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Introduction
After my last breakup, I was in my forties and I had to find a place to live. I didn’t want to rent a studio again (which was what I could afford if I lived alone), so I decided to look at roommate ads.
 I thought if two people rented, or if one owned the place, it would be much nicer than a small apartment.  If I had money, I would have bought a house and would have avoided difficult experiences.
The places I rented were much nicer than a small apartment, but I had to put up with inconsiderate roommates or owners, their friends and family.

 In a span of ten years I had six roommates and two landlords. They were all difficult, some more than others.
Before I experienced sharing a place, I thought people were fair and empathetic. I was hoping a roommate would be at least that, and more than that, such as kind, intelligent and have the potential for being a friend. Unfortunately, I never found that. 
After my roommate experiences, I began to dislike people. That wasn’t a justifiable response, because you can’t condemn the whole human race because of a few inconsiderate roommates.
The same goes for the men I dated. Some of them were nice, a few were very nice, but most of them were inconsiderate and were just looking for sex.  
If you’re having a difficult day month or year, No More Roommates; No More Dating might make you feel better, I survived and some of the people I had to deal with were so ridiculous that it was laughable. I hope you enjoy the book.
The Nice Roommate with the Annoying Family
The first roommate I had was a man in his sixties who had a good job, but he didn’t want to work. Instead he wanted a life of luxury; to be able to get up when he pleased, to travel and enjoy life. He thought a roommate was the answer and I believe it was. He quit his job and rented a room to me with house privileges.
The room I rented along with the rest of the house was large and furnished beautifully. It had a double bed, end tables, multiple stylish lamps, a desk and chair and a lavish rug. I also had my own bathroom. That was a prerequisite. I refused to share a bathroom with anyone. The house was a split level and he lived on the first level. It was spacious and an ideal bachelor pad. My suite (that sounds funny) was on the third level.
His son lived there also. He was a good kid except for the times he used my bathroom. I knew because he left the seat up. He also drank my milk from my shelf in the refrigerator. He was angry because he had a learning disability that he felt was ruining his life. 
I thought he was doing okay for someone in his early twenties, but young people are impatient and expect much more out of life than people who are older with life experience. I tried to help him with his issues, but I don’t think he appreciated my efforts.
 I felt hurt because I tried many times to discuss his issues with him at his insistence and to offer solutions and to give him a different perspective of looking at them. He was young and had a lot of maturing to do. Maybe he just wasn’t ready to hear what I had to say.
 He had a good job but he didn’t like living with his father. When an adult child lives with a parent, he tends to revert to childish ways. He felt like his father had all the control. That was true.  I’ve been in that situation more than once so I sympathized with him.
Unfortunately for me, the nice roommate’s daughter, husband and baby stayed over every weekend. I thought the daughter had a symbiotic relationship with her father. She needed to be there. The baby cried all night. They dumped dirty diapers in the kitchen garbage and took their time disposing of them. That was gross! 
When the daughter and her husband weren’t there, his other adult children came to visit. I don’t think they felt comfortable with me being there. If I were in their shoes I would probably feel the same way.

 The few months I was there, I had anxiety 24/7. Considering I had no power over anyone who came into that house, or their behavior, I wasn’t doing too badly. I was living in the nice roommate’s house surrounded by his family and feeling like an outsider. And I was the outsider. Being a roommate was awful.

The nice roommate got sick and the prognosis wasn’t good. I felt bad for him and his family.  I was only there a couple of months and I had to find another roommate. I felt panicky. I thought “this can’t be happening. I like it here. I’ll never find as nice a situation as this.”
The Aloof Roommate and the Jealous Girlfriend 

I was lucky (or was I?) to find a rental a few miles away from that house. The owner lived in a huge Victorian house in the front and in the back, there was a nice sized carriage house. A young lawyer was renting it.

He agreed to share the house with me. There was a double bed that the previous renter had used and the aloof roommate insisted that I had to buy the bed. I had no choice so I bought it. I thought that was cheap of him.
He was seldom home and when he was home, he stayed to himself. He was aloof and avoided me. At first, I thought he was shy, but he wasn’t. I think he just felt awkward with me there.
 His behavior me feel lonelier. I couldn’t make a connection with him and felt I didn’t belong there. When I was there, I stayed in my room.

