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I haven’t been on a date in about 3 years. *Sigh* I haven’t had sex in, ummm, like 4 years.
*double sigh* Now don’t go getting super-saved on me. Like who doesn’t want the feel good of
sex? Shoot, the experts say the more sex you have, the longer you live.  Sex is a great benefit to
life. The End!

In all honesty, while I haven’t had any opportunities for dates, I’ve had more than my share of
opportunities for sex. Nope, I haven’t found any men who want to take me out to have a wonderful
dinner and make me laugh with great conversation lately. And the last one that took me out for a
wonderful dinner and great conversation was on some bullshit. I’ve had to learn that a wonderful
dinner and great conversation don’t always add up. I’m so glad I didn’t let him bed me. For sure
everything I’ve learned about him since that date has been disappointing to say the least. So don’t
get a great date confused with love.

For sure in these last 4 years I’ve had plenty to ask to bed me and thus, spend a wonderful time
getting lost in ecstasy. I opted out. Well, the last man that bedded me was married. Yes, I
said married! Child please, that Negro was all of that and before he ever touched me I was so deep
in it that it took God to pull my ass out of that it. Now that one is COMPLICATED? I touched on it in
another blog and got unfollowed on Twitter ... self-righteous black women. Or maybe scared black
women. If you are married, then I’ve become your enemy because you now know that I’m at least
capable of bedding a married man and most importantly, that a married man is willing to have sex
with me knowing that I have HIV/AIDS. You can read that blog HERE.  

Now, he was living with his wife when I met him, but he left her and we became a new family.
Then he left me and then he came back and then he left again. RIGHT, it took God to get me out of
that one. His mother and sister still love me, and I them, but at the end of the day I’m glad God did
for me what I wasn’t able to do for myself. GET ME OUT! 
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Ok, so now that you have some back-ground, lets tackle the right now. I think my dating problem
is simple, I don’t really go to many places where the opportunity arises to meet men. I just spend
an awful lot of time alone. Not by design, but by design. Let me explain. It’s not that I want to
isolate myself, it’s just that I’ve never been a club/bar girl. Even in my twenties I didn’t do much in
the way of partying. I don’t drink, basically because I don’t like the taste of alcohol. So with no
need to visit clubs or bars, that particular way of meeting men has been ruled out for me most of
my life. The other thing is, I’m a really overly serious gal, I say that to say, I’m not so much of a
frivolous conversation gal. So how men approach me on the top end determines the length of the
conversation.

So I do spend a lot of time alone. Some of this is only child syndrome. I even learned to play
Monopoly by myself. The other end of this is my health. I spend a lot of time managing my health
hit after hit. When I’m down I’m down and when I’m trying to make it back up I’m spending my
time playing catch up with work, blogs and bracelets. Often times it takes a lot to get it through
the day so I don’t want to rock the boat and make matters worst by hanging out because often
times there is still work to be done. If I hang out too tough, then I’m wiped out the next day and
then there goes work. But then where does a girl go to meet men when she isn’t into the bar
scene, Starbucks? Humm, now that’s an idea so don’t be surprised if I tweet I’m having tea in
Starbucks, LOL. But ummm for real, for real.

Now, the sex thing is easy but hard at the same time. Yes, I want to have sex. I like sex. I happen
to not be an uptight gal. I enjoy every minute from the beginning, the foreplay that begins with the
mind right down to the orgasm. Remember, I did say that I’m a serious gal, so if the mind is not
stimulated my body will not respond. I don’t care how good looking a man is. I much prefer brilliant
and well dress any day over fine. And shit, honestly, I want to be the one looking in the mirror all
the time, for real, for real. 

My starting point is important, but most importantly, I just ain’t giving any more men my
innermost self in chances where my self-respect is lost. There is no sex worth my self-respect.
FACT! This means what it means; I’m not giving myself up at any cost, so I keep myself to myself.
Plus, I’ve been fucking since I was 13 years old and at 51, I’m not lacking in the sex department.
And let me go there, I’m not scared to pleasure myself; and keep your super-saved opinions to
yourself. The Bible does not mention masturbation. I prefer to love myself while loving myself
then to give myself to a men who do not appreciate my worth. 

Now, for sure it has taken me years to get to this place and I’m not going to sacrifice this growth
on a fuck. Now my ex, the one that was married understood my worth, the problem was he didn’t
understand his worth. The End! But if I had to do it over again, ummm I ain’t gonna lie, I’ll do it
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over again with him. But only at the beginning, because now that I understand who he is, I could
never go back. For sure that was a painful lesson to learn, even in love. My bottom line, you have
to love yourself more than you love him. That was almost lost in that relationship. Thank God for
almost.

With all of this stuff I know about me, being a loner, being serious about life, maintaining my
health, loving me more than idea of having a man, all of this, the sum total of who I am, for sure
has to be factored into my dating life or lack thereof. For sure I’m lonely, but at sometimes more
than others. But I will never, ever jeopardize the love that I have for myself. I want to die liking me,
not loathing me.

I wonder if I expand my dating boundaries to men of other races how that would work. Now for
those of you who don’t know, I’m plain old mulatto, that means for me that my mama is white and
my daddy is black. So technically I would only be dating the other half of my race, but that’s
another topic. I’m not sure if I subconsciously keep myself closed to the idea because, at 51, I’m
still stuck somewhere with how white men typically approach black women, or should I say ME,
back in the day, either as a whore, or my “white side” was in some way appearing. They would say
stuff like, “So who’s white in your family?” For sure that’s a freaking turn off to a black woman
reading Dr. Martin Luther King’s, “Why We Can’t Wait” and Stokely Carmichael’s “Black Power” at
18. 

So here I am, 51 years of age and lonely. I’ll keep you posted on that Starbucks idea *wink* 
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