of the names have been changed to protect the guilty and the innocent, who are our friends and family. Sit back, relax, and enjoy.



Part
 One

What Do Men Really Want?



Chapter 1:
You Can’t Change Him



Don’t hate the player; hate the game. It’s not the man that makes the difference, it’s how you deal with the man that makes the difference between heartbreak and a mutually beneficial situation. First off, women need to stop walking around with blinders on. If you see that the man of your dreams is promiscuous, a flirt, a liar, or selfish, he isn’t going to change because you gave him some (that is, had sex with him) or because you gave birth to his child. Let’s be realistic. If he is trifling, that is his character, period. Now, most men do grow up at some point, and the things they desire from their women can change. But for the most part, barring divine intervention, a strong desire to change, or intensive therapy, a man’s character is consistent throughout his life.

Shanae 

October 2006, my birthday weekend, my mom bought us tickets to see the Laffapalooza comedy show held in Atlanta every year. The plan was dinner, the concert, and (hopefully) the after party. So, after the show, I went up to the emcee of the show and asked if I could get tickets to the after party. He asked who I was there with, I pointed to my mom, he smiled, then promptly led us backstage. While backstage I met a man, who I will call “Mark.” He was funny, friendly, and seemed very sweet.

Mark and I exchanged numbers and stayed in contact. We talked on the phone, text messaged each other, i-chatted, e-mailed, and saw each other in different cities as mere friends. There were several nights we stayed together and slept in the same bed without having sex.

One night, I visited Mark at his home in Los Angeles. It was a beautiful mansion on the hill. He had just moved into the house so there wasn’t much furniture, except for a few beds and a flat screen TV. We talked about his plans to decorate and how happy he was to have found that place. We stayed up all night laughing and talking. Around 5:30 in the morning, we took his Hummer to the top of the hill and watched the sunrise. It was so romantic. Afterward, we returned to Mark’s house and slept. We literally just went to sleep—no kissing, no making out.

Mark and I established a really nice friendship in a short amount of time. I have to admit, over the course of our friendship, I saw Mark with many different women. I don’t think that I ever saw him with the same girl twice. Yet, it never bothered me because we were just friends, and all I thought about were his great qualities, and how humorous, nurturing, smart, and talented he was. Then one day the dynamics of our relationship changed, and I knew Mark could “get it.” He was celebrating his birthday in Miami, and I decided to join him at the party along with a host of other guests. All of Mark’s family came together to celebrate his birthday and, for some reason, it made him very emotional. He was crying while holding his mom’s hand and then I started crying. It was a very moving moment. We embraced for a moment and wiped the tears away and the party commenced. We danced, drank, and had an incredible time. As the night began to wind down, we shared our first real kiss, and other passionate events (can’t kiss and tell). When the night was over, we were too intoxicated to escalate our intimacy to the next level. I gave him a soft kiss on the lips, went to my room alone, and fell asleep.

We still saw each other regularly, but our next one-on-one time didn’t take place until the following year. Shortly after I had moved to Los Angeles, I showed up unannounced at his office, as I had sometimes done in the past. On this particular day, he had to leave early and head to the studio to finish up some work. He asked me if I wanted to accompany him. “Sure,” I answered. We were at the studio for about three hours when he told me he had to go to a meeting. He invited me to dinner at a restaurant in Santa Monica, where he was supposed to have his meeting. The dinner was great; he was wonderful company and we had a really nice time. I felt good about meeting his acquaintances. Things felt right. At the end of our great evening, we returned to the studio to finish listening to his upcoming CD. Suddenly, he walked over to a keyboard and began playing and singing a song he had written. It was so beautiful. I thought I had died and gone to heaven. I was completely caught up in the moment.

When the date was over, Mark gave me a kiss on my lips and on both butt cheeks. That was it. The date was over. And I left with a feeling of euphoria. I was in love, or at least “in strong like.” Several months elapsed before the opportunity for romance arose again. This time it was far less romantic and far more natural and spontaneous. Okay, I will stop playing and get to the good stuff. One night in Mark’s office, he and I were talking about the American Idol show that had just aired. It was late and I had just begun to get my things together to leave. I walked over to Mark and gave him a hug and a kiss on the cheek as I always did. But this time it was different. We made eye contact with one another and began kissing passionately. His hand slowly moved up my back as we made our way to the sofa. . . . at least that is how it went in my mind. In real life, next thing I knew we were butt naked on the desk, and I was wondering why he still had on his mid-calf socks. (smile)

After knowing each other almost three years, we finally made love. There is something really provocative about having sex in an office. To this day, I can’t walk past Mark’s office without thinking about all the positions we were able to find in such a small area.

On my way home, I was all smiles. It was sensual and impulsive. I had no regrets. After this, I just knew we would start spending more time together and talking on the phone more. That is not what happened. Four days after our erotic sex, he sent me a text message that read “good night” signed with a smiley face. Not a call, to ask if I was okay. A text message! And four days later! Ain’t that about a bitch?! Now keep in mind, I held out for three years! It’s comical now but back then, I was kinda hurt. The moral of this story is that you need to see the man and situation for what they are—call a spade a spade. I knew early on that Mark saw different women, but for some reason I thought after three years, our relationship would be different. If a man changes into a diamond (aka a keeper), it won’t be because of what you did or didn’t do. It will be because it was just that time in his life to change his ways or settle down. It will have little to do with you personally, except that you arrived at the right time and place in his life.

Now let’s talk about the part women play in men becoming “players.” My story shows how, in certain situations, women contribute to this whole phenomenon. All too often, we opt to look past the warning signs that are directly in front of our faces. Instead, we see only what we want to see. As women, we see in men whatever we are missing or desire the most, even if it’s not really there. In this scenario with Mark, he was nurturing, kind, humble, and different from what I was used to seeing in a man who had “made it.” After being married to someone who had “made it” in the NFL but who acted the opposite of Mark, it was not only refreshing, it was captivating. Mark showed me what I wanted to see. You can “have it all” and still show kindness, respect, and love to those around you. I was smitten by this realization.

Women often look for a man who possesses what they lacked in the previous relationship; whether it’s money, a good sex partner, or encouragement. We seek what we’re personally missing from the men we date. Unfortunately, we women tend to confuse sex with love. They are not the same thing. If done right, sex makes your whole body tingle from head to toe while love lifts your confidence and self-esteem, making you feel safe and warm. We have to get clear about this.

It’s our turn to take better control of the situations we are in and stop blaming the men we choose to deal with. It’s time to take credit for our “good picks” and responsibility for the “bad ones.” Some women want to blame everyone around them for the type of relationships they are in. Stop it. We are going to stop squinting our eyes, looking the other way, and also stop calling spades, diamonds. There is a difference and you are about to learn it.

Clearly, it is our responsibility to set goals and establish standards. To drive the point home, how about the following example? A male friend of mine who I’ll call Curtis always says, “If I don’t hit it after the first three dates, I’m done.” What if women started saying, “If I don’t get a rent check within the first three dates, I’m done?” Very few people would be having sex, that’s for sure! Sex would be limited to the rich and those willing to concede to this new rule. What I’m telling you is that men should have to work harder than three dates to get some of the goodies. If an overweight forty-seven-year-old man with eight kids, very little savings, and a 1992 BMW can have these kinds of standards, what does that say about women today? The crazy thing is he gets women all too often! What do our standards look like? Oh, my God! Just think about it. If we see a man that is even close to being “in shape” with a few pesos on him, we treat him like Jesus on Resurrection Day (there is only one). We give him all the breaks, all the credit, and we hang in there like there’s no tomorrow, no matter how he makes us feel. Is that his fault?

There are 514 million people in the United States and some of these people are single men. You don’t have to settle ladies. If we are dense enough to believe we have to fight, settle, and compromise our wants and needs for one man, shame on us. Of the other 513,999,999 people left, surely we can find one that will treat us right, call us after we have sex with him, make sure we are okay, take us on dates, or bother to ask about our families, our children, our lives, and all that other good stuff that ladies like. That is our fault. I can’t blame the recipient, I blame the giver. We have men believing that they are God’s gift to this earth and that we will fight for them no matter how they treat us. It’s time to reconstruct the game and raise our self-esteem.

One conversation that I had, hammered this message home for me. I confided in a mature female friend about something Mark had done, but before I could begin my story, she asked, “Does he make sure you eat, put a roof over your head, and put money in your pocket?” I said, “No.” She asked,“Does he claim you as his girl?” I had to answer honestly. I said, “No.” She said, “Then I don’t want to hear it! If it’s not all about you, then he’s not for you, so let it go.” That was real talk. Honesty and self-reflection are the most difficult things to face, but they result in the greatest growth.

So now I say the same thing to you. If you are looking for more than sex and it’s not all about you, then keep it moving. We have given too much control to men who don’t deserve it. We fail to realize that what’s between our legs makes us extra powerful and we have given it away all too easily for far too long. Today is the day that we raise the bar, ladies.

Since the main goal of 99 percent of the men on planet earth is to have sex with someone, it’s our turn to figure out what we want and need from men as well. What is our main goal? There used to be a time when women just wanted to be loved, protected, nurtured, and provided for. Many of us still maintain such a dream. However, because of the changes in our society and the ruthlessness of some men, we too have to change and adjust to the new rules that men are playing by.

My ex-husband says, “I trick a little so they can trick a lot,” and that really didn’t make sense to me until one day when Talia, a friend of the family, told me about a recent relationship tragedy she had. She said, “Shanae, I met this great guy. He is tall, has beautiful chocolate skin, makes me laugh, treats my daughter like a princess, gives her an allowance, takes us out, and treats me like a queen. He rubs my feet and the sex is amazing.” I said, “For real? How long have you been dating him?” She said, “Almost three weeks.” I said, “Call me in three months, and then tell me how great he is.” After a month, Talia called and said they were moving in together. Now Talia had been living in the house that her recently deceased grandfather left her. It was paid in full—no notes, no liens, nothing. But her new boyfriend convinced her they needed to upgrade to this beautiful, new rental for twenty-five hundred dollars a month. Trustingly, Talia said, “Okay.” (I’m sure she was thinking her man was going to take care of her, no big deal.) Talia’s new boyfriend also asked her to put the new house in her name because his credit was “messed up.” This is a red flag that even Ray Charles could see, but she went along with it. A week later, Talia called me and said they were engaged.

I knew something wasn’t right, but I told her congratulations and asked about the bachelorette party and wedding. A week later, Talia called and told me she had bought a Mercedes Benz in her name and put his name on the title. A few weeks after that, she called to tell me her man and the Benz were missing. Weeks go by no call, e-mail, or text message. Talia was losing her mind. He finally called from a blocked number and explained to her that he had driven to Atlanta to visit his kids. After all the dust settled, Talia learned that he was staying with his baby’s mama in Atlanta. I said, “Girl, you better sell that ring.”

Oh, I forgot to mention that he presented her with a ring at her job. He had red roses, got down on one knee in the presence of her coworkers and proposed. Oh, the ring was in her name, too! WTF?

What should you learn from this example? Open your eyes and pay attention to all of the red flags that people show you. Listen to a man’s words, observe his actions, and see if they match. If a man is doing too much, asking for too much, and puttin’ it on thick early, watch out! People can say anything! Remember that a man who cheats, lies, and has multiple women is disconnected on so many levels that he lacks the ability to become emotionally attached. Be on the lookout for this type of guy. Honestly, I was mad as hell at the jerk who hurt Talia, but I was more disappointed for her.

I know it is safe to say that many of us have had our own “wow” stories that we would like to forget, although they helped us grow. Ladies, we tend to be needy at times, or maybe some of us have always been needy. Look around you, or just look in the mirror. How many women do you know who always have a story about being played, cheated on, mistreated, or abused in some manner? How many? Did it ever cross your mind that maybe it isn’t the man’s fault for being an asshole, but our fault for allowing him to treat us in a way that doesn’t make us feel good?

Of course they are going to be great for the first three dates. They have a goal in mind. We have allowed ourselves to become the prey. I can’t count how many times I have read or heard that “men are hunters by nature.” It is their natural instinct to look for prey. Too often, we put our head in the sand and behave like we don’t know why these people continue to come into our lives and cause us pain, disrespect us, and leave us with unmet needs. Well, let me help you out. It’s because you (and I) let them! That’s that. I don’t have an in-depth answer or the desire to give you some long psychological explaination. Ultimately, it’s because we let them.

Now it is our job to figure out why we let them. Is it because we are needy? Do we have low self-esteem and don’t know it? Are we trying to replace a male figure in our life that we never had? Do we not feel worthy or powerful? Do we not feel beautiful or healthy? Whatever it is, you and I need to look inside ourselves and find it, admit it, then fix it, so we can decrease our chances of accepting the same crap again.

My mom always tells me that I am too hard on guys. My younger sister, Moriah, always laughs and says, “I feel sorry for any guy that likes you, Nae.” The truth of the matter is, she doesn’t have to feel sorry for them. They won’t be around me long enough to get hurt or develop any kind of emotional attachment because if something doesn’t sound or look right to me, they’re gone. These days, I call it like it is, and often people don’t like what I have to say. But the truth of the matter is that the people in my life now are of far more character, and I am being treated better than ever.

I have been around professional athletes and entertainers for the past decade. I have seen the best and the worst that the male species has to offer. What I know for sure is that men are only going to treat you as good as you demand! Call it being a gold digger, high-maintenance, streetwalker, or whatever other creative words that men can think of, it really doesn’t matter; you need to establish what you want and need from the relationship from the beginning.

When you meet a man you like and he is interested in you, do yourself a favor, don’t look at him like he’s the “one.” Look at him like he’s a man with an agenda and possible potential. Give him ample time to show himself to you. If he turns out to be the one, great!

Okay, here we go.

Dating 201 

You should place every guy you meet into one of the following four categories:

Category 1: Lose my number

Category 2: Friends

Category 3: Friends with mutual benefits

Category 4: My man

If you are anything like me, you have an idea of what category a man will fall into between the first hello and the second conversation, assuming he doesn’t do anything to mess it up when he opens his mouth.

Category 1 Lose My Number 

If you go out on a date and the person you are with says something that rubs you the wrong way, or does something that comes across as a red flag, evaluate it, ask questions to clarify it, and if he can’t clear up the misunderstanding, put him in the “lose my number” category immediately following the date. You don’t necessarily have to tell him while you are on the date, just make a mental note.

Here are a few examples of a “lose my number” guy:

• He asks you to pay the bill or to leave the tip (this is a big “oh hell no” on the first date).

• He tells you he’s on probation for beating up his ex-girlfriend.

• He talks about his ex-girlfriend the entire night.

• He continues to talk about sex when you are obviously not interested.

I’m sure you get the point. You can’t change him, so if you know in your heart and mind this ain’t gonna work, keep it moving.

Category 2 Friends 

This is the guy whose company you love, but you just know he’s not your type. He may be too short, too corny, has too many chicks, or too many teeth missing. Whatever it is you didn’t like at the first introduction will come back to haunt you if you try to force a relationship. Keep him as your platonic buddy and keep looking.

Category 3 Friends with Benefits 

This can be tricky. You have to be mentally prepared to enter into this category. This type of relationship means you both are getting what you need out of the situation but you understand you have no commitment. Most of the time this is a person you want to have a real relationship with and are likely already sleeping with, but there is something or someone standing in the way. Most men in this category are married, have a live-in girlfriend or baby mama, are not ready to settle down, or some combination thereof. If you’re not careful, you can easily end up with a broken heart. Keep dating other people. Don’t settle down with a man who is only partially yours. That is a no-no. Keep dating other men! If you don’t have a ring or a clear indication that you both have agreed to be monogamous, keep looking for the man that is right for you.

Time is the only thing that you can’t replace or get back. If you are with a man for five years and you still have to ask him when he’s going to give you a ring or when you’re going to move in together, this is a clue that it will never be what you want it to be. You have to keep your options open. One day you will open your eyes and be past your prime, asking yourself why you settled for so many years with nothing to show for it. I know several women who are faithful to married men or stopped dating because their boyfriend of a month asked them to stop seeing other people. You should be thinking like Beyoncé, when she so boldly proclaimed, “If you like it, then you shoulda put a ring on it!” Until then, you need to look at his ass the same way he is looking at you. What can he do for you and how soon can you get it? Trust me, in his mind he is definitely thinking, “Can I hit it from the back?” I wonder if her “head” game is right. “Does her body look good naked?”—if he doesn’t already know. This is how it works. Also, never ask or expect anything up front from the man you are dating, let him ask first (and trust me, he will). No naked pictures without a date first. Most of you know what I am talking about. Everyone wants a picture sent to their phone or e-mail these days. No sex unless he has jumped through the ring of fire to convince you that he is worth entering into your temple. That means he should have impressed you with his character, flown you somewhere, taken you on some great trip of your choice, taken you on several dates, spent quality time with you, or otherwise done something of real quality or value other than told you how “fine” you are. The “Friends with Benefits” guy is not your man so don’t delude yourself into thinking he is.

Category 4 My Man 

What the hell is that? you may ask. Listen. If you have a ring, if he comes home to you, if he is faithful to you, if he makes sure that there is food on the table and clothes on your back (even if you can do it yourself), if he lifts your spirit up and respects you for the woman that you are, then he’s your man. If not, well then, he’s your man only when he’s with you.

According to poet Carl Sandburg, “Time is the coin of your life. It is the only coin you have, but only you can determine how it will be spent; be careful lest you let other people spend it for you.” Make sure everyone who gets a piece of your coin is worth it. Every person who you allow to come into your life should enhance it in some way. They should uplift you, make you smile, laugh, and feel good. And you should do the same for them. It really is a mutual thing.



Chapter 2
 The Married Man



But from the beginning of the creation, God made them male and female. For this reason a man shall leave his father and mother and be joined to his wife, and the two shall become one flesh.
Mark 10:6–9 KJV 

That sounds so nice and wonderful. Okay, so let’s fast forward to 2010. Most men today can’t even tell you where to locate that Scripture, so to think that they can actually comprehend and practice it is absurd. Having been with my high school sweetheart my entire adult life and having been married for seven and a half of those years, I understand the energy that goes into keeping a family together. Marriage can be extremely hard without any external factors coming into play. But let’s be real. Married men cheat like women change underwear, every day. I’m sure that most women are aware of that, and the ones who are still sitting at home with blinders on saying, “not my man,” good for you. It may be better for you, not to know. For all the realists in the world, let’s move on.

Why do married men cheat? Steve Harvey says the primary reason married men cheat is because “there are so many women willing to give themselves to a man who doesn’t belong to them . . .” he goes on to say, “these are the women who have no standards and requirements and who suffer from serious self-esteem issues . . .” Incredulously, he then says, “if women took themselves out of the cheaters circle, the incidence of cheating would be cut seriously down?” (p. 106) Really? Wow! To keep it all the way real, we have to give him partial credit on that statement, there is some truth to that but let us get this right. Did he really convey that a married man who cheats is doing it because of the plethora of single low self-esteem women willing to give themselves to a married man? Let’s examine this further, shall we? May I ask what moral obligation the married man has to his wife and family, to his God? Can we discuss the possibility that he is weak and may in fact suffer from serious low self-esteem issues himself? Is it possible he may be a sex addict (the classic justification today)? Can we talk about his lack of respect and appreciation for his wife or extreme selfishness on his part? Or what happened to “just say no”?

While you are thinking that over, let’s look at some analogies. So Steve says it’s the women of the world’s fault that guys cheat (primarily speaking of course). If they weren’t there, men couldn’t cheat. So let’s apply this to thieves. A bank robber goes into the bank. Using the analogy we were given, if the bank didn’t have money, the robber couldn’t rob, right? Should banks find other places to store money so as to not tempt the thief? Sounds reasonable to me. What about the fat person who can’t resist cake but wants to lose weight? Do we as a society need to stop baking cakes so the fat person can resist cakes or does the fat person need to have some discipline and desire to do right, eat right, and exercise? I am just sayin’ this is the bullshit we are talking about!

Back to the question at hand, why do married men cheat? Is it lack of appreciation or affirmation? Not enough sex? Boredom? I don’t know, and I don’t care to dig into the male psyche to find out what they are missing or missed as a child that makes them believe it’s okay to deceive the person they supposedly love. What bothers me is that women are always the angriest with the other woman. That is crazy to me. Married women, take time to remind your men that they have to respect you, and stop blaming other people for what is happening in your relationship.

I’ve heard married women say, “How could a woman date a married man?” My response is always, “How could a woman stay married to a man that she knows cheats on her?” I will never understand why a married woman would pick up the phone and call her husband’s girlfriend (aka mistress) to “go off” on her! If you are married and calling your husband’s mistress for any reason other than to confirm the truth or to get information to use in the divorce, you’re delusional. The man married you and made his vows to you. He promised to “love, honor, and respect you til death do you part.” I am saying this as a woman who was married and as a single woman; the “other woman” wasn’t there that day.

Of the many excuses married men give as reasons to cheat, one is that their spouse will not have sex with them. Yet, the Bible tells us it is not good that man should be alone:, “Let each man have his own wife and let each woman have her own husband. Let the husband render to his wife the affection due her, and likewise also the wife to her husband. The wife does not have authority over her own body, but the husband does . . . Do not deprive one another except with consent for a time that you may give yourselves to fasting and prayer; come together again so that Satan does not tempt you because of your lack of self-control” (I Corinthians 7:2-5; KJV).”