I could have lived there indefinitely if it weren’t for his girlfriend. She was jealous of me. She thought we would eventually have sex or worse, have a relationship. 
In the first place, I wasn’t attracted to him and I was quite a few years older than him. And I have scruples. Why would I put myself in a position where I could get hurt, and also be out on the street?
 His girlfriend was insecure. I could understand her feeling uneasy with a woman sharing the house with her significant other, but she took it too far when she insisted that I be told to leave. If she had put two and two together she would have realized the situation wasn’t threatening to her.
She constantly complained to the aloof roommate about me until he felt forced to ask me to leave. He didn’t have the legal right to do that (he was a tenant, not an owner), but I didn’t want to fight it. I didn’t want to make an uncomfortable situation worse. He gave me a month to find another place, which I did. I only rented that apartment for two months.
Before I had a chance to move, my roommates’ parents drove to the house looking for him.  I told them he was still at work. While they were waiting for him, they asked me if I would do them a favor and tell their son to break up with his girlfriend. 
Apparently, they were also aware of her immaturity and the power she had over him. I would never discuss that with him. It wasn’t my place.

I moved out and felt relieved that I would never have to hear the clickity click of that woman’s heels on the tile floor late at night on the way to the aloof roommate’s bedroom to make love. It doesn’t take much to be considerate, but some people haven’t reached the point in their lives where they can empathize with others.
My two roommate situations hadn’t worked out. But I didn’t give up. I started to look for another roommate.

The Narcissistic Roommate
Within a month I found another roommate. The apartment complex was beautiful as was the inside of the apartment. All the apartments had been sold, but my roommate was renting the apartment from the owner. It was a second floor, modern two bed room, two bath condo and it was very spacious.

After the narcisistic roommate accepted my application, I agreed to pay half of the rent even though I had the smaller bedroom and bath. I picked up my meager belongings and got everything into the car so I only had to make one trip to the old place.

That roommate had his personal possessions all over the apartment. The refrigerator door had numerous pictures of his family as did the fireplace. He also had the bigger bedroom and bathroom. He reluctantly gave me one shelf in the refrigerator and one shelf in the kitchen for my plates and utensils. That wasn’t fair but that was the norm when you didn’t get there first.
He had just gotten divorced. His wife had married his only friend and he was in a state of perpetual anger, sadness and disbelief. That was hard enough for me to deal with but his personality stressed me out more.
 He was totally self-involved which probably contributed to the divorce. I’m sure his ex-wife had discussions with him about their marriage, but she must have given up. She was already happily married.  I don’t think he had conflict resolution skills. He must have been incapable of working on the marriage.
 In addition to being narcissistic, he was stubborn. If he were offered a million dollars to change, I don’t think he would have. 
There I was once again in a situation that wasn’t great and that would probably explode at some point. I settled into my small bedroom and went to sleep.

The narcissitic roommate was mean and inconsiderate. The laundry room was next to my bedroom. After I would go to sleep, he would do his laundry. And he always left the finished laundry in the dryer until I did my laundry. I would have to take his laundry out and put it on a chair in the living room. I was so frustrated, I just wanted to scream.
 He didn’t want me to watch his TV because I hadn’t contributed any money towards it. He would have his sons over for breakfast early in the morning and would wake me up. And if I wanted to eat, where would I eat; in my bedroom; or would I go out for breakfast?

 The only time we had a conversation was when he wanted to complain about his circumstances. He never asked me one thing about myself. And the only time he showed an interest in me was when he thought I might be interested in having sex with him. But I was never interested in him in anyway whatsoever other than getting him to change, and I couldn’t do that.
He worked all day and he played all night. He always came home with a woman. For his age, he had a lot of energy. I think he was obsessed with sex. Maybe he felt more desirable if a woman would sleep with him. I can understand that.
 But he was so puerile, I couldn’t deal with him. His sexual pursuits were both sad and disgusting at the same time. At one time, I thought being sexy, and being intimate with a man would make me feel better about myself, but it was always a temporary fix. Sex is sex and love is love and they’re both very different. It took me a while to realize that but I finally did, so I understood him. 
For about a year everything stayed the same until I was no longer willing to pay half of the rent when I wasn’t sharing half of the apartment. I asked the narcissistic roommate if I could pay less, and in a weak moment he agreed.

That was the beginning of the end of this house share. A week later he told me he wanted half of the rent for the apartment. I told him I couldn’t do that. He told me I had to leave. A few days later he told me he rented my share to someone else, and that I would have to get out at the end of the week.

That was illegal. He wasn’t the owner of the apartment. However, I had enough of him so I didn’t fight it. But I told him no one would stay with him for more than a week. He ignored my comment.

