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How It Started…..

When I first began writing this book, I thought about taking a clinical perspective. 

After being in therapy and talking about my life so often,  I felt as though it would be  second nature for me to do.

You see, I am a young woman who was once a little girl  that had been violated.

I had been violated  over and over again by those that I trusted.

I was abandoned  and left to fend for myself many times.

I was abused for no reason- physically, mentally, and emotionally by those who were supposed to protect me.

When I did well, I was  treated poorly because people would say that I thought I was better than them or that  I thought I knew it all. 

Making good grades was never achieved. Being a virgin during a time when being sexually active was the more popular choice, was never acknowledged.

Abstaining from criminal behavior and not ending up with the criminal  record was not acknowledged.

These are all things that’s expected of us as human beings but when individuals are faced with the circumstances in which I was faced with,  it’s more common for me to succumb to my surroundings.

I rose above it all and I beat the odds and I’m proud of myself for that. I am the only one on my mom’s side of the  family to have a college degree and I am the first home owner out of all of my mother’s children.

However, as I moved forward, and I began to document my thoughts, I under stood that it was not going to approach this with a clinical perspective at all. 

Instead, I've chosen to tell it how it all went down and pour my emotions into this  book.

Every word, slowly healed me from my past traumatic dating experiences.  This book is an account of the many individuals that I was blessed to cross paths  with throughout my life .

The circumstances surrounding these individuals changed  my perspective on relationships, and it changed how I looked at myself or the lack of.

I’m sharing these accounts because I’m not the only one who has experienced  these types of situations while trying to navigate healthy relationships with men and creating boundaries. 

It’s sad that many women go through relationships without reflecting, and they  continue down a path of destruction. I am grateful for friends that surround me who  prompted me to self-inflect and I’m grateful for someone who pointed out that I needed to do more self work.

Little did he know, I was writing an entire book documenting  my self work journey. As it pertains to my romantic relationships, I knew that they were the root cause of a lot of things I was battling in my life. These relationships, situationships, and friendships while not being all bad, had a lot to with who I have become.

Someone, who I will refer to as “my potential soulmate” is unaware, but he made the cut because due to our untimely breakup, I was fueled to complete my book and  my journey of self-sabotage. Thank you boo, I needed that little kick in the heiny to get  me going again.

Alan

It was a beautiful summer day and I was 15 years old.

My best friend at the time  walked over to my place as she did just about every day. 

We were hot and bored out of our minds. “Let’s go to the store,” she said. I looked  her up and down, examining her outfit and said “okay, let me change clothes”.

We were best friends in the 90s, so of course we had to be dressed alike. So, since  she was wearing her powdered blue patent leather two-piece pantsuit, I had to match  her style and wear my lime green patent leather pantsuit .

(If you know, you know) 

We were poor, so of course I grabbed my mother’s food stamp card before I ran out the door.

“Don’t spend more than $5.00 on my card girl!” my mom yelled.

“Yes  mama,” I replied.

As my best friend and I walked to the store, we talked about all kinds of things  then suddenly we arrived.

Our neighborhood store was a popular hangout for the  young dealers and the fast girls who of course we’re gonna end up pregnant before  they could even make it to 12th grade or at least that’s what my grandmother would  always say. 

Two packs of now and later candy, lays potato chips, a pickle and a peach soda  were our go-to items. We grabbed what we needed and off we went. 

“ Hey! What’s up? Who’s your friend?” Someone yelled!

“Oh, that’s TaBatha. She  thinks you’re cute” my friend replied. 

“I never said that” I don’t even know that boy” I yelled. 

“But you can get to know me,” he replied. 

(Now this is where the story gets interesting. Because this is where I should have  said,

“I’m not allowed to date” and walked home.) But no, I didn’t want to be lame so I  replied “how can I do that?” He replies,

I’m Allen, what’s your number? There were no  cell phones as of yet, so I wrote my number down and my friend and I went on about  our business. 

But of course we talked about how cute he was our whole walk to the park.

(Phone rings)  Hello, “may I speak to Tabitha?” He asks. 

“Yes, this is her,” I replied. Who’s speaking”

“This is Alan, what's up with you?” 

“Do you want to go to a movie later?” 

“Okay, I replied” without even asking my mom.

(Oh, and let me clear a few things up for you before I go any further) My mom was  an addict and my dad was incarcerated so in a sense I was raising myself. I had a step  dad but he was also an addict, so even though I didn’t get permission to go to the  movies, no one would notice that I went.) 

I told my friend about our date and we picked out the perfect outfit. She let me  borrow an outfit of hers because I didn’t have much.  He picked me up in his Cutlass

(a popular first car for dealers in the 90s) and on  my first date I went. 

I was very nervous and I didn’t know what to do or how to behave but I made it  through the date. After our date, he took me to his house. He began to kiss me. I had  never kissed a guy before.

He began to remove my clothes. I’ve never been naked in  front of a guy before.

We had sex. I had never had sex before. I didn’t know I could say  no. There was an assumption of my unspoken permission being granted.

I didn’t object and he never stopped. 

When he finished, we put our clothes on and left his house. We were both hungry  so we stopped at a late night burger spot and grabbed something to eat.  I never told him that he was my first. I was too embarrassed.

I was also ashamed  and had a low sense of self worth (something I understand now, that I didn’t under stand back then). Because others did things to me without my consent then it was only  fair that he could do it too; right? 

After our date, we began seeing each other. We continued having sex whenever  he wanted to and eventually, it was second nature for me. He even taught me how to  perform oral sex. 

Then, one day, he asked if we could spend the weekend together. His uncle was  going out of town and he’d have the house to himself. Okay, I said. He picked me up  and we spent the weekend together. 

When I arrived home, no one was there. My things were left behind.

I called my  best friend and her mom consented to me move in with them. I was sad. I felt like a  burden. I felt unloved and thrown away. But I had Alan and he said he loved me and I  believed him.

Alan came to me and said he talked with his mom about my situation and she said  I could live with them in their house. I thought this was great because now we could  be together every day. I moved in and I stayed in their home until I was 18 and able to  get my own apartment. 

During my stay with Alan, I experienced what I understand now, to be emotional abuse.

I was spoken to disrespectfully. I was cheated on and belittled.

I was made to feel small and unimportant and it was never a secret that I had nowhere to go, so he took full advantage of that fact. My self-esteem suffered and I felt invisible most days.

I learned to shrink and stay out of the way. I was almost an adult but I felt like the abandoned 5-year old child who had been left to fend for herself, all over again and on many occasions.

But, soon I found work and I moved into my own apartment. By this time, he had been arrested and was in jail but he would be getting out soon and I wanted to make sure we had a place to be because I never thought of living life without him.

We moved in together. We got pregnant.

I went to my first appointment and discovered I had an STD. But, I had never been with anyone but Alan so how could this  be? I mean, one time, he convinced me that when we both had crabs because of the  hotels we were going to and I believed him. But this is different. 

The doctor explained the way to get a STD and I knew there was no way I could  have one unless he was having sex with someone else. I wasn’t having sex with anyone else.

He denied cheating. I lost our baby due to the STD. With the loss of the baby  came the loss of respect and adoration for Alan. 

I began to see him differently. I began to question his whereabouts. I began to  look at myself in the mirror and criticize my looks. I began to feel unattractive. I felt unloved and unworthy. I took all of these emotions and interpreted them as truth.

My  self-esteem was gone and so was my optimism about love and relationships. 

Alan and I continued dating and eventually as we were lying in bed one evening he  asked if I wanted to get married. 

There was no respectful proposal or confession of love and commitment. No apology for the STD’s he had given me or the cheating that he was obviously guilty of. Just  a faint “we should get married” and a “do you want to marry me”

And guess what, I  replied “YES”

I had become a 22-year old, married woman.

An emotional wreck whose self-esteem  was a zero on a scale of 1-10. I experienced unconscious intimacy, loss of a child,  emotional abuse and homelessness before the age of 21. I woke up one day and realized that I wanted to be better.

I expressed this to Alan and I moved out. I gave him the option of leaving his street lifestyle behind and starting over and he declined. He said he wasn’t ready to stop selling drugs and he had no desire to leave the neighborhood that we both had been used to living in.