Wow! I have so many male friends who talk about their wives not having sex with them, or if they do have sex with them, they say it’s like ringing a dinner bell—ding, ding, come and get it and hurry up, the clock is ticking. The feeling of someone having sex with you because they have to is completely different from making love. Whether you believe in God and the Bible or not, believe this ladies; if you don’t have sex with your husband over time, someone else will! They won’t care if he doesn’t fold clothes or help with the kids. Not having sex with your man is the fastest way to run him into the arms of another woman. I have several married, male friends who talk to me about their problems. I listen, but, trust me, my comments to them aren’t, “Oh, poor you!” I talk to them just like many of you have heard me talk on the radio or in real life, straight, raw, and uncut. And I will tell you, in many of the conversations, sex seems always to be the number one issue. One thing is for sure, when it comes to sex, women are consistent. If a woman loves having sex with her man, she’s going to be the same after they get married. If she didn’t like it before, giving her a ring is not going to change things. Sex definitely has its place, but it doesn’t guarantee fidelity. Being married to a pro-athlete, I was exposed to a lot of useful information about men. Men would say, plain and clear, “Even if I was married to Halle Berry I would cheat.” These are the same men who left their wives and kids for the same groupies who left them as soon as the money stopped flowing in. I must admit sex was never an issue in my marriage, yet I still came across florist receipts, letters that said, “I love you. Wish I could be with you,” (and they weren’t addressed to me), naked pictures sent to his cell phone, online chats with unsuspecting girlfriends, and all the rest. As a married woman with a husband who cheated, I’ve been through it, too. I too have walked in those shoes. Yet, at the end of the day, I said “I do” to Cory Hall. And he is the only one I can rightfully be mad at, not the other woman. To take it a step further, I should only be mad at myself. A person can only do to you what you allow him or her to do. Ladies, we have to take responsibility for what we accept. The blame cannot be placed on anyone but ourselves. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.

Now let me make this clear, I don’t condone women dating married men but the sentiment has nothing to do with the man’s wife. It is because I think it’s a waste of time and time is something that not even all the money in the world can replace. Most women I know, who have dated married men, end up very hurt and emotionally distraught.

A married man can only do two things for you, have sex with you and pay you. Anything else is on borrowed time. When the weekend or evening is over or when holidays come, he’s going home to his family. Why waste time on a married man when you can spend that time looking for and dating someone single?

Never date a married man with the mindset that one day he will leave his wife. If he does leave his wife, in time he will probably leave you, too. If you feel yourself falling in love with a married man, stop while you’re ahead (or behind). He is not going to leave his wife (generally speaking), and soon what is done in the dark will be brought to the light. You can bank on the fact that when the man’s wife finds out, the great majority of men will break it off with the other woman without any hesitation and will act like she was never alive.

Ladies, if you are going to date a married man, make sure the benefits outweigh the losses. Be aware of what you are getting yourself into. Know the rules and don’t try to bend them. If you don’t know them, here they are:

[image: Il_2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0058_001] Don’t be delusional and think that you are the only one, especially if he’s rich. A man’s options are as long as his money.

[image: Il_2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0058_001] You can’t treat a married man like “your man” cause he ain’t.

[image: Il_2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0058_001] Stop while you’re ahead.

A married male friend once told me, “Shanae, There’s no reason to date at all if the man you’re talking to doesn’t add something to your life. If you are dating a married man, or any man for that matter, make sure you can get some bills paid off!” He must have been reading my mind.

Rhonda 

Being involved with someone who is legally married to someone else or in a live-in situation is a waste of time and energy, yet it happens every day. I have done it and it was hurtful and futile. However, I must point out the obvious: The “other woman” can’t wreck a home or steal a married man. A woman cannot make a guy cheat or not cheat. A man decides what he is going to do and what he is willing to risk from the beginning, and the other woman decides to accept less than a full relationship from the beginning. We don’t always know why these situations occur. Perhaps the marriage was already “wrecked” or things were already breaking down and no one was talking about it—or maybe it was just “fine” and a situation was presented that allowed the cheating to occur. The bottom line is such choices are made by two adults and the consequences must be mutually owned. If you are or have been involved in a relationship with a married man or have been on the other side of that situation, it’s up to you to decide where to go from here.

Married men are everywhere. They are in grocery stores, nightclubs, strip clubs, corporate offices, and on dating websites hiding behind exotic Internet usernames. For the record, in my younger days, I have had several relationships with married men. They are usually in some sort of delusional state about their marital status and out telling heartfelt stories about why they are “in search of” someone else. The stories range from “I haven’t had sex in years,” “She has really let herself go over time” to “We don’t have anything in common; I love going to the beach, she hates it. I love to go out and shoot pool, and she wants to visit her girlfriends instead.” Then there are the classics like “I love her, but I am not in love with her,” or “I stay because of the kids. I couldn’t imagine not being around my children.” I think I have heard them all. Maybe you have heard a few, too. It would be almost comical if it wasn’t so outrageous and asinine.

Married men are often looking to prey on single women. The other day, I was browsing a popular dating site and noticed a unique message for me from a user ID I did not recognize. I clicked on the picture and before I could read the message, I realized that I had met this guy in an Atlanta restaurant about four months earlier with my girlfriend.

During our initial meeting, he introduced himself to me and struck up a conversation about his business. He made small talk and presented himself both respectfully and professionally. He offered to buy me a drink and we continued talking. During our conversation, he mentioned that he had recently married the “woman of his dreams.” He also was a self-admitted “player” prior to marriage. He explained that he used Internet dating sites as a way to keep four or five women on his sex/date list at all times. “As a single man, I ran the streets and frequented nightclubs for ten years straight, that is until I met “Ms. Right,” he also admitted. She was the one who was worthy of the ring and getting his last name. I told him I thought it was great he found “her,” and we continued talking until I finished my drink. He then walked me to my car. I never gave that night nor him a second thought until I saw his picture on the dating site.

There he was, Mr. “happily married,” Mr. “I married the woman of my dreams,” on the singles dating site, hiding behind an exotic login ID! Although his message read, “You are beautiful. I am interested in you,” he didn’t realize he had met me four months prior and told me his wonderful love story! I responded to the e-mail message, “You ought to be ashamed of yourself. I believe we met a few months ago or do you have a twin?” He was online when I responded and within seconds, acknowledged he remembered me, and asked me to call him. He put his number in the reply message and wrote, “Please call me.” I didn’t respond.

Just think, if I would have never met him and didn’t know his story, I might have gone on a date with him and become a victim. I would have been an innocent bystander accused of being a home wrecker.

We must understand that none of us can make a man, much less a married man, start or stop anything, no matter how good we are in the bedroom, the boardroom, or the kitchen. He has to want to start or stop it. Period. I learned this very early on the hard way.

Now let’s go back to the indiscretions of my youth. The days of my youth were filled with the passion, excitement, and all the drama I could generate and manage. It was also clear that while I was seeking to fill a void within myself, I was on a self-destructive path. In the end, this path proved to be selfish and was extremely damaging to all involved—the wives and all of our kids. Although they approached, pursued, wooed, and entertained me, when it was all said and done, and the secret revealed, I was the one who was left holding the bag. I was still single and they went back to their wives. I had two situations occur back to back in a span of a year and a half. I vowed to never put myself in that situation again.

Married men still approach me and my single girlfriends and probably some of you, too. We run into them at the sports bar, jazz concerts, grocery stores, casinos, the gym, and a host of other places. They seem more prevalent and bold today than they were in my younger days. Yet, I still can’t help but wonder why? Why aren’t they at home pursuing the women to whom they gave their vows and pledged faithfulness? Why are they on the streets? And how do they have time to juggle a relationship with another woman?

Many would say, “They are just being true to themselves,” “They are hunters,” and “They are just being men.” However, the point is, as women, we have to see the situation exactly for what it is. In other words, we have to personally acknowledge what’s going on without any delusion well before deciding on the course of action we will take.

About three years ago, I met a man at a happy-hour gathering at an old-school, hole-in-the-wall restaurant in South Atlanta. My girlfriend asked me to meet her there after work. She said they had good food, good drinks, and great music—all of which sounded great even though that area of town wasn’t really my preference. Since she arrived before me, she saved me a seat. Apparently, Friday nights were a popular night. But before I could get there, she called me on the phone and said, “Hey, how far are you? I met this older gentleman who seems nice. He’s leaving, but I told him he had to meet you first.” When I got there, I spotted her at the bar talking to someone. I assumed it must be the guy. I saw her point me out to him and immediately his face lit up with a huge smile. When I got to where they were, he extended his hand and politely told me his name. We will call him Mr. MF. He then went on to say,“I was about to leave, but I ain’t going nowhere now. I see why your friend wanted me to meet you. Let’s party and have some fun!”

Mr. MF bought our drinks and food. He shared that he was a small business owner and had a contract in Atlanta, but that his home was in another southern state. As if he had to prove his success, he then took out his phone to show me a photo of a luxurious home and a black Corvette. He said he owned them both. “I sure would like to take you for a ride in my car. A red bone in a black Corvette is sexy,” he said. He told me he was single and looking for his “queen.” No ring on his finger. Not even a ring line. While he was no Denzel, or Brad Pitt, I thought he was nice, kind, laid back, and funny. He didn’t dress to impress, and he wasn’t the type of guy I would normally pick. He looked like he could have been fifty-something. He was slightly bald, with graying hair and a medium-sized round stomach. He had strong-looking arms with big hands and feet, and his teeth were in need of some dental work. Yet, he had a lot of confidence and was a real gentleman. Swagger, if you will. It was in his mannerisms, his walk and talk. We danced, talked, and exchanged numbers. He was fun. At the end of the night, I thought I liked him. He was older and seemed settled. He walked us to our cars and we all went our separate ways.

The months that followed proved to be eye-opening and a life-changing experience. Mr. MF and I began casually dating shortly after our meeting. Prior to our first date, we talked on the phone a couple of times. During these conversations, he reiterated that he was single, assured me he could take care of me financially, and let me know that he was very attracted to me and wanted to date me.

One Sunday afternoon he called and I missed the call. Within minutes, I called him back. He didn’t answer, so I left a message. I didn’t hear from him ’til early the next morning on his way to work. Clue number one?

I wasn’t really looking for anything serious, just someone to go to the movies with, have occasional dinners with, and do normal dating things. I still had a ton of baggage from my divorce, and I was in the process of trying to find myself again.

Since I liked that Mr. MF was ten years my senior and seemed stable and settled, I was willing to put aside some of the “superficial” things that I usually looked for in men (the corporate look, nice body, great shoes, fine clothes, great teeth . . . you get the idea). I was willing to go with him based on how he treated me. We began dining out, took a trip to a casino, went to a concert, and had weekly crab and dance nights together. I liked the get-up-and-go in him. He was spontaneous and liked to do stuff and, more importantly, he wanted me with him. I also loved that he was a hard worker and could afford anything we did without hesitation. Eventually, he revealed to me that he had been making a high six-figure income for years and over the past three years he had been making seven figures (which explained his swagger). He then said he wanted to put me on his “payroll,” so I could always have spending money. I liked the sound of that. He also started giving me very generous monthly gifts and began making sure my bills were paid. Three months came and went rather quickly. I was enjoying my time with Mr. MF.

Then, one day, out of nowhere, I received a text message that read, “You can believe there is a Mrs. MF out here.” I forwarded the text to Mr. MF and asked him who wrote it and what did it all mean. He called immediately and said, “That’s just a woman who won’t let go. We broke up and she’s still hanging on and trying to mess things up for me.” I said, “Oh, okay” and we kept dating.

During the course of our relationship, there were times when he had to go back to his home state. After all, he was running two very successful businesses so I never second-guessed those trips. I had no reason not to believe him. The way I saw it, “What married man could be away from home for weeks at a time, spend weekends out, generously spend money, and go to dinner at will”?

Weeks passed and I received yet another text message stating again that Mr. MF was married. I responded by asking the person to call me so I could get to the bottom of the situation. She didn’t call. I later learned, through a series of text messages from Mr. MF’s wife, that he was indeed married. Although we never talked by the phone, she would text me whenever she felt the urge.

I confronted Mr. MF on several occasions after these texts, and he finally admitted that he was married. I was angered beyond words. By this time, I was emotionally involved and financially dependent on him. For the first time, I didn’t have to be “Ms. Independent,” or be concerned with how something was going to be paid. I was focused on me. I was working out daily, reading more, and taking care of my children and my very ill dad without having to worry about anything. Now this. We went round and round about the lies, the marital status, the chaos, and the drama. He lied and lied. He denied loving her and denied they slept together. Now every time he went back to his home state, I knew he was really at “home” with his wife. I called off our relationship several times, for months at a time. I began to look for ways to generate more business with my company, and I started to apply for other work. I needed to wean myself from him and my financial dependence on him.

Several times he called and said, “Let me take you to dinner. I have something to show you.” I eventually agreed, and we met at one of our favorite restaurants. While at dinner, he presented me with a court document that showed he had filed for divorce. He said, “I know what I can live with, but more importantly, I know what I can’t live without. Rhonda, I don’t want to live without you. I don’t care how much it costs me to get a divorce, I want you to be in my life for the rest of my life.”

I started dating him again, feeling that he must be sincere and really care about me if he has filed for divorce. He continued to go home for work and claimed that he was staying at his parents’ house during the divorce. Almost six months passed, and I heard nothing more about the divorce or the divorce proceedings. I didn’t ask. He didn’t tell. We kept dating, until one day I asked about the status of the divorce. The look on his face told me everything. The responses didn’t make sense. The lies poured out. I knew then that neither he nor the situation was going to change, so I had to change.

Needless to say, he never got a divorce. I began to see him merely as a friend. A friend whose good deeds still allowed him into my space but whose lies tore at the core of my belief system about men and relationships. His contract in Atlanta unexpectedly expired and he eventually moved back to his hometown. But to this day he still makes my life easier from a financial standpoint. Why? You ask. Maybe he feels guilty, I don’t really know. To this day, I am in awe at the degree to which he lied to bring me into his life and keep me there. It is surreal. Had someone told me that a man, over 55, would or could lie so much to have another woman in his life, I would have never believed them. In the end, I didn’t get mad. I got real. What doesn’t kill you only makes you stronger. Never, ever again!

Dating a married man is always lose-lose. Even if you win financially, you still lose. This type of relationship is not long term. It merely satisfies immediate or short-term needs, while preventing you from finding something more permanent. My story isn’t yours. Perhaps you have or can find a fulfilling relationship with a married man that completes you. If so, you have to take that journey. These stories are out there, and they are real. It’s up to us to learn what to do and not do and how to deal with the men in our lives. Say what you will, but don’t hate the player, hate the game. And if you must blame, start at home with the person standing in the mirror looking at you.



Chapter 3
 The Single Guy



Rhonda 

Ahhh, the single man. What does that really mean? There are married men who say, “I am single.” There are legally single men in committed relationships who say, “I am single.” There are also “single men” who are really living alone and single by all standards. I’d like to give a shout out to the “real” single men! While most women have experienced each of the types of “single men” described, this chapter is about the “unmarried, single man who lives alone.” This chapter is brief. If a guy is truly single, there isn’t much to say. Yet, be aware that single doesn’t always mean sincere. Before all of you women shout Hallelujah at a man truly being single, or the one who says he is single, remember that being single offers no guarantees. You just get to skip the drama of dealing with another woman. That’s all. No more. No less.

I’ve been divorced since 2004. Months after leaving my husband, I decided that I would not only find dates the traditional way—at the office, the store, restaurants, or other places—but that I would also try online dating. So, I created a profile on one of the more popular African American dating sites. I also created a Facebook page. Not only did my dating options increase a hundred fold, but so did the drama that comes with the highs and lows of dating after forty!

Every day, I would get lists of possible dates from the online dating site. The list was so long that I could go out on a date almost every other day if I accepted the invitation of each potential suitor. Girlfriend, this type of dating makes you feel like a star. It seems like everybody wants you. The screening process, however, reduces those numbers to double digits, then to single digits, after a few conversations or e-mails.

One day, after more than a month of e-mailing and talking to a handsome fifty-year-old bachelor with a military background and a prominent position in his home state of Alabama, I took him up on his offer for a dinner date. He then planned a trip to Atlanta the upcoming weekend. Although his profile said “not looking for a relationship of any kind” and “just chilling and having fun,” I figured once he saw me in all my “loveliness,” he would want a relationship.

I loved talking to him on the phone. He was smart, grown, established, old-fashioned in some ways, witty, engaging, and verbally affectionate. He called morning, noon, and night, on breaks, and in the wee hours of the morning when he couldn’t sleep. “Hi, baby girl,” he would say, or “Hi, doll,” and then the conversation would just take off in all directions. We talked about everything from kids to jobs, life, aging, music, and relationships. We also talked about our past marriages. It was open, fun, and fulfilling.

As if to mesmerize me with his words, he warned in the most gentle and soft-spoken voice, “You will love me; you won’t be able to help it. I am a gentleman. I present myself well. I will give you my undivided attention on every date. I’m affectionate. I will treat you well because I understand women. But remember, I am not looking for anything. I like being single.” This was all new to me so I didn’t pay much attention to his words.

We went on our first date, at a very nice restaurant, and the conversation was great. He was just as funny in person as he was on the phone. He made jokes about me being late to dinner, and we talked as though we were old friends. More handsome in person than in his pictures, he dressed with style—nice slacks, great shoes, a stylish hat, and he smelled amazing. Towering at six foot one, he was physically fit and had beautiful white teeth to go along with his smooth, caramel skin. A perfect gentleman he was indeed. After dinner he walked me to my car, and while holding my hand, opened my car door, put me in, and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. He thanked me for being his date and told me he wanted to see me again. I thought, Thank you God! My knight in shining armor has indeed arrived!

We talked often over the next month. Then he came to town to visit me and take me on another date. This time we met at the Georgia Aquarium; we held hands, walked, ate lunch, and talked for hours. He was incredibly attentive and sweet. We parted and agreed to meet later that evening. That night, I met him at his hotel and got into his car to head out for the night. I was late and we were both hungry. He took me to a great lounge type restaurant, a place near the area he was staying. The dinner was superb and he duplicated everything he did on date number one and more. This time he sat next to me at dinner instead of across from me. He continuously kissed my hand at the table and looked me in my eyes as I talked to him. Becoming even more comfortable, he gently draped his arm on the back of our booth. We had a few drinks. I had a couple of margaritas, and he had a few Long Island iced teas. We were having a great time. The energy was amazing.

The restaurant’s ambiance, the chemistry between us, and the comfortableness we shared with each other made it impossible to leave this man. Yes, I knew it was “going down” on date number two. After several hours of enjoying the band, each other’s conversation, and our drinks, we went back to his hotel and had a great time.

The next day, we talked three or four times throughout the day. We spoke warmly about the date, while joking about different aspects of it. I didn’t call him; he always called me. It was safer for me that way. Clearly, he must have had feelings for me.

Several more weeks went by and we went on another date. This time we went to a local sports bar to watch the Final Four games. I love sports. We didn’t stay out too long. He had a six o’clock wake-up call for work. And instead of him staying at a hotel, I invited him to stay with me. I had the house to myself that weekend. This time we made what I would call “love.” Afterward, we cuddled, talked, and enjoyed our time together. It felt so “normal” To have him in my room in my house. He got up very early the next day, kissed me goodbye, and went to work.

Ironically, after this visit, our conversations became less frequent. Instead of four to five calls a day, it was more like two to three. I had more feelings for him and he was calling less. During some of our talks, he would gently say, “Look at you, willing to give your heart to me. Baby girl, you gotta be careful. You are too sweet and too precious. You gotta learn to protect your heart.” I disregarded every one of his comments. I let my emotions get the best of me, and I let him know that I really liked him. I didn’t know what to make of the constant calls, and the sweet conversations at all times of the day and night. Yet, our relationship wasn’t growing. I didn’t know what to think.

Disregarding his initial warnings, I still proceed as I would with any other man who I believed was genuinely interested. I will never forget one day when I was on my way to Los Angeles for a quick getaway to see my daughter. He and I had just spoken while I was driving to the airport. He called, like he often did, and told me that he would be out of the country for several weeks for work and asked what I was up to. I told him I was traveling to Los Angeles. He seemed mildly upset and said, “You’re always going somewhere; stop being so fast.” I took his comments lightly. We laughed and chatted some and then he wished me a safe trip.

Just before taking off, I made my final calls and sent my texts to loved ones to let them know that I loved them and that I was on my way to Los Angeles—a practice I do before every flight, just in case. On this trip, however, I also sent Mr. Alabama a text and for the first time, I said, “I want you to know that I love you. I need you to know this, just in case something happens on this flight.” Then I turned off my phone and endured my four-hour flight. I couldn’t wait to land, not only because I missed my daughter, but I couldn’t wait to turn on my phone and see what he said in return.

When I arrived in Los Angeles, I turned on my phone— and guess what? I had messages, but not one damn response from my knight in shining armor! Not one! I could confirm he received the message because I set my phone up to show when messages have been read (y’all know what I am talking about). I have to be honest, I was a little disappointed. No, I was a lot disappointed. Surely he felt something close to what I felt, right?

Okay, so the next day I was getting dressed to go out when Mr. Alabama called me (mind you, he was out of the country). We are chopping it up like we always do and somehow we get on the topic of love and somewhere in that discussion he says, “Baby girl, it’s not like that for me.” With my self-esteem in pieces and my mouth slightly stuck in the open position (like “Oh, My God”), somehow I muster up some discombobulated conversation, a little laughter, and then told him that I was headed out “to make it do what it do.” We closed out the call cordially and I went out.

Do you see any red flags or confusing messages? Although I had read many relationship books including Steve Harvey’s, Act Like a Lady, Think Like a Man, I fell for someone who clearly stated, in the beginning, that he didn’t want a relationship! He maintained his “single and loving it” position, even though he was very attentive and warm toward me. Yet, I didn’t want to see the signs on the wall. This goes back to Chapter 1, “You Can’t Change Him.” Both people have to have their minds and hearts in the same place to consummate a mutually exclusive relationship.

So much for Mr. Alabama; back to Facebook. Just as I completed my Facebook page, I got a “friend” request from an old college boyfriend from California. I will call him LT. I couldn’t believe my eyes! My bodybuilding cutie pie still looked great! He told me he had “been looking for me for over twenty years.” I was ecstatic. I needed a distraction from the confusion. He asked for my e-mail address and telephone number, and I gave them to him. Later that evening, he called.

Although Mr. Alabama and I continued to talk from time to time, I began talking to and eventually going to see my old college sweetheart. Mr. Alabama seemed a little taken aback when he found out I was talking to someone else. “I didn’t know you were going to start dating so soon,” he said, in a very gentle voice. “You are moving too fast, baby girl.” Excuse me? I wasn’t moving too fast. I was getting over one man with another. It felt nice to be wanted.

LT was dark chocolate, five foot ten, forty-six years old, and funny. His smile was killer. Skin smooth as silk. His body was better than I remembered. When LT and I first began talking, I made it clear that I didn’t pay for trips to see a man. If he wanted to begin seeing me, he would have to make it possible given we lived on two different coasts. LT sent for me several times over the next few months, including a trip to Vegas.

