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    For every woman who knew better… but stayed anyway.

      

    

PROLOGUE: LORD, GIVE ME STRENGTH

I used to think dating was supposed to be fun.

You know, butterflies, excitement, getting dressed up, laughing over dinner, maybe even finding someone who actually made sense. That’s what I thought it would be.

What I didn’t expect was to be sitting in my car at random times, staring at my steering wheel, asking myself:

“Lord... what just happened?”

But at some point, the shift happened: dating stopped feeling like romance and began to feel like a series of lessons I never signed up for.

And the crazy part?

The stories aren’t even made up.

They’re all true.

Very much so.

Like getting a phone call at 5 a.m. from a man who once told you he couldn’t be friends with you unless you were sleeping with him, only for him to call you just to “check in.”

Or going on a date with a grown man in his 50s who casually tells you stories that make you question everything, including his age, his mindset, and your decision to even be there.

Or pulling up to a man’s place after he repeatedly tells you, “I live in the ghetto,” thinking he’s exaggerating, only to realize he absolutely was not.

And somehow, you’re on a bed you’d rather not touch, questioning how you ended up here.

Lord. Give me strength.

But here’s the thing.

As much as I laugh now, and trust me, I laugh a lot, there was a time when these moments didn’t feel funny.

They felt confused.

They felt drained.

They made me question myself, my choices, my standards, and even my worth.

My choices.

My standards.

Even my worth at times.

Because when you keep encountering the same patterns in different people, you start to wonder:

“Is it them or is it me?”

And that question will have you in your head longer than you need to be.

Amid all this, a turning point emerged.

I stopped trying to make things that didn’t make sense, make sense.

I stopped giving the benefit of the doubt to behavior that was clearly a red flag.

I stopped downplaying myself just to keep interactions comfortable.

And most importantly, I started seeing things for exactly what they were.

And once you see clearly, you can’t unsee it.

Now?

I find myself laughing.

Not because I don’t care, but because I finally understand.

I understand that not everybody is for me.

I understand that just because someone shows interest doesn’t mean I should entertain it.

I understand that being “nice” doesn’t mean lowering my standards.

And I definitely understand that sometimes, sometimes, the only way to recognize what you’ll never accept again is by actually experiencing it yourself.

This book isn’t about bashing men.

It’s not about being bitter.

And it’s definitely not about pretending I’ve had it all figured out.

Because I haven’t.

This book is about real experiences.

Real conversations.

Real situations that will have you laughing, shaking your head, and maybe even seeing yourself in a few of these moments.

It’s about growth.

It’s about awareness.

And it’s about finally getting to a place where you can say:

“I see it now, and I’m good.”

So if you’ve ever sat in your car after a date in complete silence.

If you’ve ever replayed a conversation in your head like, “Did he really just say that?”

If you’ve ever ignored your intuition and later regretted it...

Or if you’ve ever had to look up at the ceiling and say:

“Lord, give me strength.”

Then this book?

It's for you.
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Chapter 1: “From a Blessing to a Bill”
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Now this one started off with potential.

We met at a nice restaurant up north. I already knew he was going to be on the shorter side, but I didn’t realize just how short until I stood up to hug him and he came right to my shoulder.

And I wasn’t even wearing heels.

Now in my head, I definitely had a moment like, “Oh... okay,” but I’m not the type to be rude or dismissive. So I told myself, “You’re here now, enjoy the date.”

And honestly?

It went well.

We had a good conversation, he was funny, and I actually started to like him. So much so that we kept seeing each other pretty consistently. It felt easy, it felt comfortable.

After about a month or two, I knew he was dealing with some financial issues.

And one thing about me?

If I care about you and I’m in a position to help, I will.

So without him even asking, I gave him a couple of hundred dollars. Just as a blessing. No expectations, just kindness.

Now you would think that would be appreciated.

But no.

Instead, a few days later, he hits me with the classic setup:

“I hate to ask you this...”

“I really need a huge favor...”

And I already knew.

Anytime someone starts a sentence like that, you might as well prepare yourself.

So I say, “Okay... what’s going on?”

This man proceeds to tell me he needs $1,500.

Yes.

One thousand five hundred dollars.

And he’s talking in circles, trying to explain something about a loan going into default, but nothing is really making sense.

So I let him talk.

Then I said, very calmly:

“Okay... well, send me the loan paperwork so I can take a look at it.”

And just like that?

Silence.

Not even 24 hours later, I get a text message:

“It’s okay, I got it taken care of.”

Oh.

So now it’s taken care of?

Interesting.

Because just yesterday, it sounded like your entire financial future depended on me.

And then, to make it even better, he had the nerve to say he didn’t want to talk to me anymore because I didn’t just give him the money.

“Lord...Give me strength”.

The key takeaway? Some people see kindness as an opportunity, not a gift. Setting boundaries reveals true intentions. When you stop being useful, they'll leave, not because you were wrong, but because you stood up for yourself. That moment explained everything.

What I Learned

There’s a difference between being kind and being taken advantage of. 

And for a long time, I didn’t always know where that line was.

I’ve always been a giving person. If I care about you, I want to help. If I see you struggling, I naturally feel like, “What can I do?” It’s never been forced. It’s just who I am.

And in the beginning, that feels like a blessing.

To you.

And to them.

But what I’ve learned is.

What starts as a blessing can quickly turn into a bill.

Not because you changed.

But because people start expecting what you once gave freely.

I’ve had moments where I gave out of love, out of support, out of just wanting to see someone do better, and somehow, it turned into an obligation.

Like, now it was my responsibility.

Like now I was supposed to keep showing up in the same way, over and over again, without question.

And if I didn’t?

Energy shifted, attitudes changed. expectations showed up that were never discussed.

And that’s when I had to really sit with myself and ask:

Did I create this?

And the honest answer was sometimes, yes.

Because when you don’t set boundaries early, people will build expectations on their own.

And not everyone will stop to ask, “Is this still okay for you?”

They’ll just assume.

Your time is available.

Your money is available.

Your energy is available.

Because it always has been, but what I had to learn, and I’m still learning, is this:

Being a good person does not mean being endlessly available.

Being supportive does not mean being responsible for someone else’s life.

And giving should never feel like pressure.

The moment it does?

It’s no longer a blessing.

It’s a bill.

And no matter how much I care about you, I’m no longer
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