I took what  was on my back and I started fresh in my own apartment. After I left, he made many attempts to reconcile and I declined. Eventually, he met a young lady and she became  pregnant, we stayed in touch, he brought the baby by for me to meet him, and even tually he came to terms with the dissolution of the marriage. 

This is what Alan Taught Me…..

Despite knowing it was the best thing for me to do , I still felt hurt, betrayed, confused and stuck.

I knew being married to someone who sold illegal drugs , cheated on  me on a consistent basis, while lying to my face and talking behind my back was not  the move for me.

It was still heart wrenching to reach the realization of leaving my  marriage. This was all I had and all I had known for many years. 

This was my first relationship. I learned that men are capable of lying to your face.

I  learned that a man will continue to do whatever it is that they are doing as long as you  allow them to do it. I learned that you teach men how to deal with you based on how  you deal with yourself.

I learned that there are women in this world who are natural whores and it is in their nature to ruin other people's marriage. I also learned that they cannot ruin a marriage without a man’s help. I learned to always maintain my own place of residence because you cannot be put out of a place that is yours.

I learned to listen to that little voice in my head when it tells me something is up. I also learned that self-respect is very important and that listening to that little  voice in your head will save you a world of heartache and pain.

I also learned that  when things are spiraling, and you know, change is required. It is up to me to make  the change. I also learned that  I needed a new beginning and was looking forward to it with optimism the size of  ant. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

Marcus 

I am now 22 years old. I have a full-time job and I had just come home from Boot  Camp.

I had joined the Armed Forces. I was looking forward to everything that being a  part of the armed services would afford me.

My best friend stopped by and asked me  to take a walk with her to the store..(sounds familiar huh).

“ OK sure”. I replied 

We began walking and as we approached the store, I noticed a fine brother wearing all white. He was hanging out with my best friend’s boyfriend.

She introduced him  as her boyfriend’s cousin. He told me his name is Marcus, and that he had just been  released from state jail. He was convicted for selling drugs and was given  a second chance.

I’m empathetic to those who have done jail time due to my own father being incarcerated so I decided to give him grace and we exchanged phone  numbers.

We talked a few times on the phone, but it was nothing serious. I didn’t really think that he was interested so I didn’t push the issue.

One night my best friend and her boyfriend invited me out on a double date. They  felt it would be a great idea for Marcus and I to tag along since we had already been getting to know one another.

We ended up at a night club. I had a few drinks and the  night was young.

We went to eat after the night club. My best friend and her boyfriend  decided to rent a hotel room to wind down.

Marcus decided it would be a great idea  to get us a hotel also so that we can get to know each other better (if you know what I  mean). 

One thing led to another and Marcus and I had sex.

I never knew what a normal sized penis was before I had sex with Marcus. Alan was smaller than normal. Despite being in a relation ship for almost 10 years with my ex Alan, I had never experienced an orgasm.

This was  the first time I experienced an orgasm and this is how I fell in love with Marcus. 

Marcus and I had an unspoken rule when it comes to the the kind of relationship  we had.

We were not a couple, but we also knew not to be with other people if the  other person would be there. We always left events together and we always ended  the night together.

One night we were out and he met a young lady, and that was OK because as I  said, we had our unspoken rule.

Despite me being monogamous to him, I understood  that he was not monogamous to me so meeting a woman was not new and for some  reason, I was OK with that. 

I now realize that the reason that I was OK with that is because I had already expe rienced what it felt like to be cheated on by Alan.

I knew how it made me spiral out of  control so I figured it’s better that I know upfront that the person has someone else  that they’re seeing so that I am not blindsided and left feeling inadequate.

I am not  saying this is the right thing. I am simply saying that that was my mindset at the time.

Fast-forward and Marcus and I have been seen each other for about three years  and I am informed that he is getting married.

Now, Marcus and I had an apartment  that we would always meet up in.

We spent time there, I cooked for him, we watched  movies together and we slept together.

It was as if we were in a relationship, but I  knew we weren’t.

One day, the young lady that he met when we were out and about at the club showed up unannounced. This is now his wife, I however, don’t respect the  union because I was there when they met.

In my mind, I was thinking how dare she  think that I am supposed to just go away just because they’ve gotten married. It is not  my responsibility to break off the relationship.

It is her husband’s responsibility and if  Marcus is not breaking it off then it’s because he loves me And he does not want to be  without me. 

They argued outside of the apartment and she left.

We continued on about our day  and eventually I went home to my apartment.

Marcus ended up getting incarcerated again for illegal drug sales and was sent  back to state jail. I did not abandon him. I decided I wanted to keep in touch so I wrote  letters, I sent money when I could, and I also visited him.

He was still married and I  knew it. I just didn’t care. He was released and we continued to see one another.

Our  relationship lasted on and off for about 15 years.

Theoughout the 15 years there was  no firm commitment and our unspoken agreement stood strong.

Marcus and I never  discussed having a committed relationship with one another.

I’m honestly not sure  why because we clearly we had love for one another. I mean who would be together  for 15 years without hesitation if we didn’t truly care about one another. On the flip side of that, I had to ask myself who would be with someone 15 years and not ask for  a commitment.

Who would be with a person for 15 years and be OK with them seeing  other people. What kind of self-esteem do you have or the lack thereof,  if you’d allow such behavior. 

Marcus never returned to state jail. He remained free and lived his life. He took  care of his children, some of which were created while he and I were still dealing with  one another.

And even to this day, despite not seeing one another on a romantic level,  we still have an emotional connection. There was never a falling out. It was simply a moving on if you will.

I wanted a committed relationship and because of the cheating  that Marcus had done with many women on my behalf, I didn’t feel he would be faithful to me.

So instead, I decided to be done with it and to move on.

This is what Marcus Taught Me…..

I chose to stay,  despite knowing about the infidelity and betrayal but it didn’t mean  I was “weak” or “deserving” of the pain.

I had left a marriage that consisted of disrespect and mistrust.

I had a low sense of self worth and I didn’t value marriage anymore due to how things had transpired.

I understood that some women didn’t value marriage and what it stood for.

I struggled to set boundaries and I didn’t believe in the possibility of a better connection. This experience,  while deeply painful, was gratifying as it unfolded. But it became an opportunity for  self understanding.

I realized that Emotional attachment and the pain of breaking a  bond—even a painful one—can override rational decisions to leave.

I felt isolated at  times, but this was the catalyst for learning self-love, establishing boundaries, and rejecting shame—turning pain into personal wisdom and strength. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

Todd 

(Imagine- Girl gimme dat.. Girl gimme dat by Webbie is ) playing loudly in the air  because It’s another sunny day and I’m driving down the street with my sunroof open  on my Pontiac Sunfire.

This is my first sports car and I loved it. I purchased it with my  own money and I felt empowered every time I sat in the driver seat.

I pulled into the  service station to get gas and a gentleman approached me. 

“Hey Miss lady, can I get your name?”He says.

“Sure, My name is Tabitha. What’s your name? 

“ I’m Todd. Is it OK for me to get your number and call you? Are you single?” I asked.

Sure I replied and yes, I am single are you? Yes, I’m single he says. 

“Great, call me anytime”, I replied. 

Do you need help pumping your gas? Yes, if you don’t mind. 

(He finished pumping my gas) and says you take care. I’ll call you later on.  Okay, it’s nice meeting you. 

Same here he replied. 

Cell phones have become popular and I had my Motorola phone with the flip face  and it was woodgrain. You definitely couldn’t tell me anything. 

I made it to work and just as I was completing my workday my phone went off.  Hey Miss lady, it’s Todd. What’s on your agenda today? 

I’m still at work for now. I replied what’s up? 

Do you have any plans today when you get off?

Nothing much stepping out with my girls for a little bit why you have something  better in mind?

(I had matured and I knew what I wanted so I was not going to play  any games.) 

Just thought we could grab a bite to eat get to know each other a little better.  Well, I do have plans tonight but tomorrow we can do lunch if you’re OK with that. 

That’ll work he replied. Talk to you later. 

Sure thing I replied.

I was heading to the beauty salon to get my hair done be cause I was going out with my girlfriend’s later that evening, and I needed to look the  part.

Fast forward as I now have my hair done and it is looking so nice. I decided to get  my hair washed flat, ironed and flipped. My outfit consisted of low-cut jeans and a  crop top with the skinniest heels I could find I put a belly chain on and I did my make  up and I was ready to go.