On a visit to Sacramento, my hometown, LT took me down memory lane. He kissed my hand while he drove me to the college where we met. He hugged me in front of the school hall where he used to carry my books to class. He looked in my eyes and reminisced about details that even I had forgotten. He drove me to the home that I had lived in with my Mom—I would have never been able to find that house! When we pulled up, I think I saw tears in his eyes. He drove me by his old apartment where we spent many fun days and nights. In my mind, I hoped I could get over Alabama and engage in the romantic story that was evolving between LT and me. LT suggested that I write about it after the wedding. Yes, I said wedding. He had asked my ring size, told me, “I am never letting you go this time.” Talk about being overwhelmed! For several months, we spent quality time together. He massaged my feet as I watched television. He held me, talked to me, and made me laugh. He was fun and sexy.

LT lived alone in a home he had owned for many years, drove a nice BMW, and he gave me his undivided attention. By week three, LT was saying, “I love you, Rhonda. I always have.” And every text and phone call ended with “I love you.” I told my friends and family about how we became reacquainted and how happy I was to be back in his life. He put it on Facebook for all his friends and family to see. I lived in Georgia and he lived in California, but I was willing to try a long-distance relationship with LT. I had forgotten why we broke up years ago. Although I felt something wasn’t quite right about him, the distance would give me time to examine what I really wanted and needed in a man.

One weekend Alabama called and asked what I was doing. After telling him my plans for the evening, I asked him when he was coming back to Atlanta. He said, “I am headed there now. I’ll be crossing over the state line in about twenty minutes.” Butterflies began floating in my stomach and my hands became sweaty. I then said, “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming to town?” I listened, waiting. Finally, “Baby girl, the way you have been traveling, I just thought you might be on a flight somewhere,” he said. We laughed and talked a bit more. Then he told me that he had to meet a few guys from his military unit and inquired if he could see me later.

Have you ever had that weird feeling in your stomach when you know you are about to do some crazy shit— something that won’t make much sense the next day? “Well, if time permits, before I have to meet my girlfriend,” is what I finally said. My hair wasn’t done, and I had no idea what I would wear. He called about two hours later. The first time, I let the call go to voicemail. The second time I answered. He was at the sports bar where we had watched the college games. He was in my neighborhood!

I told him that I would meet him there, but I wouldn’t stay long because I was meeting my girlfriend. He said, “We could just grab a bite to eat and you can carry on with your plans.” I got dressed and headed out. Driving over there my head was spinning and my heart was skipping a beat. I was excited about seeing Mr. Alabama.

I walked into the bar and our eyes met. He gave me a warm hug and a quick kiss. We sat across from each other. And within seconds he came and sat next to me. He was in a Polo pullover, some jeans, and the perfect loafers. Plus, he was smelling good as usual. We ordered our food and began small talk when my phone began ringing. It was my girlfriend. I didn’t answer. She sent a text: “How long before you get to the spot?” I didn’t respond. She called again and again. I received several other calls. I didn’t answer. If Jesus himself had called, I don’t know if I would have answered! Okay, maybe if Jesus called I would have answered, but it would have been a quick talk!

We finished dinner an hour and a half later. He walked me to my car and we reluctantly said goodbye. I called my girlfriend when I got in the car to ask where she was. She said, “Girl, I’m back home.” I made up some story about why I didn’t get her calls or texts, and apologized. I immediately called Mr. Alabama. He was headed back to his hotel. He asked if I was still going out, I told him unfortunately not because my girlfriend had gone back home. He suggested we meet at a lounge, have a drink, and talk some more. I agreed. We had a great night together, and then I went home and went to sleep in my own bed.

The next day I noticed I was missing the necklace I had been wearing the night before. I sent a text message and asked him to look for it. I told him what a great time I had and how nice it was to see him. Moments later, I got a text that read, “No necklace found.” That was it! “No necklace found.” I responded, “Thanks. Yes, I made it home safe. Yes, I am okay, and yes, it was good to see you, too.”

Moments later the phone rang. “Sorry doll, I should have made sure you were okay,” he said. I didn’t hear from him again for over two weeks. I sent a text to see how he was doing. No response. A day or so later, I sent another one. No response. WTF? Didn’t he feel all that amazing energy we shared just weeks prior? Eventually, I heard from him. He said he had had a “family emergency.” Yeah, right and I am the tooth fairy!

He started calling again. I began to ignore his calls. After I didn’t answer a few times, he got the message. It was clear that I liked him and I believe he liked me as well, but I also realized that this relationship was at a standstill. It was never going to go to the next level no matter how many sweet talks we shared or baby girls he called me. I took my power back. Today, we still talk on occasions but I hold my ground.

Trying to reconnect, LT and I began to talk on the phone again. We never discussed monogamy per se, but we did talk about a future together. Yet, something had changed. He was still verbally affectionate but still something felt different. Then one Friday night, while I was out with some friends, I received a text message that he had purchased a ticket for me to come to Sacramento. I had mixed feelings about the trip, but I decided to accept his invitation.

That same night while I lay sleeping, I received two calls from an unknown caller, back to back. When I woke up the next morning, I saw the missed calls and listened to the messages. It was a woman who identified herself as “LT’s ex-girlfriend, Linda.” “LT ain’t the man you think he is,” the female voice said. “He’s a liar, a cheater, and he’s been begging me to come back to him for the past month.” As if that were not enough information, in the second message she left her phone number and asked me to please call her. “Listen, I know you know him from college,” she continued, “He’s told me all about you over the past five years. LT is not the same guy you knew in college. Please call me so we can talk. I have e-mails and text messages to prove everything. He has been begging me to come back to him also.” Then she hung up the phone.

I was surprised, shocked, and disgusted all in the same breath. Do single, college sweethearts hunt you down for twenty years, fly you out to see them, take you shopping, drive you down memory lane, say all the right words, massage your feet, tell you they love you and want to marry you, and take you to Vegas only to make their ex-girlfriends jealous enough to want them back? Do they? Yes, they do.

I called Linda back. She talked and I listened. I asked for proof of what she was saying. She forwarded me numerous e-mails and text messages he had sent her over the past few months. Some of them read, “I love you, you are the only woman for me.” “I want to marry you, please call me.” Others were, “No one can ever take your place, I love everything about you.” And, “I miss you so much, please come back.” They were all sent on different dates, at different times, but during the same time he was showering me with so much attention. Now, I was smart enough to know to take everything with a grain of salt because I had been in Linda’s shoes before. I’ve called the other woman to tell her the “truth” so that I could “protect” her from the pain and lies, and all that other stuff. Yet, some of this was indisputable. I was perplexed. What did all this mean?

I wasn’t angry. I was surprised and caught off guard. I had been here before. It was quite familiar. I knew the drama all too well. I knew the break up, the make up, the in-between relationships, the fear of letting go, the fear of someone else getting “my man,” and the ego-based holding on. Yep. Been there, done that. I called LT and shared with him what I had learned. Of course he denied it and called her the infamous “crazy” and said she was just trying to mess things up for him. I have heard that somewhere before, but I digress yet again. When it was all said and done, I told my old college friend that it appears he had some unfinished business with his “ex”-girlfriend. I bid them both good luck and went on about my life. Both Alabama and LT were amazing parts of my journey toward understanding single men and myself.

Lesson Learned from Mr. Alabama 

When a single guy says, “I am not looking for a relationship. I like being single,” believe him! Appreciate him for his courage and realness. This type of single guy is a rare commodity. If you choose to continue to date him and it does not materialize into love, even after your sexiness, beauty, long talks, great laughs, wonderful dinners, and love-making, you cannot be mad at him. He was honest. But remember, if he likes you at all, he will continue to partake of the goodies as often as you let him. He will continue to call and hang around as long as the situation works for him. If he doesn’t like you or isn’t attracted to you, you won’t have this problem. He will be long gone after he gets the goodies the first time. Shout out to Mr. Alabama! I love that guy.

Lesson Learned from LT, My College Sweetheart 

Even when a single guy lives alone, says and does all the right things, takes you shopping, makes you laugh, kisses your hand while driving, tells everyone in his circle that he found you again, and tells you he loves you and promises to marry you, there are still no guarantees about his faithfulness and who holds his heart. So be patient, be careful, and make sure you get what you want and need out of the situation. Even if the old girlfriend comes back, you can move on, knowing that you gained something— besides another lesson. LT and I remain friends but it was a situation best left in the past. What I learned from all of this was that I needed to slow down.

Remember, single means there is room for you, but sometimes the wall around a man’s heart is too thick to penetrate. We have to ask the same questions about men that they ask about us. Why are you single if you have all these great qualities? Sometimes they are hiding secrets or haven’t told you the whole story. Dating is all fun and games (meaning no real expectations) until you are both committed and married. If you have a man that you like, enjoy what you have with him when you are together and take your time before escalating your feelings and the relationship to the next level. It all must be mutual in order for it to work.



Chapter 4
The Man Looking for Love



This man is a rare commodity. The disturbing thing for the man who wrote the letter that follows is that women have been put through so much foolishness that it’s hard to decipher between the jackass and the man who genuinely wants love. But if I had to show you a letter from a man looking for love, this would be it.

Love Letter to Rhonda 

Rhonda, thank you for sharing your thoughts and feelings with me today. You are a beautiful woman with a wonderful spirit. I’m very happy that you’re comfortable enough with me to share some of your personal thoughts, experiences, and emotions. That means more to me than words could ever express. You’re something very special, Rhonda—a gift. I felt something unique about you when I first saw the flash of your precious smile and the gleam in your eyes. Your pictures portray the warmth and gentleness that is reflected in your letter to me. Meeting you is no accident. I am certain that our meeting was predetermined by a higher power to let us both know that we can find our heart’s desire again, if we are patient. You are the essence of what I want in my life as my friend, lover, and partner. What I feel in my heart toward you is not a crush nor an infatuation. It is a genuine admiration for your style, grace, and personality. Please don’t misunderstand what I’m saying to you. I realize we just met and there is soooo much we have to learn about each other. But, you have my full, undivided attention. I’m very poised, very patient, and understanding. Rhonda, I know an angel with only one wing, with a song in his heart he has yet to sing. He wanders without aim between earth and sky, searching for his soulmate to help him fly. He asked the Lord one lonely night, “With only one wing, Lord, will I ever take flight?” The Lord then answered in his mysterious way, “The wing you are missing will find you one day. I created my angels with only one wing, each one a king in search of his queen. When you see her, then you’ll know why. She too is without aim between earth and sky. Until that time, angel, don’t lose sight. Your missing wing is searching tonight. And when she finds you, then you’ll finally see, that your wings joined together will set you free.” I have been waiting for my missing wing and I may have found her. Seeing and meeting you on this site some time ago, then canceling my membership approximately the same time you did, then coming back within literally days of you rejoining is no accident. I am certain that our meeting was predetermined by a higher power. However, I will reluctantly fade away into the background if you’re not interested in pursuing something serious with me. And I will always wonder, “Are you my other wing?” And what a life with you would have been like. Will I ever know? I hope so.

Very truly yours, 
Nathaniel 


Rhonda 

Wow, what a letter! First and foremost, I discovered through the editing process that the “wing” portion of this lovely letter was from a poem written by RosesAreBlue so we want to ensure they get proper credit for their poetry. I guess we have to start “Google-ing” our love letters now to make sure they are authentic works. Wow! On to the point, there is something to be said about a man who can put a love letter together. But there is more to be said about a woman who can see past the words and get to the heart of the man writing it. I loved Nathaniel’s letter. It was very touching, but something made me question his sincerity. Intuitively, I felt I needed to pay close attention.

Nathaniel’s Internet picture revealed a handsome man, in his mid-forties, probably six foot four or so; brown skin, nice teeth, muscular, large frame, nice wavy salt and pepper hair, and a friendly smile. He photographed himself. He was seated in a Hummer, a fitting vehicle for someone his size. We had many long conversations. We talked about me caring for my dad who was suffering from Alzheimer’s, and he thought I was quite compassionate. We also talked about our children, our jobs, our desires, and our goals. He informed me that he owned a successful business, that he was settled, and that he was looking for a wife who he could love. Our conversations were more of the usual getting to know someone chatter.

After the third week of talking on the phone and e-mailing back and forth, my new friend said to me, “Rhonda, I feel like I have known you forever. We have this energy and connection that is unreal. I believe I have found my soulmate. I want you to think about moving to Seattle. You can bring your dad and your kids. I will take care of all of you and we can have a good life together. Baby, but first, come and visit me and let’s take in the upcoming festivals and this beautiful weather we are having here. We will just hang out, and then we can talk about my moving you to Seattle.”

I was excited to meet him and to go to Seattle because I had never been there. I told him that I wanted to bring a girlfriend along on this first trip for safety reasons, he said, “Great, I will have you both sitting in first class and sipping Mimosas on your way.” I advised him that I would need a room and that I would rent my own car to be able to get around freely. “No problem, baby” he said. “I will buy your tickets next Friday.”

A few days after this conversation, he called and said, “Rhonda, I would like to spend time with you alone before your friend comes and I would prefer you stay at my home. My house is big enough for all of us to stay comfortably,” to which I replied, “No, I am not comfortable with that, I must have my own room” and although I don’t normally bring friends along on dates, this was different, I had never met him, he lived in another state, and my background in correctional work made me suspicious. In order to work with him, I told him it would be okay to send for my friend later that day, to allow a few hours alone to talk but that she had to come as well. Call it what you want, I was being safe. He said, “No problem, baby, I will get the tickets Friday.”

The day before Nathaniel was to buy the tickets for the trip, I received a text saying, “I have an emergency meeting in San Francisco for my company. I will have to reschedule your visit.” Not a call, a text. I was not surprised. Long story short, I never met my Seattle-based friend in person. Now thinking about him and the charming words he spoke, his gentleness and kindness, I could have seen myself introducing my kids to him. He was a father, seemed to have all the good qualities I liked, and had shown me enough to make me consider dating him.

Not to switch subjects, ladies, but I have to tie this point in here.

How many times have you met a guy and thought he could be the “one” or at least you thought he is someone you want to know better? Now in how many situations like that have you decided to introduce him to your kids based on the talks, feelings, and emotions? Probably many. Had this guy been closer to where I lived, the odds are, I would have begun dating him and introduced him to my family. If we follow the advice of Mr. Harvey, who suggests we introduce our kids to men we are dating, before you finish the deal, we might be introducing them more often than not. I get this point to a degree but I will tell you from experience, it just isn’t healthy for the kids. If you ask any of my daughters how they felt about meeting guys who I thought cared about me, only to find them missing down the road, they will tell you they hated it and that it was confusing. This applies to many platonic male friends as well.

Your children may not mind meeting your friends John, Tom, and Steve, then being left to wonder why they haven’t come by in a while, but I will tell you, mine did. Having learned the hard way, Shanae has taken a different approach. She opts not to have men meet my grandchildren. We have to make careful decisions for the sake of our children. If you decide to have them meet, after he has proven himself to you and you have checked him out through and through, then have a talk with the kids and let them know they will be meeting someone very special, your friend so and so. Then plan for a get together in a family friendly arena, like a park or skating rink. Once you introduce them, watch how he interacts, is he stiff and fake or genuine and relaxed? Listen to their responses and watch body language and keep it real about your parenting style, your expectations, and your hopes and dreams when it comes to talking about your role as a mom. Remember not every guy you meet deserves to meet your kids or your family. Choose wisely. You don’t want to be like the girl that cried wolf, telling your kids and family every other month that you have met the “one.” Eventually they won’t believe you anymore and won’t trust your judgment.

Now back to Mr. Seattle. After the trip cancellation, he apologized, continued to send sweet e-mails and texts. He also continued to call from time to time with lengthy conversations filled with sweet talk (aka bull crap). Yet, I began to see through him. I asked enough of the right questions, and he began to get his stories mixed up. We never made it on a date, but the letter was so beautifully written and the incident so poignant, that I had to share it so you could be aware of how powerful and deep the deception can be in a single woman’s world. With each conversation, I began to pay more attention to the details. I got past the “fluff” and began to notice the inconsistencies in his stories. I finally called it like it was and sent him on his poetic way. I can’t help but wonder how many women he has mesmerized on the Internet with this same letter?

About a month later, I received a friend request from him on Facebook. WTF?

All jokes aside, ladies, there is no greater feeling on planet earth than love. We all want it, and we all have it in us to give. It is a gift to be cherished, to share, and to be thankful for every day. The sad part is, when we want it so bad that we fall for the mere words from a guy who is really a poet, player, or pimp. If they sound good enough and we are lonely enough, the words that sound like love get us excited and make us lose our footing, even when we haven’t seen any actions to support them. Proceed with caution.

Take care of your heart. Honor your inner voice and notice signs written on the wall because they may be trying to tell you something. I can say that I have had the blessing of having men love me a few times in my life and the thing that is consistent is that real love is genuine. It will seem as if the man really does eat and breathe you. Not in the crazy stalker kind of way, but in a calm, sweet, and vulnerable way. My ex-husband is one of those persons.

I can remember a time when he had gone to Las Vegas for a convention. He called often to let me know he was thinking of me and missed me. He had a paid hotel room at one of the casinos. Yet, while we were talking on the phone, he decided right in the middle of our conversation that he was going to drive all the way back home just to be next to me that night. It was a seven-hour drive. We both talked to each other with such excitement and anticipation. He didn’t care how tired he was, or that he could have been resting or playing the slots or poker all weekend. His heart was with me. During our first years together, he would lie next to me, look into my eyes, breathe my air, and tell me just how beautiful I was. Those were magical moments for me.

He saw me at my worst, smelled my morning breath, tried to understand me, and held on even after people around him suggested he shouldn’t—all in the name of love. Now I am not going to pretend that it was all heavenly all the time, because Lord knows we had a whole host of other issues that are mentioned in other chapters. What I will say is that some of the actions he took made me believe he sincerely loved me. The guy who loves you shows you by how he acts, by what he is willing to do, and how he treats you and your loved ones. What he says, how he holds and kisses you, are important, as well. It seems almost impossible to get love, chemistry, and reciprocal feelings all at the same time. But, when you get it, you know it, and you feel it. But if there’s doubt in your heart or mind about a person, honor that doubt. It may be the Universe trying to tell you something.

Know that there are men who prey on a woman’s vulnerabilities. These men know we want and need them to love us to make us feel special and to accept our situations and our families. They know that we are built to be nurturers and we need protectors and providers. So they say the right things and often do the right things, at least initially. Their real intentions will unfold in due time. If you take enough time to get to know him, and ask the important questions about his life, his family, his ex-wife or girlfriend, his job, education, and background— not once but several times, in several different ways— the truth will emerge.

Last, when you’re first getting to know him, if he offers you free trips or gifts or other things too good to be true, call his bluff to see what he actually does. With time, you will know if he is really looking for love or just a plain old-fashioned booty call.



Chapter 5
 Goat Roaches



Yeah, that’s right, “Goat roaches!” Write it down and memorize it. With all those descriptive words out there to label women, we came up with one or two words over time that we use to describe men in their lowest forms. Have you ever heard of the words “chicken head,” “strawberry,” or “gold digger”? No doubt these were created by a man to describe some woman. These words have been tossed around and applied to women for decades. They describe women in what men have deemed our lowest possible forms. We therefore introduce the term “goat roaches” to describe certain types of male behavior. When you think of a roach, what comes to mind? Yeah, I know—something nasty and disgusting. It’s the last thing you want to see in your kitchen, bathroom, or bedroom. Same thing applies here. Let’s carry on, shall we?

Niggahs and Flies; the More I Know Niggahs, 
the More I Like Flies 

This statement is a reflection of any man whose behavior is so trifling, so bold, so disrespectful, that the phrase and the label apply. It is not a “race” phrase, the man can be black, white, brown or yellow and this term can apply. It is behavior based. Period. Since we all know how much we hate flies near us or near our food, this same feeling is being applied to men who reduce themselves to such low levels.

Shanae 

My mom used to call me sometimes and use the “flies” quote when talking about a situation or a guy who presented himself in a bad light, or was caught in a lie. Until recently, I had no idea what it meant. My aunts, however, called men “roaches.” And the really trifling ones, they were “goat roaches.” Yes ma’am, goat roaches. This is one of my favorite chapters ‘cause I get to vent.

Let’s talk.

There are different levels on the roach chart. First, if your man is single and honest with you, then he is not on the chart. This man tells you the truth despite the consequences, allowing you the opportunity to make your own decisions. If you don’t like it, you need to leave. If you stay even after he has told you what it is, then it’s on you. From my personal experience, I would rather have an honest guy than a man who tells me what I want to hear and is doing it all behind my back. In some ways, we are breeding liars. Often, the backlash of men telling us the truth causes more confusion and drama than if they just told us a lie.

One day, early on in my friendship with Mark, we had a discussion about monogamous relationships. He said, “Shanae, Los Angeles is not the place to find love. You’ll find yourself messed up trying to fall in love out here. I just enjoy whatever time I have with any given person. And once it’s over, it’s over.” I knew that he was seeing several different girls at this time. So I asked him, “How many girls, of the ones you are currently dating, do you actually care about?” He paused for a minute (I guess he ran down the list in his mind) and then said, “All of them.” I paused. Then he said “While a woman is with me, she’ll never be disrespected and she’ll be treated very well. But, I don’t plan to be with just one person. That’s a very old fashioned way of thinking.”


I was disturbed. Just coming out of a very long-term committed relationship, that was the last thing I wanted to hear about the men in Los Angeles,. But by the end of the conversation, I felt good. Joking, but also somewhat serious, I was like, “Cool, sign me up.” After being with a man who lied about the color of his underwear, it was pleasant to listen to a man who knew exactly what he wanted. Men like this are rare and can’t be put on the roach list. Single, confident, and honest equals sexy! Five gold stars for Mark. But for the men who aren’t like this, the following is the roach list:

Roach Level One. This is the single man who is in the club and on the hunt for a shot of ass. You see him going from woman to woman with the same line, hoping that one of them would bite. He has no plans on her staying the night or having breakfast the next day. A great example of this is my boy, Speedy. One day I called Speedy to catch up on things and see how he was doing. Before I could say, “Hey Speedy,” he started to tell me one of his many stories. He said, “Shanae, I met this honey last night; her body was off the chain” (that means she weighed over two hundred and fifty pounds with forty-seven of that being in her butt). I said, “For real? So what happened?” He said, “I took her to dinner, and while at dinner she proceeds to tell me that she has given her life to Jesus, and that she’s celibate.” He said he was pissed because she wasted his time. He felt she should have shared that with him up front! The next day he wanted to go to the movies, so he sent her this text message: “I want to see you and take you to the movies, but if you are not having sex with me then there’s no need to respond.” She didn’t respond. I said, “Speedy, most women don’t want to have sex with a man knowing that he could care less if he doesn’t see her again.” He said, “Shanae, it is what it is.”

