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For my three besties — thank you for laughing with me, crying with me, and never once letting me text him back.

And for every woman still out there dating: may your red flags be obvious, your standards be high, and your exit be quick.
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Introduction: Baby, Sit Down
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Baby, sit down. Get comfortable. Fix you a plate and pour you something cold, because I'm about to take you on a tour of the men I done dated — and Lord knows it was a JOURNEY.

They told me it was plenty of fish in the sea. What they did NOT tell me was that some of them fish got records, some of them fish live with they mama, and some of them fish only come out between the hours of 11 and 3. I dated the whole aquarium, honey. The goldfish, the catfish, and a couple of bottom feeders I should've thrown back at the dock.

Now, I'm not bitter. Bitter is for greens without smoked turkey. I'm EDUCATED. Every last one of these men taught me something, and most of what they taught me is that I should've stayed home with my bonnet on.

So here go my roster — twenty-one types of men, twenty-one dates, told exactly like it happened, straight from my mouth to your ears. Names been changed to protect the trifling. If you recognize yourself in here — congratulations, you're famous.

Ladies, pull up a chair. Fellas... take notes and do better.
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Mr. Slick Rick
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Chapter 1: Mr. Slick Rick
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Lord, Slick Rick. Let me tell y'all about Slick Rick before I get mad all over again.

This man pulled up in a silver Mercedes, windows down, music blasting, wearing sunglasses at 8 o'clock at NIGHT. Who wears sunglasses at night? A man hiding from his responsibilities, that's who. His cologne got out the car before he did, and it stayed in the restaurant a full hour after he left — that scent had its own residency.

He got out smelling like a whole bottle of cologne jumped him in the parking lot, talking about, "What's up, mami." MAMI. Sir, you don't even know my name yet and you already got me a nickname in another language? He said it with the confidence of a man who has said it to four hundred women and gotten away with it three hundred ninety-nine times.

At the restaurant he ordered FOR me. Didn't ask what I wanted. Looked me up and down and told the waiter, "She'll have a salad." A SALAD. Baby, I did not shave my legs, wrestle into shapewear, and beat this face for a bowl of wet grass. I ordered my steak anyway. He looked shocked. Good. Let the shock marinate.

His phone was on the table buzzing like it was having a seizure. Every contact in that phone was named "Cuz." Cuz 1 through Cuz 14. Fourteen cousins? Sir, that's not a family, that's a gang with a group chat. I'm pretty sure Cuz 14 was his landlord, because Cuz 14's texts were the only ones that made him nervous.

Then the check came. And baby, Slick Rick all of a sudden had to pat his pockets like he was doing the Macarena. Left his wallet in his "other pants." I found out later the car was rented, the chain was rented, the watch was rented, and I'm pretty sure the swag was on layaway. I paid for my steak, kissed my money goodbye, and blocked him from the parking lot before my car even warmed up.

Lesson from home: if a man is smoother than cocoa butter, check what he's trying to slide past you — 'cause it's always something, and it's usually the bill.
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Mr. Dollar House
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Chapter 2: Mr. Dollar House
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Baby, Dollar House had a wallet so fat it needed its own seatbelt, its own seat at the table, and probably its own tax bracket.

He took me to the fanciest restaurant in the city and spent the whole appetizer course reading me his price tags like a menu. "This watch? Twelve thousand. These shoes? Don't even ask. My house? Paid OFF, baby." I said, "That's nice. Can I see a picture of this house?" He pulled out his phone with the pride of a man showing off a newborn baby — a baby he could not afford to feed.

And baby, the house was GORGEOUS. Marble floors. A pool. A kitchen that looked like it belonged on TV. I was impressed — until two days later when his cousin, who cannot hold water in a bucket with a lid, told me the truth: that was his MAMA'S house. HIS room was the little one upstairs with the twin bed and the basketball trophies from 2009. DOLLAR HOUSE WAS A TENANT. In his mama's mansion. Rent-free and LOUD about it. The house had rules — no shoes in the living room, no guests after ten, and the WiFi password was his mama's birthday. A whole grown man living under curfew with a curfew named Mama.

And the saddest part? Take away the money talk and Dollar House had NOTHING to say. I asked him about his dreams and he told me his credit limit. I asked him what made him happy and he said, "direct deposit." The man was a walking bank statement with shoes on. He even tipped the waiter by telling him about the watch — "This watch is twelve thousand, my man" — which is not a tip, sir, that is a TED Talk nobody asked for.

I never got to see that house in person. I didn't need to. I already met the head of the household — it just wasn't him. It was a woman named Mama who let him borrow her marble floors for photos.

Lesson from home: a man who leads with his wallet usually ain't got nothing else in it but receipts for stuff he can't afford and dreams he borrowed from his mama's house.
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Mr. Wide Hair Receiver

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: Mr. Wide Hair Receiver
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His afro walked into the restaurant before he did. I'm not lying. That hair turned the corner, got seated, ordered a water, and started a conversation with the waitress before the rest of him showed up. The afro had its own weather system — I felt a breeze when it moved.

Wide Hair Receiver played football back in high school — BACK IN HIGH SCHOOL — and baby, in his mind he is STILL on that field. Twenty years later he's catching everything: compliments, attitudes, and my french fries right off my plate like they were fourth-quarter passes. "You wasn't gonna eat all them," he said. Sir, that was a Hail Mary you had no business catching. Those fries had a family.

The whole date he narrated his glory days like a documentary. "Fourth quarter, West High, I caught it with ONE HAND." Then he tried to pull it up on YouTube, and baby — twelve views. TWELVE. Including his mama, who left a comment that said "That's my baby!!!" with three exclamation marks. The whole legacy fit inside a video with fewer views than a church announcement.

Every time a game came on the TV he'd point at the screen talking about, "I coulda went pro if it wasn't for this knee." THE KNEE. That same knee carried him up two flights of stairs, to the bar, to the bathroom, and back to the car without one complaint. That knee is innocent, your honor. That knee works a government job and minds its





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE ROSTER

Warnmg You Mlght Be Dating One of Them! _»

Beverly Westbrook -





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image021.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image014.jpg
¥ Don't worry, I got this! |
The truffle lobster g
is ON ME!





d2d_images/image009.jpg