My girls and I met up at the local club and just were enjoying the night. My phone  goes off. It’s Todd again. 

“Hey Miss lady” 

“Hey you”, I replied 

“You having a good time?” He asked. 

About as good of the time as anybody, who’s at the club with their closest friends,  is what I was thinking. But instead of saying that out loud, I replied “Yes I am. What are you up to?” 

“Nothing much just making this money chilling with my friends in front of my  house. What you doing when you leave the club?” he asked. 

“Heading home” I’m kind of tired. 

“ That’s a bet”, he replied. “ Let me know when you make it in.” 

“ I sure will.”, I replied and I finished off my night with my girls.

(Juvenile the Cash Money rapper’s song plays as my ringtone) 

I’m exhausted from the night before, but I roll over to answer the phone .  Hey Miss lady, “ 

It wasTodd again.

Hey Todd, what’s up? 

“Nothing much seeing if we’re still on for that lunch date, he asked.”

“ Definitely, what time were you thinking?”, I said excitedly.

“ Does 4 o’clock work for you?” he says.

“ Ummm….What time is it now?”, I asked. 

“ It’s about 2 o’clock” he says.

“ Yeah, 4 o’clock will work. Text me the address.” I replied and I rolled back over and to get another 30 minutes of sleep.

It was nearing the time to meet with Todd, so, I bounced out of  bed to get dressed.

This time I opted for something a little more conservative, so I put a sundress on  paired with skinny heels, which were my staple footwear. I pulled my hair in a ponytail  did my make up, grabbed a handbag and skated out the door. 

Todd and I met at a local seafood restaurant where he allowed me to order anything I wanted from the menu. We had alcoholic drinks and dessert, and we enjoyed  each other’s conversation the entire time. 

I learned a lot about him during this date. 

He was the father of three. He had a son that he had not seen in a very long time.

He had a daughter that lived at home with him and his mom. And he had a daughter  from his most recent breakup that he was having trouble seeing due to the mom being upset about the breakup.

This was a lot of baggage for me yet I gave Grace remember. 

We continued to see one another, and eventually, we moved in together  Todd introduced me to anal sex.

I still wonder why he loved it so much. But he had  done time in prison before so I just trumped it up as maybe he was bisexual during his  jail stay.

I took a leadership role in his daughter’s life because she lived at home with him  and I empathize for the situation he went through with his other children’s mothers  I decided I needed birth control because I didn’t want to be a part of that equation if things did not work out.

His mother and I had a great relationship. We became friends. His sisters and I became friends. Everything seemed to be going so well until it wasn’t.

Todd let me find out that he had two cell phones. I was cleaning and his safe was left partially ajar and voila there it was!  Turns out He was a master manipulator and a liar.

He had me at home taking  care of a kid that wasn’t mine while he galavanted in the streets with other women behind my back 

There was a neighbor across the street that disliked me. I never knew why be cause she and I had never had any words at all.

Well, Todd was cheating with her too  and she had a baby on the way from him all while I was still in the picture.  Makes sense of why she didn’t like me now. 

Todd worked, but he also sold drugs as a part-time means of survival and this was something that I did not agree with  after realizing that he was bringing the drugs into our home I decided the relationship had to end. He became violent and would not allow me to leave the home. 

The police were called out and eventually I was able to gather my things and go. I was already thinking ahead so when I took my things, I had a townhome that I  rented and prepared for me to move into 

What I didn’t bank on was that Todd would figure out where I lived  He showed up angry one day as Marcus and I were exiting my vehicle  He and Marcus had words and Marcus went into my townhome and waited on me  to get there. It was a mess.

I didn’t understand why Todd showed up after I had made it clear that we were  done with one another.

Eventually, he left and refused to allow me to have any relationship with his  daughter after that. 

Unfortunately, she would lose a very important person in her life (me), and I was told  later down the line by mutual friends that he placed her in foster care to sustain a

relationship with a woman he had met after me.

I am not sure if that’s true because people gossip all the time. But that’s what I was told and if it’s true, it’s a damn shame!

This is What Todd Taught Me…..

Pay attention to everything that goes on around you and don’t get caught up in  the hype masked as love.

Prioritize yourself and your agenda and do not add other  people’s destinations to your travel plans unless they’ve proven they are worthy of the  detour.  Never become a step mom because when the relationship ends, you and the child will suffer the divide because most times the man who can’t have his way will weaponize his child’s presence in your life.

Set boundaries for what you will and will not accept in a relationship and be selfish if it comes down to choosing.

Make wise decisions, even when the decision is a difficult one, because when you reflect on your decisions you’ll see that they often mirror your perception of who you are. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and align ment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

Michael

I had been navigating my life in one place for so many years, so I decided I wanted a change and what better change to make than to move to the state of Louisiana . 

My old beloved stomping ground.  I never imagine that moving to a new state would come with so much heartache  nevertheless it did and it came by the name Michael. 

The online dating craze had taken over by this time and I met Michael online on a  popular dating app . We had been communicating with one another and decided we  wanted to meet. 

Once I was settled into my apartment and in the city, we began dating .  I found myself in a relationship fast up on my relocation never taking the time to  take in the city or to enjoy my new position at work. 

I became pregnant. Michael was in denial and felt as if I was already pregnant  when I arrived to the state of Louisiana. He questioned why I got pregnant so fast despite us never using any protection.

There was so much conflict that I decided to move  back to Texas to carry the baby. Michael came to Texas for my doctors appointment  and confirmed that I was in fact pregnant by him which I already knew.

He left and  went back to Louisiana and decided the relationship was not going to work for him. 

There was a lot of going back-and-forth between us during this time .

I moved  back to Louisiana and then I moved back to Texas until finally I decided I was not moving anymore. 

I showed up to his home and I was prepared for battle. Gun in one hand and  boots on the ground.

“ Come outside I need to talk” I said.

Afraid of being shot, he talked  through the screen door.

“ Come outside I want to talk.” I repeated.

“ Put the gun away” he said.

I opened  my trunk and laid the 20 gauge inside but kept it on stand by just in case.

We argued and a confrontation ensued. His mom came out and I decided it would  be for me to leave.

I didn’t want to end up in the parish jail.  I gave Michael the option of being together or not, and if he truly did not want to  be together and work on things, then I would be in Texas indefinitely because I could  no longer stand being in the same state that he was in.

I did not want to run into him and the town that I moved to despite being large  was very small in terms of who knows who . 

I returned to my city in Houston, rebuilt my life, and gave birth to a stillborn son .

I  was alone in the hospital during the birth, and I was left alone to deal with the grief. I  did not get a phone call to offer condolences nor a phone call to see if I needed anything.

I am still not sure what the lesson was from that equation but what I do know is  that that situation completely broke me open.

Despite not wanting to, I woke up empty .

This level of emptiness was different  though.

This level of emptiness was because I was no longer with child and I was no  longer with the love of my life.

Despite giving all of my passwords to my social media, despite giving the password to my mobile phone’s voicemail and despite driving back and-forth hundreds of miles 2 to 3 times a week to prove my loyalty I was left alone  and forced to move forward.

As I was lying in bed, social media had become popular and I was browsing social  media. I received a message from a lady who looked as if she could be my grandmother, but she was asking about Michael.

She wanted to know the nature of our rela tionship at the present moment but what I found surprising is that she knew about my  pregnancy she knew I had lost my baby. She knew my child’s father Michael.

They had  been seeing one another behind my back and he had been confiding in her all of this  time.

She was still dealing with him, but wanted to know where we stood. I explained  to her that we did not stand anywhere, and that I had returned to Texas. She stated it  was the best thing and that she was considering leaving the situation as well.

She was  tired of dealing with Michael and his drama. 

She offered her condolences for my loss and due to my frustration I lashed out,  called her names and blocked her for my social media. I confronted him about it. Not  sure why but I was surprised when he admitted to cheating.

I understood that was not  a situation I could be in ever again and I cut the communication for good. 

Because we had gone through so much back-and-forth, I felt ready to move forward and date again and decided I didn’t need a break.

This was the worst mistake of  my life because I would move on to situations that were just as beneficial as the situation was .

(That’s sarcasm by the way.)

This is what Michael Taught Me…..

Dick isn’t a deciding factor in any situation.

If things are going too well, there is a  reason for it and the reason is typically not a good one. 