Wow! Now that was a Roach Level One!

Roach Level Two. This is the single man who lies about everything just to try to hit it. And I mean lies about everything—name, age, kids, living arrangements, car, bank account—all within the first fifteen minutes of meeting you. Remember that beautiful letter to my mom that you just read from a guy she met on a very popular dating website? He had never met her or seen her in person, and he was ready for her to be his other “wing.” Love at first e-mail. Yet, after she wouldn’t agree to see him alone and stay at his house, he was ready to go find another wing. Suggestion: Maybe instead of scouring the Internet for his other angel wing, he should take a flying leap off a balcony and see how far he gets with the one wing God gave him. I’m just sayin’ WTF!

Now we come to the ultimate roach:

Goat Roaches. These are the most trifling men on the planet, and unfortunately, there is no shortage of them. You will have to use your own judgment as to which category your man falls into. But if he’s married and you introduce him to people as your man, he’s probably a bona fide “goat roach.” If you have an anniversary in the same year as his wedding anniversary, he’s a goat roach. If your child has a sibling who is the same age but is not a twin, your man is a goat roach. There aren’t any levels to goat roaches. This is the worst of the worst. Most of the men in this category need to file for divorce. The other half needs to go get in their cars and drive full speed off a cliff without a seat belt on (I’m just serious).

A guy I know, named J, is a real goat roach. J was my mentor in real estate. When we met, he had been married for six years. We talked on the phone and in person a lot, some of our conversations got personal. J told me that something happened to his wife when she was a child and as a result, she didn’t like to have sex. He also told me that he cheated on his wife with other women, and often had sex without a condom. Three years later, J had two children by two different women. One of the two children lives with him and his wife. She is raising the child along with her own children by J. One day I asked her how she did it; how could she raise another woman’s baby under the circumstance? She smiled and said, “It’s hard trying to raise four kids.” All I could say was “good luck.”

In truth, when dealing with “goat roaches” you are never safe. Even when he is home, his mind and thoughts are with the woman who made him laugh and smile, the one he just had sex with, or the one with the big ass he just met at the mall. When it comes to men, we have to use all of our senses to make sure we are doing the right thing for ourselves and for our families.

If it looks like a roach, walks like a roach, and hides when the lights come on (or when you call his phone at the wrong time), it’s a roach. Don’t try to make it a ladybug, it’s a roach. Roaches do not morph.



Part
Two

Getting What You
 Need from the Man 
You Are With



Chapter 6
Setting Standards 
with a Capital “S”



Shanae 

This is the most important chapter that you will ever read in any relationship book. So get comfortable and pay very close attention.

One thing that I’ve learned over the years is that every successful business or idea that was manifested into something great, started off as a well thought out plan. When successful people want to accomplish something, they sit down and draw up a plan to accomplish their goals.

Did you know the gambling industry is the result of a well thought out plan? Have you ever gone to a casino and looked at the great pools, restaurants, nightclubs, spa facilities, the bright colors, the wide array of slot machines, and the card game tables? Do you know why the owners invest so much money into making casinos look grand? They do it to pull you in and entice you to play their game. They do it to get you caught up in the moment.

Casino owners look at the odds of each game that they plan to bring into the casino. They first weigh the cons and then determine the potential gain of every game they consider having on the casino floor. Next, the CEOs and gaming commissioners all get together and talk about how hard it would be to cheat at this game and what precautions need to be in place to limit the likelihood of an individual successfully cheating, or potentially ruining the integrity of the game itself. Needless to say, it can take several years after a game is introduced to a casino before it makes it to the casino floor. The reason for all of this is because the casino doesn’t play to lose—they play to WIN! There is not a game in the casino that is being played that doesn’t have a house advantage. Believe that. The house odds fluctuate depending on the type of game you are playing, but nonetheless they are all set up to draw a certain type of person—the rich, blue-collar workers, white-collar workers, the unemployed, the self-employed, annual visitors, or daily regulars. After the casino owners decide they want to have a certain game on the floor, they go through a careful process to determine the best way to win.

Ladies, that’s what we want to do with this dating game. We have to reevaluate all the angles from which the game can be played . . . and PLAY TO WIN.

Identifying What You Want 

Now let’s seriously transfer this casino analogy into the game of LOVE, SEX, and MONEY (aka, “The Relationship Game”). In this game, you are the casino owner, the boss. The first step before adding this new game to your gaming lineup is to decide what kind of customer you are trying to attract. Remember, this is your game and you are the head person in charge (HPIC), so you can be as honest as you want. If you want a Brad Pitt or Denzel Washington look-alike, then say that. If you want a man with more muscles than Arnold Schwarzenegger in the eighties, then write it down. You are the ruler, and whatever rules you set should be followed. The point is, don’t lower your standards for anyone during the building process. Again, this is your dream so don’t shortchange yourself.

Let’s have fun with this first step. We will call it the “my dream man” step. There should be at least three qualifying characteristics. Physical, spiritual, sexual, and financial would be good starting points. If you were going to put them on a chart, it might look something like this:

Name of Characteristics: (e.g., physical, sexual, financial)

My Perfect Man Would Be: (Ideal requirements go in the boxes)
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Each stage has its own chart, so list everything that is important to you. Each section is graded on a scale of 1 to 10 with 10 being the highest score. The person should have a minimum score of 80 percent before you even think about giving up the goodies. With a score of anything less, you are just wasting your time. All the items that he or she scored low on will eventually bother the hell out of you anyway. Take a moment to list your ideal person’s requirements for each section. Fill in the chart with the people that you are already seeing or dating. It will clarify for you if this person is someone that you will be happy with later on in life.

Example: Physical Chart
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In comparing these two charts, Stanley is failing. We ain’t going to make it. So, save the cell phone minutes and move on. But, if you really like someone as a person, such as Stanley don’t try to force a relationship, transfer him to the just friends category.
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Okay, I’m going to keep it real with you, sex weighs more than any other category (not really but you feel me). Again, if your potential man falls “short” and I’m not talking about height, this may be a nonnegotiable. He can be a lot of things, but being built like a six-year-old boy is not one; we ain’t going to make it. I don’t care how much money he has or how cute he is, the best we can ever be is friends.

After you list all of your wants and needs, you should split them into two columns and list the negotiable on one side and the nonnegotiable on the other side. Now have fun and fill in the names of guys that are on your list and see how closely they really match up to your requirements. You may be surprised how they look on paper.

Example: Moral/Spiritual
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This section is really all about your personal preference. However, it is definitely important that you ask the right questions about a person’s history. For instance, if the man that you are seeing was exposed to violence as a kid; he is more likely to show abusive tendencies in your relationship. This section is really going to take a little more effort.

Identifying what you want in a man is pertinent to your success in finding a healthy relationship. When I was fifteen years old, I made a chart very similar to the one that follows. Of course at fifteen, my wish list lacked some of the more important qualities. My requirements at the time were:
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Lo and behold the man of my dreams had all the qualities on my list. He was tall, handsome, an athlete, had great teeth, a beautiful smile, and he had a car. Wow! But, he was also crazy! So make sure when you’re putting your list together to add things like at peace, happy with himself, not needy or insecure, educated, and other important characteristics. You get the point. You want the Universe to put together the perfect man, leave no stone unturned. Write all of your wants down on paper and let the Universe do the rest.

Once you have been sent the man of your dreams, “The game” begins. Remember our earlier talk about how gambling CEOs and gaming commissioners get together to devise a plan that will ensure the best house advantage? Well, that’s the next step—creating a game plan to your advantage.

The Dating Game 

Let’s assume he likes you and you like him. What do you do from here? You start dating. The first few dates are crucial to the direction of the relationship. It is in the beginning of the relationship that you must establish (1) your expectations, (2) what you are willing to sacrifice, and (3) what kind of time and attention you demand. Make sure your first date is somewhere that you will enjoy. If he thinks Red Lobster is the spot and you’re thinking hell no, say that, in a polite way. Let him know when you don’t like something and more important that he shouldn’t expect to sleep with you on the first date.

I remember one time a platonic friend of mine that I had known for a while asked me to fly to Jamaica with him for the weekend. I needed to think about his question for a minute and told him that I would call him back. When I called him back, I asked him if we were going to have separate rooms. He paused for a moment and said, “Well, I didn’t really think about that, but honestly, I can’t see going to Jamaica with you and you sleeping in another room.” I made it clear I didn’t want to lose our friendship by becoming intimate. Because I expressed that we would have to have separate rooms, and he was honest about his intentions, we both agreed that Jamaica was probably not a good spot for platonic friends to go hang out. The more up front and honest you and your friends or potential partners are with each other, the faster the relationship will progress in the right direction.

Recently we interviewed a couple that had been married for eleven years. I asked the husband how he knew she was the one. The wife started laughing and said, “Tell her how you went from six girlfriends to one.” He told us that his wife’s standards were so high, that slowly, the other girls began to fall off because he couldn’t afford her and everyone else. She ended up being the last woman standing and won the prize. Setting your standards and sticking to them will help you reach your relationship goals. It is also important to have an idea of how long you want to wait before you have sex when your dream man comes along and try to stick to it. Steve Harvey says wait ninety days. I can’t say that there is a magic number, but make him wait. I know people who had sex the first night they met and decided to get married shortly thereafter. On the other hand, I also have a friend who had sex with another friend of mine on the first date, and the next night I watched him not even acknowledge her presence while we were at the restaurant. She sent him a text while we were all eating dinner, and he looked at his phone and put it away. He wouldn’t even give her eye contact. It was the saddest, most disrespectful thing that I had ever seen. In short, refrain from having sex too early, and never go on a first date where there’s a bed.

The Questions You Should Ask 

You must ask questions, and lots of them. Steve Harvey’s book lists five questions that all women should ask a man: (1) What are your long-term goals? (2) What are your short-term goals? (3) What are your views on relationships? (4) What do you think about me? (5) How do you feel about me? Mr. Harvey also advises, “There’s no need to delay asking these questions—ask them right away, as soon as you think you might be remotely attracted to a man you’ve met” (p. 133).

With all due respect to Mr. Harvey, the first three questions are good, but the last two questions may not be realistic. Most women know how hard it is to get a man to be honest with them on the first date about something as simple as his marital status. So what are the odds of a man giving us an honest assessment (other than traditional complimentary things) of how he feels or thinks about us early on (or later on for that matter)? To test this out, we asked several men,while on a staged date, “What do you think about me?” and “What do you feel about me?” Here’s what we found:

Shanae: “What do you think about me?”

Guy 1: “I think you are beautiful and you have a great body, and nice teeth.”

Shanae: [So, you really want to know if I’m good in bed?] “How do you feel about me?”

Guy 1: [With a confused look on his face] “What do you mean?”

Shanae: “How do you feel about me?”

Guy 1: “Well, that’s why we’re here, so I can get to know you better. I really don’t know enough about you to answer that.”

I also asked a few of my male friends how they would respond if a girl asked them those questions. They all said they would tell her what they thought she wanted to hear. To further illustrate this point:

My friend Curtis and I were driving to the mall one day when he received a call from a girl “he liked.” And I heard him lying to her about his relationship status and several other personal questions that she asked. When he got off the phone, I asked him, “Why did you lie to her?” He said that he never tells girls the truth, because if he did, they wouldn’t let him hit it. “Girls need to think that they are the only one.” He said, “I tell you the truth because I know that we’re never going to have sex. But the other girls get exactly what they want to hear.”

Our conclusion: Questions only work IF MEN ARE HONEST.

However, I do agree that we have to ask more questions, and that we should only ask the questions that are going to propel our relationships in a healthy direction.

All of the men we interviewed also said it’s best to keep questions about sex and money to a minimum, at least initially. Keep in mind that the same things that make you laugh can make you cry. Similarly, the same questions you ask a man, he may also ask you. So before you speak, ask yourself, “Do I want him to ask me these same questions?” Here are some questions we think are absolutely imperative!

Questions you should ask early in the relationship:

1) Are you married? (He may lie, but at least you asked.)

2) Are you still friends with your baby’s mama (e.g, your ex-wife, girlfriend, friend)?

3) Describe your ideal woman?

4) Do you want kids?

5) Do you have children?

6) How often do you see your children (if you have any)?

7) Are you close to your mom?

8) How often do you call/see your mom?

9) How long was your longest relationship?

10) How do you feel about love, sex, and monogamy?

11) If you were a box of cereal, which one would you be and why?

12) How do you feel about Internet dating?

If you ask these questions with a genuine, gentle tone— meaning not judgmental, and not attacking or grilling him, you will have greater success in getting honest, heartfelt answers. Hopefully, he will tell you everything you need to know. Let’s discuss each question.

1) Are you married?

My girlfriend and I were having lunch at a small café in Studio City. We were engaging in our normal girl talk, when she said, “Shanae let me tell you about this married guy I dated.” The first thing that I asked was, “Did you know he was married?” She said, “No!” and began to explain how they met and how she found out he was married. Before she could finish her story, I asked her, “Did you ask him if he was married when you met him?” She said, “No, I didn’t know I had to ask if he was married. I assumed that if he was dating me, spending nights with me, traveling and going to business events with me, that he was single.” She added, “I’m forty-nine years old. In my generation, married men don’t date.” I quickly responded by saying this is a new day. Today, you must ask!

2) Are you still friends with your baby’s mama 
(e.g., your ex-wife, girlfriend, friend)?

Shanae 

Remember, the child’s mother can hold a very special place in his heart, especially if he ever loved her. I like to ask this question because if he is still heartbroken over his ex, he is probably not ready to give himself to you, and this relationship could end up being more work than it’s worth. I am not in the business of helping men get over their ex or dating men who are still intimate with their ex. When you ask this question, listen very closely to the answer and the tone in his voice. When you ask, “Are you still friends with your baby’s mama?” and he says something like, “Hell no, I can’t stand her crazy ass,” then it is probably safe to assume that he is open to a new, healthy relationship. You should also ask, “What is it that makes her so crazy?” What you are looking for is if he did anything that might have made her “crazy.” Think Elin Woods—Tiger Woods’ wife.

If he answers the initial question with, “I didn’t want to break up with her, she left me.” He’s not over her and you are probably just a rebound. If she never comes back to him, great, but if she changes her mind at any point and wants him back, you can kiss him goodbye. If he says, “We are cool, we just grew apart. I still have love for her . . . she’s the mother of my kids. We’re just two different people now, and I am looking for something else” then he is probably a keeper. You can move on to your next question.

Rhonda 

Asking if he’s still friends with his baby’s mama is a very important question when trying to get to know someone. My ex-husband and I were both guilty of hurting people through our twenty-year course of breaking up and then making up. Other people really didn’t have a chance until we were able to put our past behind us and move on with our individual lives. Even after divorce, we were still connected through our children, the homes we owned, and our business. Thus, we were forced to stay in close contact even when we didn’t really want to be around one another. I know other women with similar stories. Unfortunately, the ex-woman usually still has some sort of advantage, like it or not. Ladies, these situations are dangerous for your heart. It is critically important that you listen closely, as Shanae suggested. Pay attention to his answers as well as his body language. Also pay attention to how he talks to her on the phone and how he treats you in her presence.

3) Describe your ideal woman 

Shanae 

Ask him to describe his ideal or dream woman. If he describes someone that isn’t you, let him go. This means he would be settling and your relationship will not last. When he finds that ideal person, he will move on to her. Do you remember the guy Mark that I talked about in previous chapters? Well, I was so in love with Mark. He could sing, he was attractive, and he was attentive. Mark was super sexy and had everything I wanted in a man. I assumed I was his type (he asked me for my number) until I asked him to describe his ideal woman: “The first girl I ever had sex with was white. Since then, white women have been my preference.” At that very moment I realized that I was a woman that he liked and cared for, but he didn’t see me the same way that I saw him. His preference was someone that I was not, and could never be, if I had only asked sooner. Everything that I am telling you, I learned the hard way. If only one person reads this and learns from it, then this book has done its job.

Rhonda 

A very good friend of mine shared a story with me that adds creditability to the importance of this question. In looking at the type of women her ex-husband dated when they broke up (typically white or Hispanic), and in reading some of the online profiles he posted on Internet dating sites, she said she was shocked to discover he was attracted to women of other races, shapes, and ages none of which resembled her. She said to me, “I was shocked to learn that his age preference was anywhere from thirty to forty-two, his race preference ranged from no preference to Latin and white, and he solicited women with specific physical attributes like “athletic.” None of those descriptors described my friend. So this lovely African American, medium-built woman who was in her mid-forties was left to wonder if her ex-husband always had those desires, or did he simply develop them after they broke up? It could be that he always loved her like she was at that time, then changed. Who really knows? Either way, you see the importance of asking questions in the beginning, particularly this one.

4, 5, 6) Do you want kids? Do you have children?
How often do you see them?

Shanae 

Whether you have children or not, these questions tell you a lot about the man that you are dating. From these short questions, you will be able to determine if he is responsible, if he is proud of his family (whether the kids where planned or not), and if he is selfish and thinks the world rotates around him. If he says he doesn’t have any kids, then go to the next question.

If he is over 37 and doesn’t have any kids, that is a red flag for me. Why? Because it tells me one of four things: (1) He can’t have children, (2) he has supported an ex-wife or ex-girlfriend in having an abortion, (3) he is selfish and doesn’t want anything or anyone that is going to take money from him, or (4) he’s on the down low (we won’t go there). If you ask him if he has kids and he says yes, and then tells you their ages and how many, this is a very good sign. That means he is proud of his family and no matter what the situation is with the mother of his children, he is making it known that they are a part of him.

Rhonda 

It is key to know what kind of father he is to his own kids. Does he spend quality time with them? Does he offer them sound advice? Does he care about their education? Is he concerned about their accomplishments and goals? Does he feel it’s important to be involved in helping to shape their overall character and spirituality? While we expect women who have children to want their men to have kids, too, others prefer for him not to have children of his own. There are women with children, who actually want men who don’t have kids, to avoid “baby mama drama.” These women were also concerned that if the man had kids, his responsibilities to and for his children may impact the quality and quantity of time with her. Whether you are for or against a man with kids, knowing whether he has kids is the first step toward getting past this dating hurdle. Because I am a mother who has already raised three children and still has a teenage son to rear, it’s important for me to date a man who understands parenting. Perhaps he would be able to offer sound advice and serve as a role model and father figure to my son.

7, 8) Are you close to your mom? How often do you call/see your mom?

Shanae 

It seems like such a simple question, with such a simple answer, but it says so much. Think about it. If he doesn’t respect or care enough about the woman who gave birth to him, he probably isn’t going to care or respect you very much. On the other hand, if he doesn’t know his mom, or didn’t grow up with a woman in the house, there is going to be a gap in his relationship with you. This is something that you want to know up front. The more questions you ask, the fewer surprises you will have to deal with later.

Rhonda 

If a man can’t love his mama, can’t forgive his mama, doesn’t talk to or see his mama, run! Even if she wasn’t the best mom and even if she wasn’t there as often as he thinks she should have been, that man must be able to talk about those things and tell you the story. You have to be able to see that he has mended those wounds or is actively working through how he feels about his mom and that he can work through the remnants of his past, perhaps with you. The dynamics of the mother-son relationship is key to the success of your relationship.

9) How long was your longest relationship?

Shanae 

This section only applies to people over twenty-five. This question helps to identify a man’s level of commitment. If he says, “I was with my last girl for ten years,” and he didn’t marry her, it’s because she wasn’t the one but he found it easier to settle for someone that he didn’t want rather than to leave her alone so that she can find someone who did want to marry her and continue his journey solo. In short, this man may be selfish. If he says, “I was married to my ex-wife for x number of years,” ask how long it took before he married her. If he provides an answer that is less than six months that tells you he is impatient (or fell madly in love). If he says two to three years, he’s practical. Two to three years is the average amount of time for a couple to date before getting married. If he says four to seven years, that means he’s very cautious and doesn’t trust easily (or wasn’t ready to give up the players card just yet). Trying to make him bond with you before he is ready, is going to be time consuming, energy draining, and the relationship is probably going to fall apart anyway. If he says, “I have never been in a real relationship,” find out why you may be the one to change that.

Rhonda 

Great response Shanae!! That pretty much sums it up on this one.

10) How do you feel about sex, love, and monogamy?

Rhonda 

This is probably the most important question to ask a man. We can all assume how a man feels about sex. But asking him what he feels about sex provides him the opportunity to talk sex while looking you in your eyes, fully dressed. Asking such questions will help you to determine if he places any value on sex, if he practices safe sex, and if he is selective in his choice of women. If he says “sex is just sex,” or “I just get it in where I can,” then you already know what to do. If he is in love with you or has some sort of emotional connection to you, he may see sex in a different light. Once sexual intercourse takes place, the relationship will either deepen or fall apart. Every woman reading this knows what I am talking about, but how many of us have sat in front of the man we are dating and asked him this question? I didn’t ask this question the first twenty years of my life, but today I most certainly do.

When it comes to love, ask him when was the last time he was “in love” and how did he know? Ask him what love means to him and what does it feel like when he’s in love. Ask him what’s different about being in love and just dating a girl he likes. Listen to what he says, and watch his body language. Look into his eyes and search for honesty and truth. By asking this question, you are hoping to find out if he has been in love or not, what made him fall in love (other than the obvious chemistry and things in common), and what was it about the previous woman he loved so much. This also allows you to identify whether he’s capable of having strong feelings for a woman or not.

Monogamy. For those of you (us) who want or expect a monogamous relationship, this is an important question to ask. This is also the time for you to discuss your expectations with him. Let him know if you expect to have a monogamous relationship or if an “open” relationship is acceptable.