The day I was to leave, he stayed home from work. I guess he didn’t trust me. Maybe I would take one of his second-hand chairs or the old TV. What I did do was take his laundry out of the dryer and throw it on the floor because I had to do my laundry before I left. That felt good! When he saw his clothes on the floor, he became incensed; too bad!
After I packed up my car and was ready to leave, he told me I couldn’t leave without paying one of the utility bills. I told him I wouldn’t pay it. He said, “then you can’t leave.” 

I said, “oh yes I will.” I called the police and told them the situation and they came over and told him that he had no right to keep me there. I left extremely angry but I didn’t feel defeated.

A year later I was at the local mall. He came up to me and told me the roommate situation didn’t work out and that he bought a one-bedroom apartment in the same apartment complex. I still felt angry at him but I felt vindicated. No one could live with him!
The Three Musketeers
This time I found a house to rent. The owner was a young woman and her husband was her sidekick. She was the boss and held the purse strings. He went along with everything she did and said. 
They lived up the street from the house she was renting to her sister and me.  There were three empty bedrooms on the third level and one on the fourth level. I rented the bedroom on the fourth level. They expected to rent the other three, but they never did.
That was the worst roommate situation I got myself into. Maybe I wasn’t good at reading people or maybe I was so desperate to find a place to live that I didn’t pay much attention to their behavior. But the owner was evil and the husband was a sad excuse for a man.
I lugged my cot up three flights of stairs to my bedroom not yet realizing what that owner was capable of. 
I was strong enough to carry all my belongings to the fourth floor of the house. The most important items were my collectibles which I had stored in boxes. I sold at the local flea market every weekend to make additional money, and I loved doing it. I made some friends there and the weekends went quickly.
I wasn’t at the house for more than a couple of months when the owner came over with her husband and said “You have to move. We’re trying to sell the house.” I told them I would leave as soon as I could find another place, but I couldn’t find a rental so quickly.  Panic set in. I was estranged from my family, with no friends and trying to deal with this unpleasant situation. I felt isolated from the world. I asked myself “will my situation ever change for the better?” I didn’t think so.
She continued to tell me that I had to move out. I said “I know it, but I haven’t found a rental yet. If you sell it and I’m still renting here, maybe I can move in with you until I find a place.” 

I didn’t want to move in with them but I thought it would help them if they did sell the house. The owner said “no.” I could understand that to a point but knowing how controlling and manipulating she was, I wasn’t surprised. I don’t think they realized that I was trying to be helpful. Why did I even try?
One of the neighbors had told me that she had rented the house previously and that she had locked the tenants out and put their belongings on the street. I was horrified. That’s when I decided to get a lawyer’s advice who advised me to get a lock for my bedroom door. And I did. That proved to be poor advice.
Immediately upon noticing the lock on my bedroom door, the owner insisted that I pay them for the damage to the door. It was an old door and had one hole in it; big deal. I wouldn’t give them a dime for that.

In addition to all the problems I had with the owner, the refrigerator didn’t work. The sister didn’t like to wash her dishes and they were piled up in the sink for days. 
The owner came into the house every day to check things out. She moved my things around that were on the counters. She must have been compulsive; everything it its proper place. That’s illegal. You’re supposed to call the tenant and tell them that you want to come to the house and give a reason for coming.
Meanwhile, the sister moved out without notifying me. Who does that? I was always polite to her. I don’t know how anyone can treat another human being the way she treated me. I guess she was like her sister; mean.
 While she was there, I didn’t see her more than several times. She rented the lower level and had all that she needed there but for the refrigerator.  Her boyfriend came over every night and stayed. It was a cozy situation for her. And she didn’t need anyone else’s company especially mine.
She stuck me with the phone and utilities bills. I called the phone company and put the phone back in her name and said the owner was to pay the utilities. One thing was taken care of, a few more to go.
 After the sister moved out, I unplugged the lights that were in the front of the house. For a while I was still paying the electric bill and I didn’t need them on. The owner had a fight with me and insisted that they stay on. That was so controlling. After the utilities were no longer in my name, I didn’t care what she did.  I was the only one using the house. 
I was so angry. No, I was enraged. I wanted to be rid of her. After I moved out, I received a letter from her at my post office box informing me that I owed her money for smashing the outside lights. Why would I do that? I ripped the letter in minute pieces and threw it out. That was the last I heard from her. Thank goodness!
I had a nickname for the owner, her husband and the sister; the three musketeers only they didn’t have a justifiable cause. They stood together as a unit and were fighting with me. I didn’t want to fight with them, I wanted them to be my friends.
 I’m amazed that I survived that experience. I only answered two other roommates wanted ads and the last one I managed to stay for eight years.
The Mean Widow
I did find a room to rent in a nice house. A wealthy widow lived there alone. I liked the room. It was in the back of the house and had a bathroom and a tiny kitchen and sliding glass doors to the outside.
I paid my rent and moved in. When I went to take a shower, I couldn’t turn on the faucets. They needed to be repaired which the widow should have done previous to renting it.