Your self-worth is not defined by other people. Cheating is a personal choice and  when someone apologizes and repeats the action, it is then a personal decision. 

Never relocate to be with a man who isn’t your husband.

When a man says he doesn’t want you, accept that statement and believe it.

Do not attempt to change his mind; MOVE ON!

Don’t ever allow a person a second opportunity to break your heart because they’ll jump at the opportunity every time. Some things are simply out of our control.

Don’t accept the blame.

Accept the lesson and move on. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

The Twins

I am now 34 years old and single.

I have experienced homelessness verbal abuse,  physical abuse, mental abuse, emotional abuse, and disappointment.

My self-esteem  was under my shoe, and I was smiling to cover it all on a daily basis.

I’ve never taken a  break between Situationships.  I’ve simply moved on from one to the next sometimes with a break and sometimes  without a break.

My mother had went to rehab and was able to successfully quit her drug addiction. She and I built a friendship and she wanted grandkids. My sister was never going  to give her grandkids. My brother had given her two. I decided that I would give her  grandkids since she wanted grandkids from one of her daughters. 

I began to date with intention. My intention was to find a person who I felt had the  character it took to raise a child together. I began to seek men who had stable careers,  not drug dealers. I understood what I wanted, but I never really questioned what I  needed. Because of this, the twins came along.

I met one of the twins through a social media app. This was the same social media  app that I used to meet Michael .

We decided to meet in an arcade and have drinks.  The date went well, and we decided that we would continue to see one another. He  was a law-enforcement officer. He was divorced and he was the father of three.

I told him I wanted nothing to do with his children and he said that I didn’t have to have anything to do with them because they were hardly ever over his place.

He told me there was no drama with his ex. I found out that was a lie.

He told me  he was a good father. I found out that was a lie too.

He made his ex-wife seem very  delusional, and I found out that she wasn’t delusional at all.

Things were going well and we had been dating for a while. One day we were at my grandmother’s visiting my  aunt.

He was glued to his phone so I asked to see it and he politely said no.  I told him if I could not see the phone he could leave because I was not going to  be with somebody who had things to hide. He left. 

My birthday was coming up and I was enjoying being single. I had come to terms  with the break up, but what I had not received was my period.

I had a celebration in  mind for my birthday so to make sure my plans could follow through. I decided to take  a pregnancy test.  It was positive. 

I informed twin that I was pregnant and he questioned if he was the father, despite  sleeping with me every single day that we were together in our relationship. I made an appointment with my doctor and I invited him there. He confirmed the pregnancy was viable and left. 

That would be the last day. I saw him throughout my entire nine months of pregnancy.

He would resurface when my son was three months old, asking to see him.

My mother  told me that I should have said the baby died but because I had experienced a great  loss, I did not want to jinx my baby and put that kind of spell over my child’s life.

I allowed him to see our son and to build a relationship. He was in and out of the picture.  Sometimes he would show up and sometimes he wouldn’t. Typically when he’s in a relationship with a young lady, he has the ability to pick up our son because he uses the  women to do what he should be doing.

When he wasn’t in a relationship with a  woman he would be MIA so it wasn’t hard to tell when he was single when he was dating.

I decided none of that was my business and that I would simply focus on the well-being of my son.

I allowed him to do whatever he wanted whenever he wanted and I  continue to live my life and coparent in that way until I met twin number two.

(Meet Twin Number 2)

I am once again, browsing a dating app, and my inbox is filled with prospect. 

Since I had served in the military twins profile stood out. I replied to his request to  communicate.

We got to know each other through the app and decided to exchange  the numbers.

He told me that he was preparing to depart from the military due to his  service completion.

He’d be returning home and wanted to see me. I decided I wanted to see him too. 

Once he arrived home, he said a date for us to go to dinner and we went .

Dinner  was great and we decided to go to a hotel.

We purchased drinks and we sat in the ho tel and talked and got to know each other. 

I told him I did not know how to kiss when he leaned in and he said “I’ll teach you” 

So here I am in my 30s in a hotel room with a new guy learning how to kiss .  One thing led to another, of course, and we slept together . 

We knew after everything that had taken place that we were in a relationship up  on leaving the hotel .

We agree that we were now a couple and continue to see one  another. 

He expressed the idea that he wanted a son of his own . He had been taking care  of a child that he thought was his, but found out when the child became a teenager  that the child was not.

Despite having a relationship with the child biologically, the  child was not his. We talked about it in depth and decided that we would have a child  together. I found out I was pregnant a few days before his birthday.

Despite not being  on speaking terms by now, I forwarded him the pregnancy test with the result and told  him happy birthday. He excitedly replied when are you due? 

He was there every step of the way he never missed an appointment.

He beat me  to the hospital when I went into labor on New Year’s Eve. Our son came on New Year’s Day and we celebrated his arrival.  He began coming over frequently and we decided to move in together and raise  our baby.

He became a step father to twin number one son. He treated him as if he  was his own. 

One day as I’m cleaning my home I find all these documents.

I began to look  through because I didn’t understand why there was a box of documents under the  stairs in our apartment. It was as if they were hitting there on purpose. As I rummage  through the paperwork, I found a photo of the kid he had raised that was not his.

I also  found marriage paperwork. I then came across a divorce document. 

I quickly realized that I had been in a relationship with a married man for almost 2  years as of the day that I found the paperwork. He was still married when I conceived  and delivered my son.

It was a newly finalized divorce decree twin had been lying to  my face the whole time. I was numb.

I am now involuntarily a single mom of two. 

The thought of being a single mother of two brought many emotions . I question  if I were still attractive. I questioned why I was so stupid. I questioned why I chose to  be a mom. I felt like I was living a dead-end life. 

I want it to beat the statistics.  After much conversation, I decided I would stay in the relationship with twin and  work it out so that we could raise the boys together and prevent any further embar rassment to me . 

Things went great for a while and one day twin said he was going to work . My in tuition kicked in and something said call the job to check on him. The job stated he  was not at work for that day. So despite leaving our home at 4 AM, heading to work he  never actually headed to work.

I called him out on this and he became angry and asked why I have been checking up on him.  I decided the relationship was not for me and that I would move forward I moved out. 

Being a single mother of two is very difficult and I learned this the hard way. 

I had no sitter for when I wanted to do things for myself . Simple task such as tak ing a shower seemed impossible.. making dinner, changing diapers and being attentive to everyone’s needs except for my own overwhelmed me. I decided I would reconcile with twin  number two.

We moved in together again, but this time in a new apartment.  Not long after being in the apartment, twin went to a gathering at his family’s  house. He left me and the kids home.

My immediate thought process was he must  not be going to his family’s house since we are not invited and we’re family. 

I had come to the conclusion that he was cheating without having any evidence.

I  asked if he was seeing anyone and he denied it. But let me tell you how the universe  works.

I utilized his laptop for a school project and saw that he had been logged into  an employment networking site.

When I checked his account, I noticed the conversation between him and a  young lady talking about the past and about how their lives were when he lived in El  Paso, Texas. 

The funny thing about El Paso, Texas is that he was still active duty military, and apparently with his ex-wife.  This was the ex-wife. He had been communicating with her behind my back. He took to my son to Florida to meet her and her daughters and this was the ultimate betrayal.

I decided I was moving out and getting my own place, but I had to be strategic to  avoid me and my children being homeless. I spoke with our leasing office and told her  I would be separating from twin and that I needed a place to live. 

She asked if I had a job and I told her yes she told me to bring her all of my documents and she would find a place for me and my boys . 

As twin was at work, I moved into my new place and I went radio silent . 

There was so much back-and-forth between twin and I that it was crazy to think  that we would not be together .

One day I simply asked do you want this or not and  he replied no. He further stated that he does not want the relationship at all and that  he couldn’t handle it.

He said all he wanted to do was be in his son’s life and he did  not want to be with me. I was in denial for months continuously asking to work things  out.

I was met each time with a no until eventually I understood I accepted it and I  moved on. Funny thing is, twin tried to spin the block and I was the one who had  moved on mentally and spiritually and I had begun my self work journey and knew he  didn’t stand a chance with me.

This time I was the one saying no. 

This is what the Twins Taught Me…..

First, be careful who you procreate with. Just because a person can reproduce  doesn’t mean they are capable of rearing a child. Conflict and absence affects chil dren the most. Adults can overcome because we’ve lived life but children are just getting started.