11) If you were a box of cereal, which one would you be and why?

Shanae 

This is a fun question to ask because it tells you how men perceive themselves. I will never forget when I was first asked that question. I was eighteen years old and interviewing for a job, my future boss asked me this question. I said, “Captain Crunch, I am sweet like the sugar coating, a leader like a captain, and crunchy,” and we both fell out laughing. I couldn’t think of anything else. On my way home, I was so disappointed that I couldn’t think of a better cereal. Plus, Captain Crunch scrapes the roof of your mouth. However, I did get the job. During our first training session, he explained why he had asked that question, and said the best answer he ever received was Grape Nuts. The person who gave the Grape Nuts answer said he chose that cereal because it’s strong and consistent, even in milk. I learned that the type of cereal is not important. It’s why a person picks a certain cereal that’s important. If the man you are thinking about dating says, Fruity Pebbles, regard his answer as a HUGE RED FLAG and run for the hills.

12) How do you feel about Internet Dating?

Rhonda 

Let’s face it, Internet dating is here to stay; match.com, blackpeoplemeet.com, plentyoffish.com, and a host of other dating sites provide easy avenues for people to find friends, love, and sex. If you find your mate on one of these sites, be sure to follow up when you start dating to make sure he or she has abandoned the old user ID and is only dating you. Also, if you are married, living with someone, or otherwise in a committed relationship, it behooves you to periodically check the computer to see what could be happening right there in front of your eyes. To further illustrate this point, I was recently in the hair salon, and began a conversation with a lady in her mid-forties who said she had recently gotten married (within the last two years). She said this was her first marriage and the guy was a few years younger than her. We were all excited for her. Salivating at the details. Then she told us her newlywed saga. She said that her new husband had established a Facebook account and was representing himself as a single man. There were no pictures of her or his family posted on his page and his social status was, “single, interested in women.” She also learned that he was on a popular dating site. When she confronted her husband, he said he was just trying to meet new friends. While he was at work and home alone, he said he sometimes got a “little bored and needed to be entertained.” WTF? He also decided he no longer needed to wear his wedding ring and began going out solo and staying out late. She eventually found the text messages and e-mails that confirmed her worst fears. She was hurt and angry. She said she waited her whole life to get married and never imagined that while she was away at work, her husband was searching cyberspace for women.

There are women on these sites who are legitimately looking for a man, others who post partially naked photographs of themselves are obviously looking for something else. To the men who see these photos, they convey quick access to conversation and ass. This is a part of dating in the Information Age. Keep your husbands close and the computers closer.



Chapter 7
Why Did I Get Married?



Shanae 

Every engaged, married, and divorced woman must honestly ask herself, “Why do I want to marry this person?” or “Why did I get married?”

Before I answered this question, I needed to talk to some guys and hear their answers. I didn’t understand why so many married men I knew cheated, so I decided to interview them and hear their story. One day, a friend of mine and I were talking, and I asked him why he got married. He said, “She was the best pick for the long haul. She’s a great mother, she’s sexy, she doesn’t curse, eat meat, drink alcohol, or go clubbing. She’s a perfect wife.” I said, “But you cheat, drink, and smoke. How does that work?” “I know,” he said. “She doesn’t enjoy the same things that I do, so I find women who I am more compatible with to do the things she doesn’t do.” WTF?

I have another married male friend who swears he is single. I asked him how he managed to have several serious relationships, over the past ten years, while still married. He said, “Well, I just realized I was unhappy.” So I asked him, “Why did you marry your wife?” He said he married her because they had the same financial vision, and she was very smart. WTF? The last time I checked, that was not a reason to get married.

Another male friend of mine, named Ray, dated one of my girlfriends. Ray was also married. When I asked Ray why he cheated on his wife, he said, “Because my wife, on her best day, is a seven (on a scale of one to ten). On a regular day, she’s a five or six, and I simply enjoy being with beautiful women.” He also said, “I don’t have any plans to leave her. She’s a great wife, but I don’t have any plans to be faithful either.” That’s some cold stuff right there. Go ahead and say it—WTF?

I can honestly say that I got married for love, maybe at the wrong time, but unequivocally for love. My husband-to-be and I met when I was fourteen. I knew we were going to get married someday. He was everything I wished for in my dreams: extremely gorgeous, nice teeth and a great smile, beautiful, milk chocolate skin, tall, and athletic. We started dating, and I loved everything about him—his broken fingers, his scars, his breath (good or bad). I loved it all. We dated for about a year and then broke up my sophomore year of high school. Cory was a senior.

Shortly after our breakup, he got into a fight at school and had to finish his last year at a different high school. We were apart for a year or so, and during that short period of time Cory got another girl pregnant. It hurt like hell. All of my thoughts were now about Cory, the other girl, and now a baby. When I asked about the baby, Cory lied and said it wasn’t his baby. The following year we started dating again. I was a junior in high school, and Cory was a freshman in college.

About six months into our relationship, he called me and said the baby was his. The blood test was positive. Although my first instinct was to break up with him, he somehow convinced me to stay. This would be the beginning of many years of lies and tears.

One Friday afternoon, in 1997, I drove to Fresno to visit Cory at college. He and his roommate Chuck had to go somewhere, and I stayed behind at their house. I was watching television in the living room when the phone rang in Chuck’s room. After so many rings, the answering machine picked up and the voice on the other end said, “Hey, Cory, this is Ruth. Give me a call, but before the female caller could hang up the phone, I rushed into Chuck’s room, and picked up the phone, “Hi, this is Shanae. How do you know Cory?” I asked circumspectly. I remembered Cory mentioning her name to me before, but wasn’t quite sure about the nature of their relationship. Ruth immediately knew who I was, and told me all the things that she knew about me. She also told me that she and Cory had been intimate. I asked her specifically if they had sex, she didn’t answer.

Since the answering machine was never turned off, the entire conversation was recorded. As soon as he and Chuck came home, I furiously walked him into Chuck’s room and pressed play. He heard the entire conversation, and began explaining his side of the story. I asked all the normal questions any girlfriend would ask. “Who is she?” and “Why is she calling you?” I asked. “Did you have sex with her?” Angry and frustrated, Cory grabbed my neck and began to choke me. Chuck sat on the sofa and played video games. He eventually said, “Man, don’t choke her.” Then Cory released me.

Crying, I ran into his room and slammed the door behind me. Why did he choke me? What did I do to deserve that? About an hour later and without an apology, Cory came into the room and said I shouldn’t have been in Chuck’s room in the first place. At seventeen, I didn’t see the red flag. I was so caught up in our love (or lust) that I lost track of the difference between right and wrong. For the young and old who may be reading this and can relate, a man putting his hands on you is wrong (always) and it doesn’t get better with time.

In September of 1998 I found out I was pregnant. Cory and I had been living together for nearly a year. I was a sophomore in college, and he was a senior. Less than a year later, Cory was drafted into the NFL by the Cincinnati Bengals. Our daughter, Nya, was born on June 7,1999.

Recently drafted into the NFL and fearful of having to pay too much child support to his first child’s mother, Cory decided to start a relationship with her again. Of course he failed to seek my knowledge or approval.

In early December 2000, I received child support papers from the California Department of Social Services (keep in mind our wedding was scheduled for December 31, 2000). The mother of Cory’s first child was requesting more money. I asked him if he had been paying her according to their agreement. He said, “Yes!” and that he would handle it and not to worry. I thought to myself, if she was receiving money every month, why was she filing for child support? It didn’t make sense so I called her to ask. She said she filed because the child support payments were not being sent on time every month and the amount sent some months was less than others. I then asked her if I took the responsibility to send the payments every month, would that make her feel more comfortable. She said, “What do you mean? Do you live there?” I told her yes, and asked what she meant. She said Cory told her I didn’t live with him.

I turned on the recorder of my phone to record the remainder of our conversation. She said he flew her to Cincinnati twice. One of those times was for Mother’s Day. After she and I got off of the phone, I promptly placed our daughter in her car seat and drove to the training facility where Cory was at practice with the team. When I arrived, I saw one of Cory’s teammates and asked him to go get him. Cory came out, and I played the tape of my conversation. He told me she was crazy and that it never happened. I didn’t believe him. He had to get back to work so I left. He came home early from practice to check on me. I was still furious and crying. “That’s what you get for listening to her crazy ass. You let her do this to you,” he said. He even shed a tear and asked how I could let these lies come into our home! Curious, I called her back. This time she provided irrefutable details like dates, times, where he was, where they stayed, the car he drove, and most importantly, her flight information.

He came downstairs, and heard me speaking on the house phone, while I was still talking to her, and hung up the phone. I cried and cried and cried. Talk about being devastated. I loved Cory, but this day changed my life, my relationship with him, and the way that I saw him, forever. When I asked him, “Why?” he said, “It was cheaper than paying her court awarded child support.” In the end, the courts only awarded her an additional $1,000 per month. It was pennies comparatively speaking.

Why did I get married anyway? My wedding date was now only three weeks away. We had already spent thousands of dollars for the wedding, and I didn’t want to lose the money. We also had a daughter, and I didn’t want to be a single parent. I figured I would be taken care of financially, and I was already comfortable with Cory. I wish I would have had NBA player, Richard Jefferson, to counsel me nine years ago. I went down the altar and said “I do” when I didn’t.

After the reception, we came back to our apartment in Fresno. He seemed so happy, and I felt so sad, hurt, and angry. I didn’t feel anything like I thought I would feel on my wedding day. The “fairy tale” had begun and ended all at the same time. Long story short I filed for divorce in 2007. Although I regret getting married before getting help, I learned some difficult lessons, and Cory and I are remain friends and focused parents to our children.

What doesn’t kill you, only makes you stronger.

Rhonda 

There was a time in my life early on when being married and having a diamond ring felt right and in my mind it proved my man’s love and commitment to me. It meant everything. In looking at the state of relationships today, my own included, I now can’t help but wonder what exactly a “ring” proves, prevents, or establishes? I note that Mr. Harvey so kindly dedicated a chapter in his prior book that tells us “how to get the ring.” I admire that chapter and its intent. However, before I go into answering why I got married, I have to ask something that is bugging the hell out of me regarding the “ring.” What does it mean to get a ring? What did it prove for Halle Berry, Sandra Bullock, and so many others? Does a ring guarantee a lifelong monogamous relationship? No. Does a ring ensure respect, protection from abuse, emotional and financial support, and unconditional love? No. Does it shelter one from heartbreak? No. Today, more often than not, a ring is merely a symbol of marriage devoid of meaning. Sure it can mean that in the event of his death, as his wife, you get the insurance benefits and social security payments but then that isn’t why we marry is it? There was a time when “the ring” meant you were marrying your soulmate—the man who would love, honor, cherish, and provide for you, and be faithful until death. Today, however, it seems to represent a bond between two people that only lasts until one pisses the other off one too many times, the woman becomes unattractive to the man, money gets tight, or until another woman in a short skirt with a big ass and some double D’s comes along. When that happens, he seems to forget about the ring, the commitment, the kids, and everything else the unbroken circle of gold, platinum, or silver was supposed to signify.

Unfortunately, so many wives before, during, and after this book will learn or will have learned that the ring simply means she possesses what is hopefully a very nice piece of jewelry on her finger. So make sure it’s a good cut, with great clarity and size, in the event he strays, falls out of love, or otherwise violates his vows. Let there be enough equity in that bad boy to sell it or pawn it so you can take yourself on a nice post-relationship vacation and fund your divorce party.

I’m not saying meaningful and lasting proposals and marriages don’t exist—I still believe there are some. What I am saying, however, is the ring, in and of itself, signifies nothing. As we have said throughout this book, you need more than a ring, you need the man’s heart. It is also important to know his relationship with God, with himself, and with his mama.

My point is, don’t fall for the illusion that getting that diamond or band means you have won the lottery and that life is set. Look at the women who have come before you, whose stories are all around you, and learn from their experiences. Enjoy your precious moments but remain aware and not caught up in the clouds.

Now back to the question, “Why did I get married?” I got married because I was in love with a capital “L” and I was broken with a capital “B.” Plus, I had two young, beautiful daughters who needed a stable father figure. I had never felt chemistry like I did with my (now ex) husband. It was euphoric, amazing, sexy, and it made me forget about everything that was wrong in my life. I was looking to my husband to save me from my life, from my disconnectedness, and to make me feel loved (not the best reasons).

Roderick was handsome, physically fit, and seemed kind. He was somewhat shy and quiet, but sexy. He was a gentleman. He opened doors for me and treated me like a lady. He seemed genuine. He was in the U.S. Air Force and was stable.

I was a mother of two at the time, and although he had contributed to the birth of a son, while overseas in the military, he lacked the experience of being a dad. Roderick seemed okay with the idea of a “ready made family” for a while, but the days, months, and years ahead would prove otherwise.

We both came from troubled backgrounds. He came from a family of seven sisters, a wonderful, Christian mom, and a hardworking but jealous dad who had physically abused his mother on more than one occasion. I came from a family of five siblings, three brothers and two sisters, and a dysfunctional background too lengthy and disturbing to talk about. I saw my father twice while growing up, and my mom was often emotionally unstable. She married three times, was involved in a few tumultuous relationships, and struggled to find love most of her life. This left an indelible impression on me, which ultimately affected my relationships with men. Though I don’t blame her or hold her accountable, it was the starting point, the place where I developed standards for myself and for those I chose to love.

I married and divorced Roderick twice, and we dated off and on after each divorce. I was too afraid to let him go and be alone. Our marriage contained infidelity, out-of-control rage, and periodic emotional abuse. Unfortunately, when you are broken in spirit; lack a solid foundation of family values and principles; missing a clear example of what a stable marriage should look and feel like; and are unsure how to juggle being a wife, a mother, and a career-oriented woman, you are sure to run into trouble. This is true especially when your husband is just as troubled as you are. I want you to ask yourself a few questions. What is your story? Why did you get married? When you think of your husband or the guy you are dating, how would you answer the following question, “If I were financially stable, emotionally and spiritually sound, in great physical shape, and had a great support system, would I still be with this guy?” If you can honestly say yes, then you are probably in the right situation. If, however, your answer is “Hell to-the-no!!” or a milder version of that, then perhaps you married for the wrong reasons. It’s imperative that you examine where you are, how you got there, and what you’re going to do about it.

The key is to find out why you and your husband married or why you and your significant other are thinking about marriage. If it was or is for superficial reasons like, fear, insecurity, or to be with someone until something better comes along, you may want to re-evaluate your situation. I learned this the hard way.



Chapter 8
Understanding Your 
Baggage



The past lives in you as memories, but memories in themselves are not a problem. In fact, it is through memory that we learn from the past and from past mistakes. It is only when memories, that is to say, thoughts about the past, take you over completely that they turn into a burden, turn problematic, and become part of your sense of self. Your personality, which is conditioned by the past, then becomes your prison. Your memories are invested with a sense of self, and your story becomes who you perceive yourself to be. (Tolle, 2008, p. 140)

The perception we have of ourselves is what has the potential to destroy our ability to enter into relationships worthy of our time and commitment. When you first read the title of this chapter, you probably thought, “Baggage?” You might have even thought, “Okay, I have a little debt, a few too many kids, and I could stand to go to the gym to shrink this pouch. Well, that’s surface level baggage. We are going to take it a little deeper and talk about the baggage we carry within us.

Shanae 

At the end of my marriage, I knew that I had healing to do. No matter what people say, it takes two people to have a great relationship, and one person to destroy it. When people that we love do things that hurt us over and over again, it is human nature to build up some form of a defense system. Some people will become very angry with the world, some will go through life always playing the victim role. I chose to heal and live a great life, but I knew that I needed to acknowledge that I was wounded and only time and God would allow me to heal properly.

Shortly after Cory and I separated, I recognized that I carried a lot of baggage and pain as residue from our marriage. When I looked in the mirror, all I saw was “little me” who had been picked on, mistreated, and who had an extraordinary hill to climb if I ever wanted to be in a healthy trusting relationship again. There are so many stories that come to mind that I could share with you as an example of things that men do that hurt us and leave permanent scars, but one particular incident, that happened to me really sticks out.

It was a Wednesday night in March, my husband was in Florida, training for his seventh season in the NFL. The kids and I were still in Georgia continuing our daily routine of school, work, and sports. This particular night I had tucked the kids in bed early so I decided to surf the Web for a few minutes before I went to bed. The computer was already logged into Cory’s AOL account so I decided to use it as my browser. As I was surfing the net, I noticed an unfamiliar name in the Buddies Box. I clicked on the name and started an IM (instant messaging) chat. I typed “hi,” and waited for a response. “Your wife must be upstairs, asleep. You already told me good night. What are you still doing up?” was the response I received back. I continued to talk to her as if I were Cory. She proceeded to tell me (Cory) she loved me, she would take care of me, and that she didn’t understand why I kept trying to make it work with my wife. For twenty-five minutes she told me about “our” relationship (my marriage). Then she asked me (Cory), how I felt about her. I told her I had to go. She was pissed. She said I made her expose herself and then didn’t answer the question. So, of course, she’s calling him at the same time I’m calling him. She kept instant messaging me (Cory), telling me to answer the phone.

When he became aware of the situation, Cory caught the next flight home. After I heard his lame-ass story, I sat on the bedroom floor with my laptop and pulled up his phone bill online with him in the room, and pointed out all of their phone calls. Some of which were as long as five hours in one day. Most of them were forty-five minutes, a couple of times a day. Quick tempered, Cory jumped up out of his chair, smashed the laptop with his foot, and threw me around the house for an hour. He said I should have just stopped while I was ahead.

When he got tired, he said he was going back to Florida and left. I called the police and they immediately issued a warrant for his arrest. He turned himself in, and guess who bailed him out? You guessed it; I did. I bailed out the man who had just assaulted me. After he was released, Cory stayed at a friend’s house for a few days and then came home. About a week later, we got into another big argument. This time, I told him to pack his shit and leave. He said he wasn’t going anywhere. Needing to prove to him that I had the upper hand, I went down to the courthouse, filed a restraining order, and came back to the house with seven police officers. They gave him ten minutes to get as much as he could and leave the house. They also made him leave his opener to the entry gate, his garage door opener, and all the keys to the house. Looking back, I could have handled things differently. I could have left. I should have sought help. I am not saying he was right, I am just saying that I added fuel to the fire every chance I got. I wanted Cory to understand that I was going to pay him back for every time he hurt me, every time he lied to me, and every time he made me cry. My ego was in full gear, and I sought revenge. The last two years of our marriage were not sexy. I suffered and my children suffered unnecessarily.

Then one day I realized I was tired of fighting. I realized my ego was not as big as his desire to win, even if it meant losing in the end.

Eckhart Tolle says it so eloquently in A New Earth:

Very unconscious people experience their own ego through its reflection in others. When you realize that what you react to in others is also in you (and sometimes only in you), you begin to become aware of your own ego. At that stage, you may also realize that you were doing to others what you thought others were doing to you. You cease seeing yourself as the victim . . . You are not the ego, so when you become aware of the ego in you, it does not mean you know who you are—it means you know who you are not. But it is through knowing who you are not that the greatest obstacle to truly knowing yourself is removed (p. 189).

It is our job as women to find out what internal baggage we carry. This is important because it is virtually impossible to have a healthy relationship when we are unconsciously seeking drama and chaos. My life has gone from fighting, crying, and arguing every day to peace, quiet, and days full of joy and laughter. I had to re-evaluate myself to find my true sense of tranquility. Obviously, I had to undergo a lot of spiritual uplifting to get to the mental space I’m in now, but there is no other place I would rather be. My entire soul and spirit are now at peace. Sometimes just saying, “I’m tired and I deserve better,” is half the battle. Getting on the right path and finding your way is the other half.

Rhonda 

The journey toward identifying our own baggage is sometimes very challenging and scary. Looking in the mirror and evaluating our flaws is something most of us don’t want to do. I certainly didn’t want to see mine. It was far easier to look outside myself and point the finger than to go within. We often seek to blame other people, including men, for the breakdowns, the BS, and the state of our lives, particularly if where we are is not where we want to be. This doesn’t mean the blame isn’t justified toward the other party, it simply means, the blame mirror should be fully extended to show the full view of both parties.

I can remember my husband and the guys I dated making comments like, “You don’t respect me when we are out in clubs. You don’t know how to act,” or “You feed off the attention of other men.” Instead of looking at myself, I dismissed their comments as jealousy and immaturity. At the time, I didn’t care what they said or how my alleged behavior impacted them. I accepted offers to dance while walking back from the restroom, and danced several songs while my date watched me from the bar. I also took telephone numbers on folded napkins when my date was away getting me a drink. I did these things on a regular basis, without considering what these actions meant. They were just a part of who I was. My disrespectful actions led to the demise of several of my relationships. I was only concerned about myself. There were deeper issues underneath.

On the surface I was an attractive and smart woman who had it “going on.” Yet, internally, I didn’t respect myself or men. I was trying to fill an empty well with attention from everyone. With my ego in charge and my emotions disconnected, I created a lot of suffering for myself and others. This was my baggage.

Now, at age forty-five, with my past behind me, I look back over the years and take full responsibility for the life I lived. I recognize my inappropriate actions and the insecurities that led me to select men who were not good for me, despite the red flags. Because I failed to set high standards for myself, I created much of my own pain.

Today, I see things much more clearly. I say, “No thank you,” to men and situations that aren’t good for me. I have rid myself of many of the old thoughts and ways and I make it a point to keep company with positive, fun, and spiritual people. I live a virtually drama-free life most of the time.

When you look in the mirror and ask yourself honest questions while admitting the truth, breakthroughs can occur. Only you can change your situation. Until you decide to change, however, you will repeat the same behaviors, make the same mistakes, and end up in similar situations. The definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over and expecting a different result. I can relate, and perhaps you can, too.



Chapter 9
Differentiating Needs from Wants



Shanae 

For me, I need my man to pull a gold wrapper out his pocket when it’s time to get it in, and a black card out of his wallet when it is time to shop. Okay, let me stop playing.