That took a few days and of course, I couldn’t shower but at least she fixed it. She was a strange woman who was always slipping notes under my door giving me orders. Who did she think she was?

A few weeks into my rental, she informed me that she wanted her daughter to live there and I would have to leave in a week. She sent the note under the door. I quoted a legal document I had read about tenants’ rights and slipped it under the door. I could do that too. Good for me. I had two months to get out.

Her son was the reason for my eviction. He   didn’t want her to rent the room. He had told me so in a somewhat belligerent way. He should have been proud of himself. 
I hadn’t had time to install a phone or buy a TV. I had to use pay phones to call the people who had ads for roommates. In those days, cell phones hadn’t been invented yet. That made finding a place to live almost impossible.
I felt like the loneliest person on the planet. I wanted my life to change. I wanted to have stability and a place to call mine, but I would need a magic wand for that to happen.

I found another place about four miles away. But I felt defeated. Not having money was a problem.

I wrote the mean widow a nasty letter, which I shouldn’t have done. The letter unequivocally stated that none of her children loved her but were nice to her because she was wealthy. I got even with her, well not quite.
A few months later I was working at the flea market when she walked by my table. When she saw me, she yelled “I’m going to call the police.” That was very intelligent. I had done nothing wrong to her. That was the last time I ever saw her. 
The Judgmental Roommate
The last roommate I had owned his house and had been divorced three times.  When I found that out, I said, “I’m in for it. This is going to be difficult.” 
He wanted a little extra money. That’s what all roommates want. They think they’ll just rent a room with house privileges and everything will be great. It never was.

The rent was cheap and his condition was that I pay the rent every week. That was okay with me so I moved in. The bedroom was small but furnished so it was adequate.

One of the reasons I decided to move in, was that the judgmental roommate worked in construction and was gone all day. The other reason was that he had a golden retriever, and I loved dogs. And that dog was the most lovable I’d ever known. 
He also had a cat. I asked him the name of the cat to which he replied, “Scat Cat.” I asked him again because I didn’t think I heard him correctly. He gave me the same reply, “Scat Cat.” Whenever the cat came into view which wasn’t often (he was afraid of the judgmental roommate), he would say “scat cat.” That was funny in a weird, sadistic way.

 Guess who ended up taking care of the cat? I did. That cat loved me and followed me around the house.  When he wanted to come in the house, he would jump on my bedroom window ledge and meow until I opened it and let him in.
 He waited for me in the front of the house when I was out and meowed when he saw my car approaching the house. He was a pest.  I asked myself, “what have I gotten myself into?”
 The judgmental roommate had four acres of land where he planted almost every kind of fruit and vegetable. He had various peach trees, apple trees, apricot trees, a huge strawberry patch, corn, cucumbers, pumpkins, potatoes, tomatoes, broccoli, cauliflower, lettuce; I can’t remember the rest.
 During the spring and summer, he was in the backyard tending to his crops every evening and on the weekends. He never offered me one vegetable or fruit. He was such a stingy man. And I knew he liked me. If he didn’t he would have asked me to leave.

I found out the first day that I was there that he was judgmental and angry. He was unaware of his anger even though it had been implanted in his psyche when he was a young child.
 His mother had been single and decided she could only support one child. She kept his brother and gave him to her controlling, judgmental father to raise. The judgmental roommate had very little contact with his family. Can you blame him?
 What happened to him was sad but he was successful despite his childhood. You know what that says about human beings; we’re survivors. We go on no matter what.
His grandfather had a farm and that’s where his love for farming came from. But I think he was mistreated by his grandfather, which was sad.

Instead of being the antithesis of his grandfather, he became a carbon copy of him. That’s too bad for him and the people in his life that he chose to be exactly like him instead of being kind, empathetic and nonjudgmental.

I was helpful to him. I cleaned the place, took care of his dog and cat, kept him company at night and paid him money too. He got more than he bargained for.
As I was moving out, he told me to keep the key and come over anytime I wanted to take care of the dog. He told me he trusted me. That was a lot coming from him.