Be mindful of the conversations you have around your children and abstain from  negative self talk about the other parent.  When all is lost and you’ve tried your best, pat yourself on the back.

When all feels  impossible, remember your child is watching and deserves the best view possible.  And if you have kids, take a page out of my book and wait until a man wants them  and approaches you with the conversation of starting a family.

At best, you’ll know that he desires fatherhood which is in my opinion, the first step towards a happy family dynamic. 

Either way, I learned a valuable lesson and the most important move I could have made for me and my children was to move on.

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

Cyril

As I sit in my place relaxing, I am now a homeowner . My boys are now in elementary school and thriving. I am single and content. I received a request for a friend on  social media. I knew his mom from church so I accepted. He introduced himself as  Cyril.

We began to speak through the social media messenger.

As we’re getting to know one another, he explains that he lives in a halfway house  and had just been released from prison.

He spent seven years in prison for selling illegal  drugs and was being given an opportunity to parole and change his life for the better. 

I am empathetic remember so I gave him an opportunity despite the red flag that had  already existed.  At first, it was very harmless but eventually he asked to meet up and have lunch . I  agreed and we met at Waffle House to eat.

I had a great time we decided we would  continue to see one another. He would take me to lunch during breaks at work and we  would build a relationship.

The Covid-19 pandemic came upon us like a wave and we had to isolate in our  homes.

During this time, he and I didn’t see one another very often. He called to tell  me he had contracted the virus and that he was really sick. By this time, we had fallen  in love and it was a no-brainer that I was going to be there for him in any way possible;  even if that meant getting sick myself.

So, I loaded up food and sanitation items and  off I went, to see about him.

He was isolating in his room alone and I went in, wearing my mask and took care of the cleaning while he ate what he could.

He said he appreciated me for it and that was all I needed to hear to solidify my coming to the rescue. 

He recovered and I never contracted the virus. I had a friendship with his mother,  and I met the rest of his family. 

Eventually, he moved in with me. 

Our birthdays are three days apart, and we share the same zodiac sign.

I decided  a celebration was needed. We were on great terms and we had just moved in together and he was a free man for the first time in many years. I celebrated him to the  fullest, and when we returned home, we celebrated even more. I woke up pregnant.

His ex-wife was friends with my sister when they were in school . She was also a  drug dealer and a hair salon owner. I found out that after his release he was actually  working with her.

They had an illegal hustle in which they would take people to a pharmacy that she acquired. The individuals would have fake appointments, but leave with  real prescriptions. They would fill the prescription and sell them on the street.  When I found out about this, I confronted Cyril. I told him that I had been with the  drug dealer many times and that I did not desire to be with one ever again. 

I decided not to keep the baby.

I went to a local clinic and received medication to  abort the baby.

The abortion was successful. I was instantly devastated and ashamed.

I  had no support system during this time despite him living under my roof.

By this time, I understood boundaries. By this time, I understood what I did and  what I did not want. By this time I had an ounce of self-respect. 

He reasoned with me and told me that it was only temporary.

He said he needed  to do just enough runs to get on his feet. I told him if he agreed to get a job I would  allow him to stay at my home and continue his temporary hustle. The agreement was  set.

Eventually, he did find a job at an amusement park . The job didn’t pay well, but  nevertheless, it was work, which is what I asked him to get. I was OK supporting us be cause I felt as though he was at least trying to leave the illegal lifestyle that he had  been accustomed to. 

While working his side hustle, he would essentially be an errand boy. I was OK  with this until I found out. He was still texting and communicating with the ex and that  some of the things he was communicating were not in my favor.

He would tell her that  I was just temporary and that we did not have a serious relationship, but what he did  not bank on is that she was still in communication with my sister.

My sister called and told me everything so I initiated a three-way call with Cyril.  Of course he denied every word.  I decided the relationship was not going to work and I broke it off. I began talking  with a friend on a regular basis while still communicating with Cyril. I was single and  could do what I wanted to do.

One day Cyril was following me and I rode with my sister. He was driving my car  so that once we made it to our destination, I could get in my car and go on about my  day.

I received a phone call from a friend who said “hey baby what’s up” but I couldn’t  reply. At this point, I realized he was connected via my car’s Bluetooth and Cyril could  hear every word.

He was furious.

He began driving erratically in my car.

I pulled over  and took my keys. I drove him back to his truck and told him he needed to leave my  home. He accused me of cheating and I didn’t blink because how am I cheating if we  aren’t even together.

Nevertheless, he left as I requested and the relationship was offi cially over for the first but second time. (Yeah it confused me, so now I’ve gotta confuse you) 

Fast-forward to about seven months later. His mom died. I saw a post on social  media to disregard and decided to reach out and offer my condolences because I actually knew his mother. He accepted my condolences. He asked to see me. I decided  to comply. 

When I arrived, I offered my condolences and after sitting around in a very de pressed environment, where he had no support I decided that it would be best for  him to come to my house to decompress. I told him he needed food and he needed  rest. He agreed.

We went to my home and he slept like he had not had sleep in  months. He woke up and decided he needed to be inside of me. I did not turn him  down. We made love and we reconciled our relationship. 

Then came the funeral. Everything was going as sad as most funerals go, which is  why I hadn’t been to a funeral since I was 17 years old when my friend was murdered  in cold blood. But I was being supportive and I showed up for my man. 

Then came the theatrics from a random young lady when Cyril became emotional  and ran out of the church service crying. She was hugging and rubbing and comfort ing him and I was standing there in awe and curiosity because “who the fuck is she”.  Yeah, that was my first thought.

Everyone knew me and knew this was my man but obviously she didn’t get the memo. Cyril let’s go to the truck. I think You need some  space to clear your head, I said. He didn’t say a word, but began walking towards his  truck. Then, his phone rang.

“Are you okay?” she says. Yes, I’m fine, I have TaBatha. “I  don’t know who that is but ok” she replied. He disconnected the phone.

This was not  the time nor the place but I definitely had something for his ass when it did become  the time and the place (if you know what I mean).

Fast forward to when it was the time and the place and I asked who was this pe son at his mom’s funeral, acting like a grieving wife. He laughed and said “you’re  crazy” that’s a kid.

She’s the daughter of my mom’s best friend and there is nothing  going on with us. She helped take care of my mom during her final times here.  Seemed like a little more than that to me. Well it’s not, he says.

Well if you two had something while we were separated , I can’t be mad but don’t lie to me. “I’m not lying,  it’s nothing. Okay fine, I said.  After three years of being together we decided to get married. 

Being married is work, but it’s even more work when you realize you’ve married a  person that requires direction at every return. A man is supposed to lead his woman.  It’s never meant for it to be the other way around.

A man provides. A man has drive and  initiative. A man wants to do his best at all times, especially when it comes to making  sure his family is taken care of. 

After five years of back-and-forth, I made the decision that the relationship was not  going to work for me. I decided a divorce was best.

I told him he had to leave my  home and I did not want him to return. I was met with anger, but I still move forward  with the separation.

I immediately had a sense of relief the moment he removed his clothing items  from my home. Then all of a sudden, a random knock on my door requesting groceries that have been purchased.

I had no knowledge of groceries because I had nev er checked the cupboards nevertheless, I bagged the groceries handed them out the  front door and locked it behind me closing the door on that situation for good. 

This is What Cyril  Taught Me……

You are not a charity case. You deserve to be cared for. If someone can stand by or  sit down while you do all the work then you don’t need them.

You can’t want more for  someone than what they want for themselves. Choosing you is a safe option. Don’t allow anyone to make you feel guilty for it. 

Love is attainable and within your reach if you desire it just be careful of those who  you share your plans with because there are many people going nowhere fast and are  dying to take you with them. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like)

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May it grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

Werner

It's a random weekday and I’m browsing social media and a long time friend  pinged me on my messenger. Hey there, I want you to go  on a cruise with me for my  birthday. Of course I’ll go on a cruise with you, but we need to get to know each other  first. We can’t be going on a cruise for seven days as strangers.

Are you in town? I asked 

(He travels for work) 

No, not at this moment, he replied. But I’ll be coming back soon. This job I’m on is  almost over. OK great. Here’s my number. Keep me posted for when you get back in  town. I’d like to see you. I don’t want you giving up on me for good. ( this was a joke  because we tried dating before but he had serious anger issues and a hard time being with one woman so I had to bounce myself out of that equation).