Since the Word of God says, “It is not good that man should be alone; I will make him a helper comparable to him” (Gen. 2:18;KJV), I think it is safe to say that we need a mate in our lives, but picking the right one is the hard part. According to the Marriage Builders web site (www.marriagebuilders.com), the top five emotional needs that should be met in order to maintain a healthy relationship are affection, sexual fulfillment, conversation, recreational companionship, and physical attractiveness. Unfortunately, men and women tend to place a different level of importance on each of these emotional needs. I don’t think conversation is on any man’s top five picks (or twenty-five, for that matter). As women, it is important that we choose our battles with our partners. It is naïve to think he’s going to go to work, come home, help the kids with homework, cook dinner, wash dishes, talk about his day, and then have sex with you (although that is what they expect of us). Unless your man’s name is Baby Face, this is probably not going to happen.

The truth is cooking, cleaning, sewing buttons, and making sure everyone has clean clothes to wear is more important to us than it is to our men. When I was married, I used to crack jokes with my husband and say, “You could care less about how much I spent or if the house is clean, as long as there is enough money in the bank for you to make a withdrawal from the ATM, there’s something to eat on the table, and you get some that night.” He would laugh and say, “Yep.” The only time we had an issue was when I said no to sex. Then everything was a problem. Clearly, if he had to choose between eating and having sex, he would have chosen sex and starved.

Ladies, believe it or not, men are very clear about what they want, whether they deserve it or not. So, it is time we figure out what we want so we can communicate our needs and choose our battles wisely.

If your man is a great provider, does it really matter that he didn’t wake up with the baby? Or that he didn’t fill up your gas tank after he drove your car to work? I read one woman’s story in Jill Eggleston Brett’s article in Today’s Christian Woman that said:

I felt what I did all day was meet other people’s needs. Whether it was caring for my children, working in the ministry, or washing my husband’s clothes, by the end of the day I wanted to be done need-meeting. I wanted my pillow and a magazine. But God prompted me to ask myself: Are the “needs” you meet for your husband, the needs he wants met? If our daughters weren’t perfectly primped, he didn’t complain. If the kitchen floor needed mopping, he didn’t say a word. And if he didn’t have any socks to wear, he simply threw them in the wash himself. Soon I realized that I was saying no to the one thing he asked of me. (p. 68)

Men are very consistent on a universal level. It is time for us to start deciphering between our wants and our needs and stop jumbling them together. If we only asked for the thing we really needed, our men would view it as obtainable and not overwhelming. The problem is, we ask our men for both our wants and our needs and aren’t consistent about either.

Johnny, a coworker of mine always says women want too much. It appears that way to men because we vocalize every concern and want. While men tend to express only their longing to have the bare minimum met. Great sex and a good meal is all they need to survive; everything else is icing on the cake. Some women have the ability to make everything a big deal. Most women want to be loved by their partner, some women are emotional. Most women tend to translate love and affection as a man’s desire to want to be with her and be around her. As women, we feel loved when our men are aware of our needs and meet them without being told. How sexy is it when your man is in your car, hears a weird noise, and tells you to drive his car until he can get yours fixed? Or when he sees that your purse strap is about to break and he just shows up with a new purse. Not likely to happen too often, but to women, that says, “He loves me and he is aware of all my needs.”

On the other hand, a man feels that he is showing you love when he works long, hard hours to provide for you and the family. In the book For Women Only, Shaunti Feldhahn states, “For a man, bringing home a paycheck is love talk, pure and simple. He has something to prove (‘I can take care of you, I am worthy of you’) and he wants to deliver” (p. 80). While it is our job and our duty to express appreciation for their hard work and effort, we must also remind them that the “needs” they deem important may not be on the same level of importance to us. I know we expect our men to read our minds, but what is basic, common sense to us is often a foreign language to them. Take a moment to outline your needs, and then find a good time to tell him (not after work). After sex is always a good time to ask for what you need or want, but make it quick; you might only have five minutes before he is in full REM sleep.

All jokes aside, try setting aside time on his day off, after a really nice, home-cooked meal, or some other time when he is relaxed. Never try to talk to your man during a game—your words will fall on deaf ears.



Chapter 10
 Knowing Your Place



Shanae 

Before there was woman there was man. God deemed him to be wise enough to have “dominion over the fish of the sea, over the birds of the air, and over the cattle, over all the earth and over every creeping thing that creeps on the earth” (Gen. 1:26; KJV). And then some time later God saw that Adam was lonely and said that it was not good for man to be alone. God trusted that the man he created, in his image, was capable of naming all life and tending to it. Yet, for some strange reason, women today don’t trust men to name their pets let alone, tend to the broken coffee table (believe me, I feel the same way at times). Where has the trust gone?

If I learned one thing from my marriage and from all of my male friends, it’s that our men still need that trust from their women (or, as they call it, support, affirmation, loyalty). The truth of the matter is that most women don’t know what the hell it means to “be in your place.” I used to feel my place was any emotion I expressed at that time—hurt, anger, frustration—usually all negative emotions. In my mind, I could say anything I wanted to say, the way I wanted to say it. I never saw my parents communicate in a respectful manner. If there was a problem in our house, no one talked, and then both of my parents went out every night until the next argument. This endless cycle continued until they broke up.

In addition to not knowing how to respectfully communicate with a man, particularly, when I was upset, I also didn’t understand and couldn’t relate to the burden that a man carries with him every day. Men carry the burden of being the primary breadwinner, knowing that their wife and kids are depending on them to make sure there is food on the table, and that the lights come on when they hit the light switch. My husband would always say, “You don’t know how it feels to get up and go to work every morning knowing that there is someone there ready to take your job.” I have heard this same statement from entertainers, pro-athletes, and corporate men. I always thought a man’s life was easy. It is the woman who has to give birth, wash clothes, cook, clean, take care of the kids, take care of the man, and work. And when we’re sick, there’s rarely anyone to take care of us (this is still a fact). As a woman, I can’t comprehend the worries and burdens of a man. I can’t even begin to pretend. What I do know, however, is that men and women have very different ways of looking at the world and at each other.

Affirm 

Affirming your man is important. My ex-husband used to say he got more affirmation in the streets than he did at home. I interpreted that to mean he received more compliments from girls on the streets than he did from me. I would immediately become defensive, and my response was always, “Well, those chicks don’t live with you, so go get it from them!” He did. One of my male friends told me that affirming a man (e.g., “I’m so proud of you, baby,” “Good job,” “Thanks for taking caring of that today.”) was just as important as having sex with him (hard to believe but apparently true). I then began to realize how insecure and needy men really were. Although they don’t express it the way that women do, men want and need the same confidence-building words to come from their partners as women do.

A celebrity friend of mine was getting ready to shoot a pilot for a cable network that he wrote and produced. On the first day of the shoot, he sent me a text that said, “Wish me luck.” I wrote back, “I would if I thought you needed it, but you are funny, talented, and extremely entertaining, so just go out there and be you.” His response was, “You’re right, thanks babe!” And then it hit me. No matter how much or how little a man makes, he needs that special someone to tell him, “I’m proud of you and you’re special to me.” Never assume that everyone tells him so he doesn’t need to hear it from you, too. You must put positive energy into him. If you don’t, someone else will.

Support 

I used to think support meant believing in someone who didn’t know whether to wind their butt or scratch their watch. In other words, supporting someone who was just lost. I never understood why Cory would yell and scream that I didn’t support him. I thought, “Yeah, you’re right. I will never support stupidity.” What I didn’t realize was that the things that seemed simple and small to me could have made a big difference in the way that he felt about himself and about me. To a man, “support me” means “believe in me and trust that I am capable of doing some things correctly.” This may be as simple as letting him spend two hundred dollars trying to fix something that cost only thirty bucks to replace, but because he did it wrong the first two times it has become much more expensive. Or it may mean supporting his decision to quit his steady job, with a 401k and health benefits, in order to live out his dream of being an entrepreneur. I encountered both situations and both times I failed to be supportive in some way. One time my husband wanted to call an electrician out to change a fuse. The charge was about two hundred dollars. I went and bought the fuse for about ten dollars and changed it myself in three minutes. The problem was not that I did it myself. The problem was that when it was done I asked him, “Was that really too hard for you to do? You have all those muscles for nothing.” I seemed to make a habit of proving to him that I didn’t need him. This is where we, women, go wrong. Some of us don’t know how to let a man be a man.

I made my man feel incapable. If something was broken, I tried to fix it before I paid someone to fix it. I am a very handy person, and it drove me crazy that he couldn’t fix things or was too lazy to fix things around the house. Instead of nagging him about his inability to fix things, I could have handled it differently. I didn’t have to add to his insecurities.

SEX 

Next, but probably the most important to a man, is sex. So many of my married, male friends ask me what to do to get their wives to have sex with them more often, and without them always having to initiate it. I have a good friend who plays in the NFL who called me and said, “Shanae, what else can I do? I leave her notes in the fridge telling her I love her. I send gifts to the house while I’m away, but she still doesn’t want to have sex with me.” “Why do you think that she is going to have sex with you now?” I replied. “You said she didn’t give you any before the baby or before the ring.” “I thought she was holding out until we got married,” he said. “I told you before you married her, most women who like to have sex don’t just have sex every two months, waiting for the wedding day. It’s all or nothing,” I stated. He asked, “What should I do?” I replied, “You have to tell her like you’re telling me.”

I am not sure how some women expect to keep a happy home when their man can’t get any relief at home. I mean that literally. I interviewed one of the managers at my bank. He said it had been eighteen months since he had intercourse with his wife. He lives with her and he sees her every day. How is that possible? Often sex with his woman is all it takes to change the entire course of a man’s day or week. Giving your man sex is one of your roles as his woman, but don’t do it out of duty. It makes a huge difference if you want it just as bad as he does, and if you initiate it. This will definitely be an ego-builder for him.

No Talking about Your Other Man to Your Guy 

A common no-no that women seem to do all the time is to try to make their man jealous. Every time you mention another man’s name or what he has done for you, you put doubt and insecurities in your man’s head. And as sure as the day is long, all those insecurities will come back to haunt you. My friend Mark recently told me that when a woman complements another man in front of her man all he hears is “she wants to have sex with him.” I hope that not all men are that insecure but I am starting to believe it’s true. So watch what you say (unless you don’t want to be with the guy anymore).

Know Your Role 

It is important for you to know and understand your position in his life. Are you wifey, girlfriend, girlfriend on the side, or booty call? Once you know your role then you can decide to quit or stay on the team. If you decide to stay, you must view your current relationship title as a job title. With every job title, there are certain requirements and expectations that need to be met in order to keep your job. If you go above and beyond the call of duty, you are likely to be promoted. On the flip side, if you are only doing the bare minimum in order to get by, you can be putting yourself in position to be demoted (this applies to the man or the woman). In addition to knowing your job title and responsibilities, you must also know what you want from the man you’re dealing with and know your worth. With a clear understanding of your job title and responsibilities, work to the best of your ability and within the parameters you have established. If that role doesn’t work for you, or if you’ve determined through a re-evaluation of your worth and your standards that you deserve something better, you have the choice of moving on or communicating what you want and seeing if he is ready to accept the change. If not, then you absolutely must do what you have to do to bring yourself respect and joy. It is your time and your life.

Rhonda 

As I mentioned earlier, in my former career, I was promoted every two or three years. I was on a very fast, professional track. My husband and I worked for the same corporation at that time, and, in fact, he started about a year before I did. I was driven. I studied the people, the corporation, and the various management positions with a goal to achieve each one, and I did exactly that. I tested well, interviewed well, and got the jobs I wanted. My husband was promoted only twice in the same fifteen-year period, whereas I was promoted seven or eight times. My ego soon became a huge obstacle in getting through the doors of our home. My position became who I was; I was defined by my job title. It was my greatest ally and my worst enemy. I was a former teen mom now making almost $100,000 a year. Talk about ego!

This is where I began to lose my place in my home. I forgot my role, and he began to suffer inside, which came out as anger and resentment. While I didn’t understand any of this at the time, I most certainly do now.

I realize the title of this chapter, “Knowing Your Place,” could be a bit offensive for some. Those who become offended are often the “independent women who don’t need a man for nothing, except some of that good lovin’.” But for the rest of us, grown enough to see that title and courageous enough to read through it, let’s see what it means.

There were many times in my life when I didn’t know my place. I hadn’t considered my place nor had I been taught anything about it. I was independent, and I felt my place was to continuously remind men that I could do everything on my own. My place was to tell them “I don’t need you,” and to caution the man in my life that other men wanted me just as much as he did, if not more, and that he was expendable.

In my mind, I was “the bomb,” so my behavior, words, and actions (or inaction) were a reflection of my attitude. The real problem was that deep down, I didn’t believe in my own worth. I felt it necessary to make my man feel insecure, or less than a man, in order to feel better about myself. Out of ego, pain, insecurity, and sometimes dissatisfaction with his progress, I would chide him about any shortcomings he had and make him feel bad about them. Sometimes it was about him not making enough money, or not changing the oil in my car, or the sex that we had earlier in the day that lasted only ten seconds. My mouth and behavior were detrimental to some relationships. Back then, I felt it was my place to “check” my man and then demonstrate that whatever he could do, I could do better.

I didn’t fully understand the importance of support, respect, or patience. I didn’t know that you could still have a voice and be heard without being demeaning and disrespectful. I was a wife without training or skills. If you happen to have a good man who shows his love and devotion to you, maintains the household, and shows care for you and the family, then allow him to be a man. Thank him for bringing home his check, for spending time with the kids, for repairing things, for keeping the lights on, and for making sure there’s food on the table. Women, if the goal is to have a solid, loving relationship with our men, then as women, we must learn our proverbial places, which may change according to the person, the situation, or the times. We must also understand how our actions, words, and reactions can impact our relationships. While being strong and humble yourself, respect him for getting his and doing the right thing. Remember, for those who deserve it, we need to show respect, support, and encouragement, as well as become that inspiration they so desire and need.



Chapter 11
Goodies Have Power, 
So Use Them Wisely



Shanae 

I’m going to keep this chapter short, sweet, and to the point. From the beginning of time, a woman could get a man to wage war on an entire country if he wanted her bad enough. When my friend Johnny and I talked about the women he dated, he would say, “The only thing worse than her giving me some is giving me some.” He finished his thought by saying, “Unless I really like you, after I get the goodies four or five times, what else do you have to offer?” And I thought, “He is just mean, that certainly can’t be how all guys think.” So one night I was talking to my boy Mark and he said, “The reality is that women are giving it up way too easily these days.” My argument was that he’s a celebrity, so that doesn’t count. Girls feel like they’re getting a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to have sex with a star. I asked LT, who is a personal trainer, and he said the same thing. Women pay him to train them and then next thing you know, his clients end up butt naked on the leg extension machine.

This is mind-blowing to me. Why would I let a man into my body without some effort on his part to make me feel special? By special, I mean dinner, movies, gifts, money, spa treatments, quality time, and so on. All of this is at your fingertips when the man you are dating is trying to get some, and every man you talk to is trying to get some, even your “friends.”

I will tell you from personal experience, holding out sucks. It can be very hard at times, especially if you don’t already have someone on hand who has already earned the right to the goodies. Making your man spend money and time to get the goodies doesn’t make you a gold digger, it makes you smart. Most men you encounter don’t even deserve to smell the goods, much less try them. If you make a man wait long enough, he will give away his whole motivation. It normally only takes about three dates. Make a list of all the things you want your man to do or all the things you want to know about him before you give him some and stick to it. Your list will help you establish consistency, but you will see that being a woman with rules and standards can be a lonely plight. Trust me. It’s eleven o’clock on Saturday night, and it’s me, a bottle of wine, and my computer. Good luck!

Rhonda 

I have been the woman who gave up the goodies too soon, sometimes with regret and a tinge of sadness. I gave up the goodies on the second date with my ex-husband, but, we fell in love and I married him. I’ve also tried the infamous three-month wait time, in another situation but that relationship still didn’t last. So what is the right time frame? Who really knows? In truth, holding out on the goodies simply allows you time to get to know the man and see his character before giving him all of you. During this time, you will find out if he is thoughtful, kind, generous, fun, and if he really cares about you.

These are things that you should want to know. During the wait period, you may also want to ask the right questions and spend lots of quality time. Again, not all guys are going to be honest, but it’s worth it to ask. Perhaps if you wait long enough, you will be able to determine if he is even worthy of being in your space. In addition, you will have shown respect for yourself, causing him to respect you even more. I didn’t say he would like it, but you may find the more you control the desire, the better things will be in the long run. I can personally attest to this!



Part
 Three

Key is Confidence



Chapter 12
 Finding Yourself



Shanae 

The alarm clock went off, and on this particular day, I allowed the music to continue to play without hitting the snooze button. I kept my eyes closed as I listened to the words of Marvin Sapp’s song, I Never Would Have Made It. The words began to resonate with me:



And I can say, 

Never would have made it, 

Never could have made it 

Without you 



I would have lost it all, 

But now I see how you were there for me and I can say 

I’m stronger, I’m wiser, I’m better, 

Much better 

And through my closed eyes, tears began to fall, down my cheeks and onto my pillow. Those words hit me at the core of my being, and at that very moment, I realized it was time for me to grow up. Not in age, but in my emotional state. I had three small children, and my soon-to-be ex-husband was coming and going as he pleased.

Yet, I had no idea how to take the first step. I was so shattered. My perfect life was coming to an end right before my eyes. The Bible says, “Train up a child in the way he should go and when he is old he will not depart from it” (Proverbs 22:6; KJV). The first thing I did was to get down on my knees and pray. I told God I would probably be there every day and several times throughout the day because I was lost. Because I had been through so much, I knew my first step would be to learn how to love myself again.

It sounds like something that would be automatic, but when you have been in a verbally or physically abusive relationship, your self-esteem and confidence are shot to hell. The first thing that I had to do was learn to love myself in my own skin. I had spent the last six years of my life pregnant, breast-feeding, being a stay-at-home mom and entrepreneur. Trust me when I say neither my body nor my mental state was on point. I was a physical and psychological mess.

I am 5'4" tall, and when I gave birth to my last child, I weighed two hundred pounds. The first call I made was to a personal trainer to get back in shape. I found a former Ms. Georgia bodybuilder to help me in my quest to find a healthier, sexier me, and I began working out four to six times a week. I didn’t care if I just walked through my neighborhood; I was going to burn some extra calories. Once I got my weight down to one hundred and fifty-five pounds, I thought I would feel better, but I didn’t. I looked in the mirror every day and thought that if my breasts were perkier, my butt was a little higher, and these stretch marks were gone, then I would be happy with myself.

One day my husband and I got into an argument. He pulled me over to the mirror, stood behind me, and said, “You still ain’t shit. Look at you. No, really look at yourself (at this point, I started crying). You’re a four, maybe a five on your best day. No one is going to want you. Oh, by the way, I’m seeing other people, so you can’t say that I didn’t tell you,” and he walked out of the bedroom.

I cried for a few hours and I prayed. When I woke up, I realized that there are things that I couldn’t change and that I needed to learn to love everything about myself, the good and the bad. But how could I do that? I had worked out consistently for eight months straight, I lost weight, and I cut my hair. I thought these things would make me whole, but still I was hollow.

Something told me to find a church. I had never had a church that I called home. That was my new goal. I found a place in Gainesville, Georgia, about thirty minutes from my house. This is where I began to transform from the inside out. I relied a hundred percent on God to heal me and to bring me through my turbulent times. My Bible studies became just as important to me as my workouts and my diet. My church body became my support system. I truly believe God puts people in your life for a reason, sometimes for a season, and sometimes for a lifetime.

Over the years, I have had the privilege of meeting some really amazing people, and my friend Mark is one such person. Our paths crossed at such an integral time in my life.

I remember walking backstage and seeing him. Our initial meeting was back in 1997, after his concert in Fresno when I was only eighteen, and he kicked me out because I was too young. Little did I know that our paths would cross again.

When we met again, Mark asked me how old I was now, and I told him I was twenty-seven. He told me I was all grown up now, and we both chuckled and nodded in agreement. As I mentioned earlier, we exchanged numbers and stayed in contact with each other over the next few months.

One December, I flew to Sacramento to watch him perform. A few of my girlfriends went with me. After the concert, he invited us to drive to San Francisco with him because he had a show there the next evening. My girls declined, so I went alone. Mark and I talked the entire ride to the Bay. He was a perfect gentleman. By the time we arrived at the hotel, it was two o’clock in the morning. I knew he was exhausted after working all day and then driving to the next gig, yet he stayed up with me and kept me company. We watched New Jack City until four o’clock when we fell asleep. He didn’t try any funny business (to my surprise).

The following morning I had an eight o’clock meeting in Sacramento. At six, the alarm clock rang. Mark got up with me and made sure that the limo was there to pick me up and take me where I needed to go. It was freezing in San Francisco when I left, so Mark gave me his leather jacket and a small kiss on the cheek, and then he sent me on my way.

Several months had passed since my ex-husband and I had separated. He was living in California and the kids and I were still in Atlanta. He flew back home to visit the kids one weekend and saw the leather jacket Mark had given me in San Francisco. He said, “Whatever dude gave you this jacket is broke. Only a man that needs a loan would talk to you.” At that moment, I realized that he was talking to a different Shanae. I responded in a nice, soft voice with a smirk on my face, “Is that so? That’s Mark’s jacket. This is not the same Shanae you left. Do you think he needs a loan?” I asked. Cory looked stunned for a second. Then he pulled it together and said, “You brought another man’s jacket in my house?” (Hilarious!)

I can honestly say that over the next few months, Mark helped me become whole, and I love him for that. He was the first man who came into my life after a thirteen-year relationship. He was sweet and kind, and always said and did the right thing at the right time. The funny thing is that he didn’t even know it. During my darkest hours, God sent me light to help create the woman that I am today.

When you ask God for help, you never know who or what he will put in your life that will give you all that you are missing. The next couple of years were dedicated to finding and becoming a better me. Lo and behold, I am now the confident and humble woman that can write this book and say, “I’m better because of the good Lord above.”

In A Course in Miracles, Marianne Williamson (Lesson 193) says, “All things are lessons God would have me learn.” Whether you believe this or not, just look back over your life and ask yourself what lessons you learned during the challenging times and whether you grew from any of them. I walked away from my old life, with the knowledge that I would be moving forward with a new me, and that was okay. I sincerely believed the scripture that said, “With God, all things are possible” (Matthew 19:26, KJV), and was confident that all things would be replaced. I now live every day to the absolute fullest.