But we discovered one another on social media and have been silently following one another for  years. To my surprise, he was still interested and he said there was a soft spot for me in  his heart. I never knew that, I said. He didn’t respond.

(Messenger pings) 

Hey there, I’ll be coming home in a few days. What’s on your agenda? Nothing  much I replied. I’ll make arrangements to see you. My best friend and I go to a local  bar by my house so I figured I would kill two birds with one stone and invite Werner  out with us. This was a great opportunity for Werner to meet the most important person in my life outside of my  kids. He agreed. He came in straight from work and we met up. 

We had drinks and food. We laughed and talked the entire night. I enjoyed him.  We went back to my place because I knew he had driven a long way and needed rest. He had other plans in mind. He wasn’t as tired as I thought he was. As soon as we made it to my  bedroom, he took me in his arms. He made love to me. I had never experienced anything like it before. I accepted it. I understood it. And despite being celibate for a very long time, I was in agreement with  everything that was taking place.  This was not the Werner I remembered being with in the past.

This Werner was passionate and intentional.

We fell asleep in one another's arms and slept half the day away. We woke up and  ordered take out. We talked and ate together and he decided it would be time to go  home. He said he had things to do since he had just made it in town.

He told me he had just  moved into his home about a year prior, but was unable to get any task accomplished  due to his work schedule. He felt really behind with what he needed to do. He said that most of his time would be spent taking care of things around his house when he was home from work. I understood  that and I didn’t have a problem. Everyone needs their space. 

We spent quite a bit of time together over the next few days. I met his close friends and a few of his family members. I felt included and it was refreshing because in the past, I don’t recall meeting anyone except for his sister. She was nice though.

He told  me he was dating for marriage. I told him I was dating for the same reason. He told me  he had done a lot of self work. I told him that I did a lot as well.

What was disturbing is  that not long after we began seeing one another, He said “I don’t know what happened to you but you need to figure it out and work on yourself” Nothing had taken place up to this point so I was baffled as to why he was bringing this up. Nevertheless, I replied and said I’ve been in therapy for quite a few years  and I’ve done quite a bit of work. 

Well, I’m not talking about therapy he replied. I’m talking about you doing the  work. I was offended, so I became quiet and chose not to respond to avoid escalating  things. (He has an ager issue remember)

He began to tell me more about the work he’s done on himself and I listened. One  thing that I didn’t miss as I listened was that he had “mommy” issues. I immediately under stood why I was being criticized about working on myself as well.

It made sense. He  had unresolved issues with his mother and he was projecting her shortcomings onto  me.

I understood that it may be possible that some of my behaviors reminded him of his mother. I don’t know how but it was the only logical reason in my opinion.

This wasn’t fair and he’d never  listen to reason, so I never brought it to his attention. I didn’t want to be a know-it-all  anymore. It was best for me to work on what he asked me to work on and hope for the best.

The criticism continued. I kept quiet. Then came a few tragedies. 

He experienced the loss of a family member. I offered my condolences and empathy. I attempted to make him feel better later in the conversation by telling a joke. He became angry and started yelling that I was out of line for joking at such an inappropriate time in his life. He said when people are going through something you don’t  make jokes. I apologized.

(I felt terrible because when I lose someone or when something tragic happens in my life, I look for the good. It helps me to avoid being depressed. But, this was not okay to do with his situation. I had no idea how to be there for him and I felt defeated).

I told him it would never happen again (somehow, I did it again in a separate incident. I didn't understand how but he said that I did it again). I am a joyous person. I have battled with depression for many years and this is how I coped with trauma.

I learned to look for the good and when there is no good in the situation to see, I could think of something from the past that brought me joy and I would focus on that. This was a much better option that attempting suicide or shutting myself off from the world and it actually worked for me. It didn’t work in this situation though, because I had already been warned. (How dare I forget)

I felt like my brain needed to be rewired. I simply wanted him to find something good to focus on, to avoid being depressed. He was furious with me. 

His child was hospitalized. I knew his emotions were all over the place and  not knowing what the problem was.

I decided to get him a greeting expressing my deepest empathy. I wanted him to know that I was there for him and how important he was to everyone in his family and to me.

He told me it was inappropriate to buy a man flowers and that it made him feel weak  instead of saying thank you.  I didn’t let it bother me. I told myself, he is going through something right now; give him grace.

(Phone rings) 

“ Hey”, he says .

“ Hey baby what’s up” I replied. 

“ Are u good over there?” he asked? (unknowingly sparking confusion within me)

“ Umm yeah what do you mean?” I responded.

“ What’s these pics you’re posting on social media? Are you still shopping around?” he asked. 

“No baby I am with you. I only want you. I am invested in our relationship and I  don’t want anyone else”. I replied. 

(As I’m explaining, I am deleting the post in question, so that he knows I’m serious.) 

“ Okay” he replies.

“ I just want to be sure to bring stuff to your attention if I have a  problem so it doesn’t linger on.” he insists.

“ I understand”, I replied. 

One day we were chatting and he explained he had a financial setback, which is  another reason why he was unable to complete some of the task in his new home his  daughter had fallen ill, and the medical bills had piled up.

I was empathetic and I understood.

A parent must do everything they can for their child no matter their age. It is  only right.

I respected him for that. Putting your wants on the back burner for your child  is never a bad thing to do. He began having body aches. He decided to go to the doctor and was told that he needed a surgery.

By this time we have been together for  about two months. It was a no-brainer for me that I would be showing up for him. I  simply told him let me know the date so I can notify my work. I want to be there to  make sure you’re OK before and after the surgery. 

“ I’ll do that” he replied .

Surgery day came and I accompanied him to the surgery. 

Everything was a success and I made sure he made it home safely.

I made sure he had  food and that he was adjusting well at home. Once I knew he was OK I departed to my  home to finish off my workday. 

Prior to leaving, he stopped me in my tracks and looked me in my eyes and asked  for my hands. He stared into my face and told me that he really cared about me and  that he loved me. He went on to tell me that he was not going to steer me in the  wrong direction. He was capable of leading me in this relationship, and that I needed to relax. I was speechless.

We had already had a few different few disagreements so to  hear this was reassuring.

I didn’t honestly know where I stood with him up until this  point. But despite not knowing I was still going to be there for him when he had his  surgery, no matter what. I had committed to it and I’m a person of my word.  So, for him to express himself in this way was right on time. I felt reassured.

As I’m home relaxing, I clicked on his social media account. I missed him. I decided to check out his profile since I had never taken the time to do so.

I also wanted to  get a pic framed to put in my home. As I’m browsing I notice a post he made about his  surgery. I see everyone commenting and him loving all the posts. I see someone put a  kissy face and he loves that too. I sank. Who is this and why is it okay for a woman to  flirt with you but it isn’t okay for me to post my own pictures on my social media because he thought I was shopping for other men. 

I asked him about it and he flew off the handle in a loud emotional rage as he usually did. He had lost control and was over talking me.

But all I heard was “my feelings  didn’t matter and he could do whatever he wanted with his social media despite correcting me about mine”. 

I found it odd that a person would try to make me out to be crazy for feeling some type of  way about their social media, when they literally just felt some type of way about something I was doing on my own page. Not to mention the fact hat I immediately corrected it without question.

There was no correction or apology from  him. He didn’t feel he had done anything wrong. (This from a person who said he is dating for marriage)

He just said I always have a problem  and that I always bring up something to his attention. Mind you, this was the first time I  had brought anything to his attention.  He was prescribed pain pills that caused him to sleep quite a bit. He slept so much  that I would typically not hear from him at all. If I didn’t call, I wouldn’t hear from him. 

This was a complete shift from our initial communication method.

In the beginning, He had expressed to me that he knew how much communication meant to me, and that he was committed to making sure the communication was  where it needs to be. 

I understood that being under the influence of medication could cause you to sleep so  I made no big deal a lot of not hearing from him. I want to be understanding and I  wanted him to understand that I was not shallow or self-centered. I understood not  feeling well. I have also not felt well and needed support.  I altered my mindset and continued on.

He told me his follow-up appointment was scheduled and I expressed the need of  wanting to go to make sure everything was OK. He told me there was no need for me  to be there and that they would just be checking on him. He said he would be fine. I left it  alone. My presence was not desired at the appointment. I understood that and I accepted it. 