Everyone has had something happen in their life that caused them to grow into their more mature self. I have yet to figure it out, however, if most people notice their breakthrough moment when it happens, or if they figure out what happened at a later date. For me, I believe it was the latter. As Elizabeth Lesser said:



When we descend all the way down to the bottom of a loss, and dwell patiently, with an open heart, in the darkness and pain, we can bring back up with us the sweetness of life and the exhilaration of inner growth. When there is nothing left to lose, we find the true self—the self that is whole, the self that is enough, the self that no longer looks to others for definition, or completions, or anything but companionship on the journey (p. 56).

Like Lesser describes, this is where I was in life, waiting patiently for understanding and guidance, looking for a way out of the darkness of perpetual pain and into the light of hope and peace. If I recall correctly, this was the first time I truly realized I deserved better.

Once I experienced my breakthrough, I started making moves in a healthier direction. First, I had my attorney draw up divorce papers, and I personally handed them to Cory. Next I sought counseling, which is where I learned to forgive him and to forgive myself. I had to restart my life. I truly had to start over and figure out what I wanted to be when I grew up. Since I was a kid, I had done what my boyfriend/husband wanted me to do. As a result,

I didn’t finish my undergraduate degree from Fresno State that I had started years earlier. I did, however go to real estate school and got my real estate license. I always owned my own company, but if it required my leaving the house for too long or being around men, it was a problem. That was then.

Now I had an opportunity to make decisions where my husband’s career and opinions about what I should do didn’t come into play. I could do whatever I wanted. But what was that? What did I really want to do? I remember listening to the radio one day and Eddie Levert was talking about his music career. He talked about how he loved to sing and he would have performed for free. I thought, “Wow, that is amazing. What would I love to grow old doing?” Entertaining people in some way, shape, or form was the first thing that came to my mind, but I had to be the boss, too!

I thought I might be too old to start acting, but I could learn how to be a producer. This interest led me to California State University, Northridge, to pursue a Bachelor of Arts degree in Cinema and Television Arts. I accomplished this milestone in May 2010. Take a minute to ask yourself if you are doing what you want to do for the rest of your life. If the answer is yes, then keep doing it. If your answer is no, then find out what you really want to be and make it happen.

Don’t worry, if you’re doing what you love, the money will come.

Woman to Woman 

Shanae 

What are we really looking for? Are we getting it? Why do we stay when we are unhappy? Although some of the prior chapters may have come across as blunt or insensitive, I am simply trying to make a very clear point; we have to step up our game. I was watching a special on CNN a few days ago that asked why more men are reported as being happier than women. I laughed to myself and thought, “Well, let’s see? Men get married and will still have a girlfriend, if they see fit, while we tend to kids, stay inside, lose ourselves in our families while they often live as if still single. That may have something to do with it, hmmm.”

Male cheating statistics indicate that 70 percent of women are victims of adultery (http://www.infidelityman.com/statistics-on-men-cheating.php). Men still go out with their friends when they are in a relationship, while most women become permanent household fixtures. I have two girlfriends who entered into serious relationships as I was coming out of mine. Before they each had a man, we used to do girl weekends, go to the Essence Music Festival each year, and yearly one getaway trip just for the hell of it. It has been over three years since we have taken a trip together.

According to one of the guests on the CNN special, men tend to be healthier when they are married or in a stable relationship, whereas women tend to gain weight when they get a man. When a couple, with children, break up, the majority of the financial, emotional, and physical burden of the children falls on the mother. I wonder why men are happier?

Speaking woman to woman, we have to get past blaming each other and complaining about our failed marriages and bad relationships. We have to take a moment to evaluate where we are and how we got here. I have walked in both sets of shoes (married and single, broken and happy), and the one that feels the best is the pair I am wearing now. I know who I am—caring, gifted, and intelligent. I know my value now. I can see a red flag from a mile away. I understand that when things go astray we need someone to blame, but I think it’s time we start with the woman in the mirror.

Rhonda 

I think most of us would like to be married or with someone we really enjoy, and in a relationship where each partner can thrive, laugh, and love without reservation. If you are lucky enough to have that already, hold onto it, cherish and nurture it. Strive to bring out the best in yourself and your mate. If you are not in a good relationship, love yourself enough to leave the situation. Know your worth. You must do better, want better, and ask for better.

I have left many situations—jobs, friendships, and men— after determining that my mental, spiritual, and physical health were being compromised. Today I have little patience for situations that aren’t good for me. It is not a race with a finish line. It is a journey toward enlightenment and improvement. The goal is self-growth and happiness.

I am so appreciative for lessons, special moments, spontaneous joy, time with good guys, friends, and family. In relationships, I listen more to what men say. I look them in the eye. I ask questions and I observe if their behavior matches. I give them the opportunity to be who they are and enough rope to hang themselves. The men in my life are of good character and have potential to be the “one”. I now date with my eyes and ears open, and with all my senses on alert. I am enjoying single-hood much more today than I did when I didn’t have direction. I have cleared the clutter and I am enjoying my life. Please read Maya Angelou’s poem entitled Phenomenal Woman; it is a monumental tribute to all of us, even with our perceived flaws, insecurities, and past mistakes. Let it remind you of who you are today and every day.



Chapter 13
Knowing Your Worth



Rhonda 

If you don’t know your worth or you haven’t realized your value as a woman, human being, and child of God, then the people you allow to occupy your time and your mind will keep your world unsteady and your mind in turmoil. Furthermore, they are less likely to add any value to your life. I’m not talking just about monetary value. I’m talking about intangible values: friendship, laughter, genuine care and concern, generosity, useful information, and kindness. Watch for people who bring chaos, deceit, drama, a lowered self-esteem, disappointment, stress, and any other maladies. We have to get to know ourselves first before we can attempt to know someone else and then hand them a set of our rules and standards. We really must know that we are worthy. We are worthy of better choices in men, friends, lifestyle, and health.

As a young woman, I hadn’t a clue about whether I was beautiful or smart. I didn’t really know what I was going to be, where I was going, or what I was going to do when I got there. I had two children by age seventeen, and I was a single parent from eighteen to twenty-three and several times after that. I had no real understanding of womanhood or self-respect. I was a victim of sexual violations by men whom my mother allowed into our home and into our lives. I am the product of a single mother with six children and numerous broken relationships (with trifling men). My mother suffered from lack of direction and very low self-esteem.

My body has been overweight most of my life. In fact, from the sixth grade through adulthood, I suffered from weight issues. By my early twenties, I had several stretch marks from my tender, teenage skin being stretched as my stomach grew with each baby. I gained between thirty and fifty pounds during both pregnancies. The small pouch in my lower stomach (yes, that dreadful pouch that men talk about us having) soon followed.

Shame was my shadow, and my continuous companion. Self-esteem was nowhere to be found. I was unaware of what it meant to have expectations of men and I was too afraid to say anything or to ask for anything. I feared that if I asked for something, they may not stay around or want me. After all, I had this ugly body, these two small children, and no other perceived or real assets (or so I thought). So instead of asking anything of the men in my life, I was the woman who needed to let men and others know I could manage it all. I became “successful” at earning good money, buying nice things, and living well. I demonstrated that I was independent and strong and needed nothing from anyone. I would pay my own bills, buy my own gas, provide for my own children, and do everything myself. I might even pay his bills and buy his gas if he needed me to, just to show him I was nice and that I was there for him.

Later, I went through a marriage that lasted most of my adult life, and gave birth to two more children (one delivered by C-section). My body became even more scarred and disproportioned. My self-esteem was damaged even further, and my spirit seemed to be nonexistent. I was broken and I was in a broken marriage.

Then one day, I got a harsh wake-up call. There were many over the years, but this was the one that began the change for me. Late in my relationship with my ex-husband, I gained more weight than I realized. I was using the post-pregnancy weight excuse (you know, “this is baby fat, girl.” Even if the child is eight or nine years old, we’re still saying it’s baby fat). Anyway, I was well past that excuse this time. In fact, I think my son was already six or seven, and I had gained and lost weight over the years. At this point, though, I was weighing in at about two hundred thirty pounds on a 5'7" frame. In the midst of an unrealized and undiagnosed depressed, sad, and lonely state, I didn’t even see myself as overweight. Not until I saw pictures that were taken at various family events and my then husband began to say little things that really hurt. On so many occasions, I would ask him to take me somewhere, to a concert or out dancing, anywhere. Each and every time, he would say he was tired, or we didn’t have the money, or use some other excuse. During the last days of our marriage, I heard about a concert that was coming to Atlanta. The artist was Jonathan Butler, someone we both loved. I bought tickets to the concert and asked him to take me. I pleaded with him to take me on a date, and he finally said okay. I was happy for a day in great anticipation of our date.

The next day, however, we passed each other in separate cars. He was leaving the house and I was headed toward the house. He pulled up next to me in his car and we both rolled down our windows. He then said he had decided he didn’t want to go to the concert after all. “I just don’t want to go with you,” he said. I remember feeling so sad and lonely. We were in a relationship but there was no affection, quality time, or love. While I didn’t realize the magnitude of the deterioration of myself or my relationship, I just knew something was terribly wrong and that we had a huge disconnect.

Months passed and I decided to do some things for myself. I decided to get into better physical shape. I’ve always exercised or at least had periods of my life when I would jog, go to the gym, and start a nutritious health plan. But this time was a little different. I knew I needed to do this to feel better inside and to look better outside. I always knew that being physically fit helped me feel better almost instantly. Jogging in the park, with my music in my ears, was always such a peaceful and motivating time. It gave me time alone to think, to cry, and to imagine without being interrupted by the kids, the phone, or men.

I also made an appointment for a consultation to get a tummy tuck with a well-known, board-certified, cosmetic surgeon in the Atlanta area. Yes, ladies, a tummy tuck! I figured it was time for me to have a drastic makeover. I went to my consultation, set everything up, and began working out while I awaited my surgery date. Almost two months went by, and I believe I lost ten pounds (not very much, but it was something), and it helped.

Just prior to my surgery, I noticed my husband kept getting calls from a woman he worked with at his part-time job. One day, I picked up the phone to return the call while he sat on the edge of the bed getting dressed. How is it that people who have professed to love us our entire lives can become so mean and cold toward us? I never figured that out. His face contorted and changed all kinds of ways while I dialed the number. He began yelling, “She is just a coworker. Why are you calling her?” Then he said, “You ain’t shit; you’re always f*cking up stuff.” I called anyway. Not to cuss, scream, or challenge her, but to talk and find out why she kept calling, and to see if I could locate the truth. She never answered. I left a message and asked her to call me back. She never called back. Lord only knows what they were doing or why he felt it necessary to scream at the top of his lungs about a call I was making to a “coworker.” I was, of course, troubled, hurt, fat, and miserable. Those days led up to my surgery and to the last days and months of our relationship (little did I know how close to the end we were). We still lived in the same house. And I still needed him to pick me up from the surgery center and help me make it through recovery.

I went into surgery and came out five hours later. My husband came to pick me up, and I was completely out of it. The drugs, the pain, the anesthesia, and the sheer magnitude of what I had just gone through had an enormous impact on me. I was out for the night. I was glad I did it, and I was excited about the change it was going to bring to my life. He was helpful but aloof. He did what was necessary to make sure I was okay, but there wasn’t any love in the room or even the house, for that matter. I suffered post-surgery pain unlike anything I’d felt before. I had many sleepless nights because of the pain. To top it off, different areas of my incision didn’t exactly heal like they were supposed to. But in time, with numerous follow-up visits and checkups, I eventually made it through.

The incision began to heal, but more importantly, so did my heart and spirit. Not because of the surgery so much, but because I began listening to and reading inspiring books, spiritual books, and praying a lot. I began to feel like I deserved better than a “so-so” situation and a “loveless” relationship. I also began to take an introspective look at myself. I began to ask myself questions like, “What are you doing?” “How did you let yourself go?” More importantly, “Why?” One of the most startling realizations I made was when I acknowledged my “loveless” relationship was not just with my husband, but also with myself.

As my body continued to heal, I slowly began to incorporate more exercise. I would get dressed with my support garments underneath my sweats, so that my wound would remain closed, and I began walking at the local park. First one mile, then one and a half (huffing and puffing along the way), then two, then two and a half, then three, and so on.

Eventually, after months of walking and walk-runs, I began jogging. At one point, I was up to five miles per day or every other day. It was exhilarating. My stomach still wasn’t the picture perfect stomach I wanted at that time, but I could see a vast improvement. The C-section scar was gone, and a whole lot of the stretch marks and wrinkles were gone, too, as was the pouch.

My stomach was still puffy and big as far as I was concerned, but aesthetically, it looked a whole lot better, and I felt better. I continued exercising, reading, and progressing along my journey toward healing inside and out. Eventually, I moved into an apartment with my children. Shortly after my months of working out and gradual healing, I went into the office wearing some nice fitted jeans and a cute top. My ex-husband and I owned a small business together and shared an office. He was reaching for me like he wanted to touch me. He said, “Damn, you look good.” I smiled and sat down. Then I gathered up the courage to ask him why he had been so distant over the past couple of years and why he never wanted to go out anymore. He hesitantly replied, “I just wasn’t attracted to you anymore. You were overweight and I didn’t want to be around you or touch you.” He went on to say, “I know that sounds harsh, but it’s the truth.” Ladies, when I tell you I was stunned, I was stunned, speechless, and sick to my stomach. Here sat the guy who I virtually carried on my financial back during our marriage and post marriage; took on nice trips and vacations to the Bahamas, Las Vegas, and other places; helped to pay off his debt; and bought him nice gifts. This was the father of my children, mind you, who sat there and told me that the reason why he didn’t feel like he could go out with me or make love to me was because I was too heavy. Well, I’ll just be damned! How about that!

After I picked my lip up off the floor, I got up and walked out of the office. He, at this time, was all hugged up behind me, asking for some of my goodies. Imagine that? I left the office that day knowing two things for sure. I would always do whatever it took to keep my physical health intact and that loving myself would be my new priority. I also knew that I would set a different standard for what and whom I would allow in my life.

I was angry and surprised at first, but then I regrouped and tried to look at it from all angles. I began asking myself a number of questions. Was he right to treat me this way for letting myself go? Should he have said something earlier? Should I have noticed earlier? How did I allow him and his broke-down situation into my life before and after the divorce? Was I needy? Did I do it for the kids? Most importantly, I asked myself where I should go from here. Let the liberation and change begin. I thought, and so it did.

Ladies, if you marry or find your mate and you are a size six or eight and he has a size thirty-four or thirty-six waist, both should try to stay that size. Even as time goes by, you should do whatever it takes to stay sexy for your mate and healthy for yourself. I felt sorry for myself, and I thought his comments were mean and selfish. But truthfully, I wasn’t the beautiful, sexy, and passionate woman he had met years ago. I wasn’t healthy or attractive on the inside or the outside. That doesn’t mean you should subject yourself to mean comments or endure bad treatment, but try to maintain what is appealing to your man and to you.

Some of you may identify with my story, and others not. For those of you who do, I want you to know that I feel your pain. I also want you to know that although surgery was something I felt I needed and wanted to do to help me feel better about my body, that doesn’t necessarily mean it’s the remedy for you. You should also know that the surgery removed all of about five pounds from my stomach. The rest was up to me to lose through hard work, exercise, and eventually through changing my thinking and eating habits. These were by far the hardest weight obstacles to overcome, and I am still working through them. To date, I have lost about thirty-eight pounds and counting. I am still on my journey. I’m not on a diet but I’m participating in a lifestyle change. I now like myself well enough to at least do this for me.

I also practice daily spiritual guidance through books, podcasts, and meditations, thanks to Oprah’s Spirit Channel, Eckhart Tolle, Marianne Williamson, and many other authors of memoirs and inspirational books, like Elizabeth Gilbert’s Eat, Pray, Love (New York: Viking, 2006). It’s not a once-in-a-while thing. I work out five to six days a week, and I read or meditate daily. To make a very long story short, I had to make an assessment of everything. It was time for self-healing, and a new direction. Self-worth, self-love, and self-appreciation are the starting points to setting standards and limits on what’s acceptable in our lives with men.

Girlfriends, choose your own methods of healing and getting back your self-worth. Do and receive the things that bring you full circle, that give you joy and quiet time, whether that’s church, spiritual books, friendships, exercise, prayer, or meditation. But by all means, get to a point in your life where you begin to understand how incredible you are. Once you get there, or begin the arduous journey, good things will begin to manifest slowly but surely in your life and your standards for the men in your life will change. I must warn you, it might mean more nights alone, and the quantity of men may be drastically reduced, but the quality of people drawn to you will be better and you will be happier. I guarantee it.

Shanae 

Although my mom and I agree on a lot of things, I will say that it is hard for me to get mad at a man for not being attracted to a woman when she’s out of shape. The reality is men are visual. So if you don’t take care of yourself, it’s hard for them to want to take care of you. That’s a tough statement, but it is real. Entering into a relationship of any kind is a big decision, believe it or not. Whether it’s a friendship or sexual relationship, emotions and trust must be part of that bond in order to make it work. Women and men are so different when it comes to what attracts us to a person of the opposite sex. Men are attracted to the physical and women to the emotional. Women are also a little more complicated than men. Men seem to have so many more options than women. As such, women seem to think they have to settle for whatever man is interested in them. Women, this is completely false. Yet, we have done this to ourselves. For so long we have not known or understood our true self-worth and potential.

How many women do you know who got married, had kids, and their bodies changed? The baddest chick in the world is never going to be the same after giving birth to a child. It’s like having a bad car accident—you can get a whole new exterior done to fix the damage, but when you drive it, you’re still going to hear a strange noise that wasn’t there before. You can minimize the effect by eating right and working out, but your body will never be the same.

Now, how many men do you know who hate the fact that their wives are not built the same as they were when they got married? I know plenty that complain about their wives’ bodies, the way they dress now, and so on. They feel that they have the right to cheat because their wives are no longer the women that they married. Most men would agree that women put themselves in a compromising position when they get out of shape. Okay, I’ll go for that, but let’s turn the tables for a minute. What if we married a man with money, a good job, savings, stability, and the promise of a great life and he goes broke? Is it our right to leave because he is not the same person or in the same financial position that he was when we met?

Don’t be misled, men are attracted to the physical, but that doesn’t mean he is going to marry you just because you’re in shape or because you’re pretty. Women are attracted to the thought of security. Women like knowing that if a bill needs to be paid, he is going to find a way to make that happen if something needs to be fixed, he can grab a tool box and get it done, or at least grab the phone and call someone who can fix it. Women also need to feel like a lady, which requires a real man.

For the men who are reading this, I am not saying that if something is broke and a woman can fix it without injury that we shouldn’t, or that we should be 100 percent dependent on a man. That’s not what I’m saying at all. What I am saying is that women need to know that you are their strength and that you can and will be everything they need. Why do you think that when a man buys a woman a nice purse, pays a bill, or the sex is off the chain, the first thing she does is tell her friends? It’s to say, “Look, my man takes care of me. My man is a provider.” Women thrive on the opportunity to brag on their men. Similarly, when a man is dating a fine woman, he wants all his friends to meet her. He is saying, “Look, I’m the man, I got a bad chick on my arm.” Ladies, how you feel about yourself is a direct reflection of the man you choose to allow in your space. Let me give you an example. I have been told, more than once, that I am my biggest critic. I expect the world from myself. If I can give birth to three children, nurse all of them, and get back into shape after gaining forty pounds per child, why should I date a man who looks like he drinks lard through a straw? Let me help you out—I shouldn’t! If a man doesn’t care enough to take care of the only body that he’s going to get, how is he going to take care of you?

If after having been married to an NFL player and living the good life, I could leave that man with nothing but some furniture, a prayer, and a dream to make something better of myself, certainly, I shouldn’t settle for mediocrity. The man who wants to be in my life should have the same drive, will, discipline, and self-motivation to make a great life for his family and himself. I expect greatness from myself, from head to toe. From my pedicure to my relationship with God, I do everything to the best of my ability. The same applies to my man (I guess that’s why I am single); settling is not an option. Don’t get me wrong—I will have fun with guys that don’t qualify; I just know that they won’t ever be hubby. I do the same thing that guys do. I find out what position a man can play the best and line him up in that spot. There can only be one quarterback, so that person better have it all— smarts, agility, sexiness (that’s my rule), and the ability to make me follow his lead. But as we all know, a great quarterback is the most sought-after person on the field, so you always need to have a backup, just in case he decides to resign and sign with another team, you’ll be prepared.

Now it’s your turn. Before deciding what you want in your man, let’s see what you expect from yourself. Look around your house. What’s on the wall? Do you have a degree, awards, or accolades? Is your house clean and organized? Look in your garage or car space. What’s in there? Now look in the mirror. Are you in shape (or at least headed in the direction you want to go in)? Is your hair kept? Look at your hands and feet. Does it look like you have been scaling walls and kicking rocks? Go grab a bank statement. Are you straight or are you short every day, week, or month? How do you feel about yourself? Do you love the skin you’re in—scars, stretch marks, and all? Or are you looking at someone else, wishing you were built like her, shaped like her, and with a man like hers? Do you love that you have another day here on earth, or are you asking God why He woke you up this morning?

You get the point; it’s self-reflection time. Depending on your answers, you may be thinking, “My stuff is together, now I just need a partner.” If this is your thought, good for you. He’s on his way; just remember there is no need to settle. Now, for the greater majority of the women who need at least one or two personal repairs—let’s talk. Whatever type of man you want is out there for you, but you have to get your stuff together. Take a moment and ask yourself two defining questions: “How can I enhance my own life and my own self-worth?” and “What is going to make me happy?” Once you figure that out, you can begin your journey to a great life.

Please understand that different men require different things. One man may want a size two, others like a fourteen; some like large breasts, some prefer big butts, some care about your educational achievements, and some won’t. You have to get right for you. I had to step back and evaluate every aspect of my life. Numerous nights I asked myself what was wrong in my life. I had the big house on the hill, the nice cars, three beautiful children, and a gorgeous, NFL husband. What else could a woman want? Well, truth be told, I wanted a faithful husband who was nurturing, kind, and patient. I wanted to be able to get dressed and go out with my girls a couple times a month without my husband questioning my every move. I wanted to feel good about me. I wanted to be able to have my family over without having to plan it around the time when my husband wasn’t home. I wanted to have a career that I loved and that I could see myself doing every day for the rest of my life.

I also wanted a career that didn’t feel like work. I am a very social person and my husband felt I shouldn’t interact with men without him being around. I realized that I was married to someone who was stifling my growth and who didn’t treat me well. Once I came to this conclusion, I had to make a decision. Did I want to stay with this person I believed was stunting my growth? Or was I going to take a chance on myself and my belief that God would not forsake me?

Obviously, I chose the latter. I stepped out on faith and the desire to be happy. For the record, being single sucks. When I went through my reasons to leave and reasons to stay, I should have put sex on the reasons to stay list at least eight times. Other than that, I am so glad that I found out who I am and what I need in order to be happy. I am now prepared to bring happiness into my next relationship.

I have a very clear understanding of myself, what I need, what I want, what I expect from my partner, and what my partner should expect from me. Because I now know who I am and who I am not.



Chapter 14 
Bonus Chapter 
How to Make Him
 Want, Respect, 
and Keep You



Shanae and Rhonda 

Today, we are still suffering and struggling to connect the dots. Even after Act Like a Lady, Think Like a Man and a host of other good books, the search for answers in how to make a relationship work seems to be a never-ending dilemma. The questions we all want to know the answer to is: How do we get the man? How do get him to respect us and commit? Then once we get that, we want to know how to get our man to do the things we want him to do like taking us dancing, keeping your car clean, and fixing things around the house.

We would like to build you up and tell you there is some magic dust, potions, or lotions to mesmerize that man you met at the comedy show or sports bar that will lead him straight into your arms in a trance and under your womanly control. We would also like to tell you that if you stay in shape, maintain your beauty by sipping on juice from the fountain of youth, go to church, stop drinking those Patron shots and cussing so much, he will adore you and remain faithful til death do you part. Some will lead you to believe that if you scavenge the earth to “find” a man, then learn to “understand” his messed up thoughts and mood swings, and follow the yellow brick road to Oz, you can get a man to do all those things and more. We too believe that there are steps to take in order to get the most from your man or a man you like, but it has nothing to do with mind games, or thinking like a guy.

It has to do with something you already possess.

This is a three step process:


1. Getting a Man’s Attention

2. Earning Your Man’s Respect

3. Getting Him to Commit

Getting a Man’s Attention 

This one really isn’t hard. Men are drawn to women. They are drawn to the natural physical us, meaning our clothes, smile, style, and bodies. Not rocket science stuff. But also to something that is almost unexplainable but very real, it’s that thing called aura or energy. Chemistry also has something to do with it, and those things are derived from something deeper inside of you.

The truth is everything begins with you, the God in you and how much you recognize it. That becomes what you project into the world and to the men you meet. You, yes you, dear one, have all the power, all the tools and the magic to make it happen. It really has nothing to do with how much money you have in your account, what your size is, or how many kids you have. If you project confidence and self-love, it will show in how you walk, what you say, and how you say it. Men will see it the moment you walk through the door and open your mouth. In an instant, you will have their attention. This is always the first step.

I can’t count how many times I have been in a place where women as well as men have come up to me and told me “you don’t even recognize the light that is around you” or “your smile is infectious.” That is a light that comes from a source greater than me. I just do me the only way I know how. When I am out, I dance like there’s no tomorrow. I listen to my music and sing like I have a voice. When I talk to people, I listen intently and smile. My connection with those around me is genuine. I want them to know I hear and see them. I do this because I want to listen for the truth in them. The Bible also gives us insight to this phenomenon, as it says “Do not let your adornment be merely outward-arranging the hair, wearing gold, or putting on fine apparel—rather let it be the hidden person of the heart, with the incorruptible beauty of a gentle and spirit, which is very precious in the sight of God.” (KJV, 1 Peter 3:3) Some ladies can walk in a room and time seems to stand still. People stop whatever they are doing and stare. It’s not so much because of her outer beauty, because there are beautiful women everywhere. There is something more. She can be in the back corner of a room just talking and minding her business and before you know it, she is surrounded by men and women who find themselves sharing their whole lives and personal experiences and laughing with her til the sun comes up. Now I am not naïve here; we all know that physical beauty can draw people in but that intangible beauty is far more powerful. It is in the way she wears her skin. It is in her smile, the swagger of her hips, and the laughter she freely expresses. She lives in the very moment. Men are drawn to it everywhere she goes. Yet at the same time, she establishes that if you disrespect her by making some crass sexual innuendo, or off-color joke, she doesn’t hesitate for a second to let a man know, the joke is on him and that he is in the presence of a woman. The boundaries are set instantly.

This “light” I speak of is in all of us. We had to find ours again after sorting through our baggage, and rising up from the ashes that was our previous lives. Getting a man’s attention is easy, once you know who you are and who you are not. Keeping a man’s attention is a matter of first having your standards in order so that you attract the kind of man you really want and by staying true to you. Being the same woman you presented when you first met him is what will likely keep him near.

Getting Your Man’s Respect 

Respect is something you establish from the beginning. Along the way in our book, we have given you examples of behavior that led to us disrespecting ourselves and that allowed men to follow suit. If you have cleared your baggage, visualized your man, asked the twelve questions, challenged yourself to take better care of your body, mind, and spirit, finding and keeping a man’s respect is a given.

You have control over what and who you allow in your life. Men will know it when you talk, they will hear it in the way you answer their questions and respond to their touch. Violators must be held accountable, instantly. Meaning if a guy comes up to you at a party, restaurant, or at the gym and even slightly insinuates something sexual, it is your job to tell him, “I don’t know you, I find your comment offensive, and I would appreciate it if you didn’t speak that way in my presence again.” The conversation will continue with an apology from him and continued respectful conversation or he will head on out the door. Either way, you win. Respect is established. You have to remain consistent in your message throughout the relationship and in return, he will stay within those boundaries.

Getting Him to Commit 

As you well know, this is our ultimate goal. We want commitment and monogamy. Well, at least most of us do. Getting the man to commit is not something in your power; that is his decision alone. Don’t let anyone tell you anything different. You can’t make a man marry you or commit. He has to want it. All you/we can do is be the best you, learn from lessons and follow the steps which we discussed in the previous chapters, the rest is left up to chemistry, timing, and God. Don’t be fooled by any other advice.

The bottom line is: Men choose us. We on the other hand, choose who we allow in and under which conditions we accept him. A man will commit only when he is ready, willing, and able. You are powerless over that decision but are powerful over the rest of the process. I shared with you the story of Mr. Alabama in the single man’s chapter. Well after months and months of the roller coaster ride of love that didn’t work for me, I got off the ride and retreated. I re-established who I was, we had the straight talks, told him what I needed and wanted and that because he didn’t offer that to me, I had to go. I told him I could no longer accept what he was giving. I changed my number and went about my life. He found me and connected with me again on Facebook, and demonstrated a whole other side of him that was humble, non-ego driven, and loving. He apologized for not appreciating me.. Then a few months later, he asked me in a sweet nonchalant way, “When will you marry me?” Wow, this is coming from the guy who was “not looking for anything” and who was anti-commitment. Like I said, men choose us, we have to send the right message, know our worth, and set boundaries that give us our best advantage, then when they come ready, we get to say “yes” on terms that work for us and within guidelines that will ensure success and longevity. It always boils down to establishing what you need and want through direct communication, being honest, not settling for sub par answers or treatment and holding men accountable.

(FYI I told Mr. Alabama I would get back to him on the marriage question.)



Chapter 15
What Men Need
 to Know



Rhonda 

If relationship trends continue as they are going, our world will soon be filled with more bitter black women and droves of angry white women hurling golf clubs through SUV windows, than society is prepared to handle. There will also be women of all races walking around with walls around their hearts, disconnected from both their inner and outer beauty. Such women will continue to give away their bodies without thinking twice, and aimlessly seek to find love in all the wrong places. Such relational peril places the idea of solid, loving relationships on the brink of extinction.

Some men say, “It seems that women are always trippin’.” Other men ask, “Why do sistas always act like they have a chip on their shoulders?” And who hasn’t heard that infamous male quote, “All y’all just crazy!” Men need to know that, in many ways, they are the creators of this madness and the source of the lack of trust, ongoing doubt, and fear in many women. They are the reason why we sometimes look the other way when we see them out at the mall or in the office. They are the reason why some of us avoid relationships completely. They are also the reason why we scroll through cell phones, read e-mails, and search through pants pockets, seeking anything we can find to validate or invalidate alleged stories about where they were, who they were with, and what they were doing. Men created this mess! That’s right, I said it, now read on.

Typically, I am not big on playing the blame game. I think individuals should take responsibility for their own feelings, happiness, and fears and for keeping things relatively lighthearted and positive. But for this chapter, I have to keep it real, exposing some of the dark secrets, and harsh reality, in an effort to give men a glimpse of how we got here so they can see their part in our demise.

Guys, listen up; and ladies, try to gain a deeper understanding from what we are about to discuss. I am not a behavioral expert. I write the following information from personal experience and from real stories that have been shared with me along the way.

When we came into the world, as precious little girls, we didn’t have doubts or trust issues. We didn’t have a chip on our shoulders. We didn’t have golf clubs. And most of us weren’t angry. We had innocent thoughts and dreams. We grew up believing in the fairy tale of a good job, a good husband, a nice home, and a few children. In the lives of many young girls, their first encounter with a man was usually in their homes, whether it was with their biological dad, step-dad, uncles, brothers, or grandfathers. These relationships provided a first and often lasting impression about the roles of men in their lives. In some households, there were fathers who set wonderful examples of responsibility, integrity, natural, healthy affection, spiritual guidance, education goals, and pure love. For too many young women (me included), this was not the reality. For too many girls, there were men who violated childhood innocence through the horrific experience of molestation, instilling a mixture of shame, distorted views on sex, and pain. Other households gave us men who fathered daughters and sons, then left the mother and kids to fend for themselves, creating a lack of trust, and questions of one’s ability to rely or depend on men thereby inadvertently creating what we call, “the strong black woman” or “women who wear the pants” in the house. And you ask why some women act like they don’t need a man. It’s not because they don’t want one, it’s because they have been accustomed to carrying the family on their backs too many times for too many years. They had no choice but to make a way out of no way; they had to do their job and the man’s job, too. Yet, it’s all they knew. Then there are men who abuse women both physically and emotionally, and feel it is their duty to demoralize, hit, or belittle women at every opportunity, creating more shame, fear, low self-esteem, and doubt. There are men who stalk women, men who go to park trails and climb through home windows to rape women, with the sole intent of causing harm.

On the other end of the spectrum, we have the Tiger Woods’ of the world, the Michael Jordan’s, the Mr. MF’s, the cable guy, the office managers, the politicians, the unemployed men who run about aimlessly, without precaution or concern, scouring the Internet, the clubs and streets, searching for that next woman (or man on the down low), sticking his manhood in everything with an entry point, whether they are in a committed relationship or not. Is it any wonder things are as they are?

So, before another man approaches a woman, he should think about this. Think about the facts and know that, sometimes, women are the walking wounded, and some of us find it impossible to believe in anything coming out of men’s mouths—and justifiably so. I am not suggesting that men should go through their lives suffering on any level from a woman’s past or that women should carry baggage the rest of their lives and blame people for their unhappiness. Men need to know that the guys of a woman’s past may affect her current views. But if a man really intends on going to the next level with his woman, that is, the mind, spirit, and emotional level, then he should make it a priority to work with his woman and help her move through her issues. Give her reason to trust. Ladies, go back and read the chapter on Understanding Your Baggage, and if you can see any of what I said in yourself, then my advice would be to get some help, go to therapy, or read some self-help books. You can have a brighter future. Your future does not have to be like your past. Just as men have contributed to our breakdown, they have to be contributors to our rise and mending.

Dating and Money 

Men need to stop thinking with double standards. From the moment you meet us, you want something. From the very first moment, after you have checked out our bodies, teeth, hair, and clothes, you have already begun to process what you want and need from us. So stop acting offended if we want something from you in return. There is an old school saying that goes “there’s no romance without finance.” Someone came up with that for a reason. In this day and age, you can’t date without having money. So, if you don’t have your chips together, stay home until you do. No hard feelings.

Now, I have a rhetorical question on this same note: Can someone please explain to me why some men will take a woman on an expensive date, buy several rounds of drinks, a wonderful lobster and prime rib dinner then agree to spend a couple hundred dollars on a room at the end of a night without flinching? But if the same woman says to that man, “Baby, instead of doing all that tonight, won’t you let me have that same amount of money to use toward bills or to go shopping?” He turns and looks at the woman like she just shot the sheriff, asked for his liver, and ordered his legs to be cut off. Or worse, he doesn’t call her anymore or answer her e-mails. WTF??!! Before the request for money, she’s referred to by endearing names such as “angel,” “beautiful,” and soon to be “wifey.” After the request, she is a stranger. Huh? That is some poppycock! That is always a clear sign that he is not genuine.

Intimacy/Sex 

Kissing is relevant and important to the relationship. It is sexy foreplay and intimate. Please learn to do it right— gently and with passion. Slobbering all over a woman’s lips and face ain’t it. Brush your teeth and keep gum handy, and try to visit the dentist from time to time. Some folks still don’t get it.

We have discussed penis size a few times in the book. If you ask, “Does size matter?” The answer is, “YES!” A good size is a very good thing. However, if you weren’t endowed with that gift, then shamelessly work everything else you have. Be great at stimulating a woman’s body from head to toe so that no matter what, when you are ready, she will be ready, too.

Oral Sex 

If you don’t know what you are doing, don’t care enough to do it right, or plan to do two seconds down there and get up calling it foreplay, save us the trouble and frustration. There are books, movies, and female friends— all of which can help you understand how it is supposed to work.

Fifty-Second Sex 

Okay, fellas, come on now. At what point does this exercise in futility stop? Get it together. Learn how to get this under control. Women are getting tired of having to say, “Honey, it’s okay, I understand; there’s nothing to be ashamed of.” We are also tired of hearing you say, “That’s never happened to me before.” You and I both know that’s a lie! Work on controlling your premature ejaculation (PE). Watch videos, take classes, meditate, or pray about it, but correct it by any means necessary. We both are in this thing together and we want to arrive at the same time, most of the time.

Other Important Things 

Communication 

Learn to talk and learn to listen! There are plenty of resources that relate to women and talk about women. You can use these as enlightenment. Life is short. Make it memorable. We love men who can talk about a variety of topics, who listen when we speak, and who are fun. Grown women need this from you.

Stay in Shape 

Just like you want us to try and keep it together, or are quick to judge us if we gain weight, you need to do the same. Don’t sit back and tell me I need to lose weight and you can’t even see your toes or you got those jelly rolls in the back of your head. Enough already! If anything, we can work out together. But, before you start to criticize the woman in your life, evaluate yourself. Women are always more accommodating and forgiving in this area. We don’t have to be forgiving; guys are merciless about our bodies and judge us without limitations. Be Real. Be all the way real.

This may be a repeat of something you have read earlier, but it is so necessary, I want to break it down and say it again. MEN, if you already know you are prone to cheating or don’t plan to be with one person, say this:



Baby girl, I like you and I think you are great, however, I am single and I love being single. We can go out and have a good time but there may be nights I don’t come home, weeks when I don’t see you, and times when I don’t call. I plan to have sex with as many women as I can and I may not use a condom. During these times, I don’t want to be harassed by you, no repeat telephone calls, no questions, and no drama. I am just doing me, and I will need you to understand. When I feel like it, I will call you and be back to take you out. We will make love and spend some time together. If that works for you, then cool. Let’s do it. If not, then let me know now.

Ladies, this is the moment that you get to respond. Don’t fall for the BS and don’t accept this crap unless you really don’t give a damn about the man and could care less about what he does or the way he acts. If the guys who like being single were honest and didn’t provide the sugar-coated, pretend version of their intentions, women would run the other way more often than not.

We are mothers, daughters, sisters, aunts, or cousins, and we deserve to be treated right. It is true that we love our independence and that we fought for our right to vote and rights for equal pay and equality in the workplace, but that didn’t mean we wanted to be men. Most women (even corporate, hardworking women and entrepreneurs) still want genuine chivalry, providers, and a gentleman who can and will protect them. Guys, we have peeped your game and are calling you out. We can see through the phony lines and disingenuous words. It is time to change. Move away from superficial behavior and move toward authenticity and honesty. Look in the mirror and change, fellas. If you could do that, we can start over and get this situation on track. Until then, ladies, I say we stand firm on all of our wants and needs and keep our legs closed.



Chapter 16
At the End of the Day



Shanae 

At the end of the day, I found the strength to leave, the wisdom to do better, the courage to expect more of myself and my partner, the fortitude to step out on my own two feet and to believe in myself and to trust in God. I hope that every person who reads this book will find something that he or she can use to improve his or her life, relationships, and self-esteem. At the very least I pray that it will serve as a motivation for you to want more out of life. I hope that you were able to laugh, relate, and maybe shed a tear while reading Why Do I Have to Think Like a Man? It was very therapeutic for me to write. Many of the stories told in this book I told for the first time. I want to thank all the readers for becoming a part of my story. I leave you with this poem written by my grandmother:

Lost 

Once you took my breath away, lost in your embrace.

It was then that I couldn’t wait, to hear your 

voice and see your face.

We’ve now become tied in a web too tangled and too deep.

You’ve grown into my flesh, even in our dreams we 
meet.

I go, you’re there, I stay, you’re here.

I rise, you’re up, I sit, you’re down.

I look into the mirror, I see your face, 

I lift my hand, you place 

Your moods control my feelings, your presence 
without end.

You no longer care how I look, only that I am 

You have become me or am I you?

I can’t separate between the two 

I must untie, unshackle, and undo, to find the me 
I lost in you.

—Bonnie White 

Rhonda 

At the end of the day, once I got my standards right, things changed. Primarily, I liked me a whole lot better. I learned to trust my intuition and feelings. My spirit settled and I found more peace. The men I speak about in this book changed toward me as well. I began to get more calls, e-mails and texts saying, “I miss everything about you, I would like to see you, please call me,” and asking, “Why can’t I reach you?” It never fails, ladies, as long as you are going along with the program, accepting whatever and being nonconfrontational, the relationship works “fine.” Then when you say no more and refuse the status quo and sub-par treatment, suddenly you get their attention. They either step up or they bounce. It is predictable, humorous, and reassuring all at the same time to know, at the end of the day, we have what it takes to turn it around.

Throughout history, women have overcome great odds in many areas, and they have demonstrated undying strength and incomparable accomplishments. Whether it was Harriet Tubman leading hundreds of slaves to freedom through treacherous enemy territory, women fighting and winning the right to vote, African American women like Madam C.J. Walker, who revolutionized the hair care and cosmetics industries, or women like former First Lady, Hillary Clinton, running for the highest political office in the land, our great minds and profound power are evident. Because of our strength and unquestionable determination, we, women, have the ability to stand on our own merits and use our own thinking process to relate better.

No one book, therapy session, spiritual enlightenment meeting, epiphany, or “aha moment” is going to change everything in your life or help you find and keep Mr. Right. We can only wish it were that simple. However, a combination of some or all of these very helpful tools, coupled with your inner, intuitive, spirit serving as your guide, will help you discover how to better navigate your way through the dating and relationship maze on a higher level. If you set some standards for what you want and need from your man and stick to them, eventually you will weed out the men who do not have your best interests at heart and recognize those who do. Take the time to look in the mirror. Accept yourself where you are and then evaluate what you need to do to get to where you want to be with yourself, in your relationships and in life in general.

The old labels made by men like “gold digger,” “bitch,” and “independent woman” no longer have to apply as stated. The double standards men set, where they can sleep with as many women as they want and be given “props,” or sleep with women without so much as buying them a bag of groceries or a tank of gas, need to end. At minimum, we should stop and think about it and challenge it. Remember, any woman can get a man to lie down with her any day of the week, but how many of us feel respected or empowered the next day or later that night? How many of us wake up and say to ourselves, “No matter how it goes, I am okay. I got more than I wanted or needed out of the situation.” If 50 percent of marriages end in divorce every year, how many dating relationships end each year? We won’t even mention the one-night stands, so give yourself a fighting chance at something good and meaningful. Give yourself every advantage at better dating. As you go on about this wonderful thing called life, explore all the options and tools available to you (wise counsel, spiritual teachings, the Bible, your parents, lessons), to uplift and sustain you. Take care of your body, mind, and spirit and welcome the man or men who will do the same. Finally, thinking like a lady means, staying conscious, being honest, removing blinders, setting standards, connecting to your source, and knowing who you are at all times. You already possess all that you need to get where you are trying to go, believe that! You are a Phenomenal Woman, read Maya’s poem again to remind yourself.
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Afterword

Dear Reader,

Thank you so much for allowing us to express our opinions and share our stories with you. If you would like to arrange for speaking engagements or share your thoughts, please feel free to contact us at info@lovingme1st.com or visit our Website at www.lovingme1st.com, where more up-to-date information is available. We are also on Facebook and Twitter.

God Bless,

Shanae and Rhonda



Notes

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________



____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________



____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________



____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________



____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________



____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________

____________________________________________________


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
   
            



OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0115_001.jpg
190ks. | Dark | Great | CEOoR
Chocolace | Teeth | something





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0115_002.jpg
James | 6070 | 180108/ | Sewy | Perfect/ 95

8 | browns | 10

20los/ | Bumey! | Scraighs| Muscy | Dircy/ | 24160 =






OEBPS/images/WhyDoIHavetoThinkLikeaMan_cover.jpg
o | Have To
Think Like A

Man?

Se¥Ro

How To Think
Like A Lady And
. Stll GetThe Man

hanae Hall

win Rhonda Frost





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0011_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/Il_2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0058_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0116_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0117_002.jpg





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0117_001.jpg





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0002_001.jpg
..

Do
Think Like a

Man?





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0002_002.jpg
(I

Farrah Geay Publishing





OEBPS/images/2010-09-25T18-41-26-486_9780982702741_0001_001.jpg
vitty pers
unique way nf tel.lmgyon the truth justhow she sees it.
Read this book and you'll know what I'm say'n.”?
—Cedric the Entertainer

BONUS
CHAPTER
Response to
Steve Harvey's