The communication was still little to none on a daily basis.

It had been about two  weeks and surgery and nothing had improved with how he communicated with me. I  felt a shift in his behavior. I asked was everything OK?

He became angry. He told me  that there was always something with me.

He said that nothing was wrong, that everything was going fine and that I was the one who had the problem.

He said he didn’t  have any problems and that he was not going anywhere. 

A few days later, he told me that he was going by his cousin’s house and my immediate thought was “ oh so you’re capable of driving  now?”, great. But my response was” be careful and have a safe drive”. Talk to you later.  I mean, I don’t want to argue and I don’t want him to feel as though I am trying to occupy ALL of this time. I stayed quiet.

Another incident came in which he told me he was hungry in the middle of the  night so he decided to drive about 35 minutes from his home to go get food. My first  thought was oh wow, you can wake up in the middle of the night and go get food but  the last time I spoke with you was between 5 to 6 in the afternoon.

Typically when he’d wake up out of his sleep, he’d text me and let me know that  he fell out and that he had been resting or he’d offer an apology for not communicating consistently because he knew I preferred open communication at all times. 

But this time nothing no communication. He had been up all night and I didn’t  hear a word from him. And the crazy thing is I just happen to be up as well, but I was  respecting his privacy and the fact that he wasn’t feeling well so I didn’t reach out. 

During his recovery time. I made many trips to his home to make sure he was OK and to check on him  We live over an hour away from one another, but the drive was nothing because I loved  him, and I felt like it was the right thing to do. He wasn’t in a position to drive or at least that’s what I thought, up until his most recent trips.

Nevertheless, I wasn’t sure if he was capable of driving  to my house comfortably and I didn’t want to risk it. So instead of being a narcissist, I  decided to compromise and make the drive myself since I did want to see and spend  time with him.

The final incident is when he notified me that his aunt had cooked a stew for him . He had stood me up two days in a row prior to this.

He also had informed me right before that, that he’ll be leaving for work for a few  days. I thought to myself  “how ironic it was, that she’s gonna cook for him right before  he leaves to go to work”..

What a way to send someone off on their trip, I thought. He needs to be around family for sure. I know how much he enjoys them when he can. Now, my intuition peaked but I didn’t say a word. Instead of prying, I said it sounded delicious. I hope you enjoy it. Yea, he said. I’ll call you when I leave.

I began to play back-and-forth in my head, the lack of communication, the disagreement we had about his social media account and how he had no mention of me,  his relationship status being single despite us being together for months, and the way  he points out the exes that randomly reach out to apologize and tell him how right his  evaluation of them was.

I didn’t know if the exes were still reaching out or not. And to be honest, I didn’t  know why he felt the need to tell me about his exes at all. I didn’t care what happened  between them and I didn’t ask to know about them.

He volunteered information and I  decided to volunteer about my past relationships in an attempt to reciprocate the  conversation and energy that he was bringing.  But the reality is that I don’t like bringing up the past to my present partner. I sum it us as “It didn’t work out for a reason”.

I no longer care to explore why, because I have healed and gotten over it”.

I am with who I want to be with, in the now, and I am focused on him and what I can do to make him happy and to make our relationship work.

I knew he had a female friend that he talked to about me on a consistent basis, but  I didn’t know her motive. He didn’t see any disrespect in that, which was crazy to me. 

Why am I being discussed while not in the room. I didn’t like being talked about with people that I didn’t know, but I didn’t know  how to express this to him because I wanted to avoid conflict.  I wanted him to know that I do have it all together. So, I said nothing.

All the while, I was thinking.. “so you and a random stranger that met while you were working in New  Orleans, and probably fucked, decided to kept in touch and be friends” and that qualifies her to give you advice about me”. Wrong advice I may add.

They had a conversation regarding single moms seeking comfort from their men and as sort of an escape from being a single parent. I didn’t relate because I don’t consider myself a single mom. I am not raising my sons alone. I have help. I don’t seek  comfort in men when it comes to relieving the stresses of motherhood. I do self care  to relieve stress.

I seek companionship and loyalty in my men and this was a clear violation that went over his head. Yet, he said he’s done the work required which qualifies  him to critique me. Funny thing is, despite what he thought, I didn’t have conversations about him with my friends. I don’t want my friends viewing him in any way other than the way they see him when we are together. I don’t want anyone picking sides or any of that, so our business remained ours, until I wrote this book.

As I lie in bed, emotionally overwhelmed and pondering where I stand with Werner, I began to weep quietly. I felt emotionally exhausted and uncertain about where I stood. I knew bringing this to his attention would spark outrage from Werner, so, I sent a text message ending the relationship and thanking him for his  time. 

His reply was I’m talking with my aunt right now, but if that’s how you feel OK  In reality, no that’s not how I felt, but I was struggling to be seen, and I was struggling to be heard by someone that I was deeply in love with, and that I desired a life  with. 

I felt I had lost control. 

I felt I had lost my person. 

I wasn’t sure if I was right or if I was wrong, but if I had to base it off how I felt I felt  like I was right to end things. But that didn’t remove the ache in my heart nor the knot  in my gut. 

We had not had any sexual intimacy in over a month partly due to the surgery so I  am not going to say that it was an issue of infidelity, but what I will say is a hug and a  kiss goes a long way.  If I had to judge him based on our past, I wouldn’t exclude another woman either.

He was not the faithful kind of guy and he saw no wrong with being that way. He always tried to get a hug but as of the most recent visits, he just let me walk right out the door without a hug a kiss or goodbye just a simple opening of the  gate for me to leave. Hmmm, must be someone else, I’d think. By this time, my insecurity with the relationship was at its highest. I needed to  be validated and he refused.

His phone was going off more often. It was his social media. 

I couldn’t help but wonder if he had been reaching out to other people through  social media. Especially the woman that was blowing the kiss on his page that he  hearted. I mean, it’s not like she knew he had me. He prioritized keeping me and his relationship a secret. All interactions between us stopped once we began seeing one an other.  He didn’t engage with my content at all.

I wanted closure. I called to ask him what happened. He said I ended it. He said  he didn’t have a problem and that I’m the one who had the problem and that I’ve  been having the problem. 

He told me that he wasn’t sure what had happened to me in my life, but that I needed to  do some self work. He regurgitated the incident about the joke I made during an inap propriate time when he was dealing with a hard time in his life that I thought was over  with and done.

Obviously, he was still upset about it. He talked about how he treated  people bad that didn’t deserve it and before I could catch myself I asked “do you not  feel that I am one of those people “.. he went off the handle again. 

He had told me that many times before, in an attempt to critique me, without ever  being a part of my journey. He said that I needed to work on myself. This was nothing new. Another shouting session and it wasn’t new.

The inability to communicate presented it self often with Werner and  it felt very disrespectful and very inconsiderate.  But what do you do when a person feels like the information they are providing  you for your own good? Especially when they are not open to receiving feedback. 

An argument ensued because I wanted to validate my point and my position and I  was not being heard. I was being over talked and disrespected. He was tired of yelling  over me and was ready to disconnect the call. So, eventually, he stated to me that he could not locate his ID for work and he needed to go into his job site. Ok I said. We  disconnected the line.

After we disconnected, I texted him and told him that I loved him and that I still  chose him and that whatever it is that needs to be worked out I want to work on it. I  was committed to doing to the work to figure out how we could fix our issues and  move forward. I wanted to know if he felt the same way and I received no reply. 

Days had passed with no reply and  I decided to use my secondary phone number to reach out and he answered  I expressed the fact of why I used a different number to call him and  I told him I wanted to see if I was being ignored and now that he’s answered, he  has validated that fact. 

He became irate, began to yell and scream and warn me that “prior to him hanging up the phone” and before he could complete that sentence, I disconnected the  line.

A simple, no, I am not ignoring you. I needed to replace my phone would have sufficed. But of course, this is never the kind of reaction I expected from Werner.

I wasn’t sure who he was in front of, and I was not going to stand to be disrespect ed in front of people that I did not know, especially people who were probably aware  that he was speaking with me. And all because I said I needed to confirm my calls  were being screened.  It was at this point that I felt that he had lost all respect for me.

(Things had gotten out of control)

I felt as if he had lost all emotions for the situation that we were in and that he had  washed his hands. 

But I had not washed mine. 

I decided I would give him some space to cool off and that I would call him again. Maybe now is not the best time for us to speak. Maybe he needs more time and space. After many phone call attempts, a voicemail asking him to communicate with me, and being met with silence, I stopped by his place.  I saw his work truck there, which alerted me to the fact that he had actually made it  back in town safely.

I called his phone while I was there he didn’t answer.  I figured he had company. I left a greeting card, expressing my emotions in his mailbox and I left.  Despite what I wanted to do or what I felt was more appropriate, I reached out  again the next day.  He did not answer.

It was at this moment that I understood a few things. I had spiraled out of control emotionally and I was allowing myself to be treated like trash. I was allowing myself to be belittled and I was not presenting myself in a way that excluded I am that chick. It was time to wake up.

It’s time to choose myself and to behave with the knowledge of how good of a woman I am. I bring so much to the table. Love wasn’t enough to make me continue to spiral down this path of self-destruction. I now understood that, when someone has made it their business to misunderstand you, and when they are committed to showing you that they do not want you, you have to learn to believe them. 

If a person tells you they love you, but their actions are not matching the love then  they lied, and you must accept the lie.

If you are being kept a secret then they aren’t  actually dating for marriage. They are dating for convenience.

If someone finds fault in  you but never finds fault in themselves, they need control not a partner.

I had to decide if I was willing to compromise my relationship deal breakers for the sake of  sustaining a toxic relationship. I decided I was worth more than that. I no longer wanted to compromise. I deserved better and could have better. I understood that  what I required from a man in a relationship was not much to ask. I understood that  conflict was constant because Werner had conflict bottled up within himself. I could  not fix that and any woman that came along after me wouldn’t be able to fix it.

He asked me “why is it that  we are both such great catches, yet we are not married”. I didn’t answer because I  wanted to avoid conflict. But now that it’s over, my answer is this.

I have been married  twice; despite divorcing the individuals, I was still married and both of my exes still desired me upon our dissolution. I was not the problem in either situation. I simply chose a healthier outcome for me and the life I was creating for myself.

He on the other hand  had never been married and this is because he suffers from mommy trauma and perfectionism issues and until he accepts this and understands that healthy communication  does not include yelling sessions, he will forever be seeking a fiancé/wife.

As I reflect, I  remember him stating “they all want me back because of the sex”. It made me wonder “how does he know it's the sex”. I wondered why he summed his worth up into that one category. I wondered if they had all asked for sex.I saw so much more in him that the sex.

I wanted him because of his contagious personality and because deep inside of the hard outer exterior lies a soft and affectionate man who was deserving of a reciprocation kind of love that he had never experienced before.

But based on prior conversation, I understood that he may have met his match but screwed it up. Does it wish he could have it back? I often wondered. Am I just something to do in the meantime? More self-doubt. I buried the thoughts and moved forward.

After the break up , I was at a loss for words and decided that I would no longer  pour into situations until I was empty because all I’ve done is leave people filled. 

This is What Werner Taught Me…..

Don’t let a person show you they don’t want you more than once.

Healthy communication is key.

If someone is committed to not hearing you, then healthy communication can never be achieved.

Actions should  always speak louder than words.

When people have a need to constantly criticize and  critique you, it’s a them problem and that has nothing to do with you.

Don’t let someone’s negative energy latch on to you. If you know who you are and how far you’ve come,  be proud of that and choose people who want to celebrate and appreciate you instead of finding ways to kick you while they’re down. 

Stop putting your ALL into a situation when the other person is showing you that they are still exploring their options. Meeting family and friends but being kept a secret on one of the largest communication platforms there is, means nothing.

When people refuse to change their relationship status at minimum, they are leaving the door cracked for someone else. Don’t let someone tell you that they are private because this is never the case.

I guarantee you these same people have photos of all their close family, friends, and achievements on their social pages….if you aren’t there its because he’s embarrassed of you or he is shopping around! Period.

Don’t let people invalidate you or your efforts. You deserve everything your heart  desires. So go after it. 

My affirmation is this: (say it out loud if you’d like) 

I hold no grudge, I bear no ill will towards him, I forgive him and I forgive myself.  May the universe align in both of our favor. May we never cross paths again and may the universe grant us eternal peace and alignment with what is in the best interest of our highest good. Ase’ 

On to the next …..

This is the Now…..

I am now 44. I’ve been divorced twice, I have two children, and I have been in many relationships. My mother died not long after my oldest son’s first birthday in June of 2016. So, the grandkids that she wanted, she is not here to see. I was pregnant with my youngest when she died.

When I told my close friends that I was writing this book, they began to question my reasoning. They said that they would be concerned for my safety because some of our mutual friends may read this book and understand all our intimate details. I told my friends not to worry because I am speaking my truth and it is part of my continued healing.

I no longer accept responsibility for carrying the lies that are being told about me. I am only interested in the truth. Now people will know that I am not the cheat, the liar, the whore and whatever other title these individuals chose to paint me out to be. The jacket they placed on my back has been removed and I no longer wear the shame and guilt that came with it. I am free.

Despite all of the events that occurred, every last one off these individuals except Werner, tried to spin the block and get back together. I find that fascinating. Werner’s spin has yet to be determined, as he is the last person I attempted to have a relationship with. I respectfully declined them all. I am moving forward with intention and a renewed purpose.

I have been to therapy. I’ve been diagnosed and medicated and I am ready for my person. I can say this with confidence because I have navigated so many relationships that didn’t serve me well. I tolerated the worse because I didn’t know better. I had never been taught what love was and I didn’t know what love was supposed to feel like.

Throughout my journey of navigating the relationships that I’ve discussed in this  book, I have learned many lessons along the way. Some lessons I still hold close to me  today. I hold no grudges. I forgive and I have moved forward. I will never forget. I am thankful to be in a space where I can reflect on the things that I’ve gone through and  despite some of it being horrible, I can still smile. 

Allen and I haven’t spoken and the last time I saw him, he was still up to his same old tricks. He had a dating profile on a site that my best friend and I ran across despite being in a relationship with the same woman he fathered a child with after our divorce.

Marcus and I are still friends. I guess the fact that we were always honest with one another, stood the test of time.

Todd and I haven’t spoken since the woman he married left an anonymous note on my door asking me to leave her husband alone (Only God knows what he told her because I was begging him to leave me alone during that time as well).

Michael attempted to reconcile with me and I respectfully declined. We haven’t spoken since I expressed how I despised his behavior towards me despite me being a stand-up woman to him.

The Twins are permanent fixtures so I can never escape them. Twin A is still a deadbeat, juggling relationships and Twin B is still a great person and father to both of my sons.

Cyril and I finalized our divorce and the last time we spoke, we signed our divorce papers and he expressed to me that he was living in the back of a fiend’s house(homeless), in which I knew better than that. He always loved to tell a good lie.

Werner eventually told me what he had been going through. There will never be any words to describe such events. He is forever forgiven and I will never have a bad thought about what we went through. If it were me, I am sure I would have behaved the same way.

My self-esteem is repaired, my ego is intact, I am pouring for a full glass and it for ever overflows.

I manifest good things every morning that I wake up. Negativity is no  longer part of my conversation. 

I rest, knowing that I did all that I can do for those who allowed me to do it and I  accept that some people choose to remain silent in the matter. 

I understand that love requires effort (I am ready to put in as much effort as required)

I understand that love requires trust and understanding.  ( I am now able to trust with an open mind and optimism)

I understand that love requires negotiation and appreciation  ( I no longer have to be right and I can accept people for who they are)

Most of all, I understand that love requires sacrifice and reciprocation. Love is not easy.  If love were easy, everyone would be happily in love. 

Love is difficult, but it is worth it. 

Acknowledgments 

To my sons, Ireland and Scottland,. I apologize for bringing you into a world filled with  my past fuck ups.

I have made a commitment to do better and to make sure that I  show up for you in the best way possible so that you don’t have

mommy issues or esteem issues due to my lack of love/support. You tell me everyday how much you love me and how important

I am to you and I promise to always be that way.

I love you with every breath and this is why I  took the time to heal.

I pray that you never break a young woman’s heart and if you  ever make the mistakes that the men in my past made,

don’t be too stubborn to apologize.
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