I was glad to be moving on because it had been difficult for me to deal with him. He made me cry on more than one occasion.  He was a tough guy and not too healthy emotionally.

I didn’t understand why he was so stingy with his food. He loved that dog. She was always with him. She went to work with him and slept in his bed room. The dog would sit at the table patiently waiting for him to throw her a tidbit and she only got the chicken skin; not very healthy.
Because he owned the house, everything had to be his way. I always put my check on his desk in the spare bedroom and one day I left the light on after going in. He was enraged that I went into the room so after that I left the check by the door. I suppose he considered that room his private space and felt I was trespassing. Then he should have told me that. Oh, how I hate roommates.
He could be petty and mean. I remember when he put the air conditioner in his bedroom window and wouldn’t put mine in my window because he was mad at me for some reason or another so I had to swelter in the heat for one night.

He always bragged. He would say “I’ve been working outside for two hours and accomplished a lot” as I was just getting up at seven o’clock. I thought “what an idiot.”
He power washed the house early in the morning and didn’t tell me he was going to do it and woke me up.

He sprayed his plants so they would be healthy and didn’t tell me when he was going to do it. If I were home, I would rush to close the windows.

Every day he would be judgmental. I bought darkened shades so the sun wouldn’t come in my bedroom. He said. “you sleep enough.” 
You had to do as he did if you wanted him to appreciate you; get up at the crack of dawn and work like a slave all day. He was a workaholic. Working allowed him to forget his anger.
 He had parties and insisted on having the guests use my bathroom instead of his. Who cleaned up afterwards? It wasn’t him.

When his daughter came to visit, she and her son slept on the couch and he insisted that she use my bathroom.  Lucky for me she didn’t come too often. Why didn’t he let them use his bedroom? I don’t have an answer for that.
He had a medical condition that might have contributed to his meanness. Luckily, he found a nice woman who had the same condition. That made her more desirable to him. She was a widow and wasn’t ready to get married. Her husband left a nice sized pension and if she married, she’d lose it. But after four years of dating, he gave her an ultimatum and they set a date for the wedding. 
I was happy for him (as happy as I could be for someone that I had issues with) but I was upset because once again I would have to move. I was there eight years and I considered it my home.

I see his wife occasionally at the market. I’m not sure who knows him better. She has the same complaints about him that I did but she’s on an equal footing with him. She’s not a roommate.  I guess he’s still the same which proves most people don’t change.

When I was renting from the judgmental roommate, I found a boyfriend that I am with to this day. I finally had someone I loved and there would be no more roommates for me for a long time, if ever.

Afterthought
I survived my experiences with roommates. I couldn’t understand their behavior and I never will. I would never mistreat anyone. If I had been in their shoes, I would have been fair.
No More Dating
Divorce and a New Love
I was divorced in my early twenties. It was a rejecting, horrible event. I had planned on being married forever and I had my whole life planned. I was almost unable to function and needed a support system to get me through the adjustment. I ended up in counseling which was helpful.
I had been extremely naïve about relationships. I thought if you asked someone you loved to do something for you, he would. 
Both my husband and I were immature. I was still attached to home and didn’t want to leave my hometown. My mother was my security blanket and I wanted to be able to see her often. I didn’t feel secure with my husband because he wasn’t supportive or communicative. Because I felt insecure in the relationship, I became more dependent on my mother for support.
My husband was smart, but he didn’t have street smarts and lacked common sense. He certainly had no business being married because he thought like a single person when making decisions that affected both of us. The breaking point for me is when he unilaterally decided to take a job out of state and didn’t inform me. And to make matters worse, I found out from a mutual friend.
To put it mildly, I was shocked. He asked me to go with him but I didn’t want to.  I couldn’t deal with him anymore. He had no idea what a relationship consisted of and his lack of maturity undermined the marriage. I was finished with him.
After my divorce, I was a different person. I felt like a failure and felt I could never trust a man again. Of course, I was young and that feeling would change. But I never remarried.  When you marry, you not only marry your husband, you marry the entire family.  I didn’t want to deal with that again.
I felt I didn’t fit in with his family. I called his mother “a cold fish” because she was aloof.  I attributed most of my husband’s issues to his relationship with her. She was also a snob because the family was wealthy thanks to her husband who had a lucrative business. My husband’s childhood must have been very difficult for him.
It takes years to get over childhood issues. I think most people never get over them completely. If you work on your problems, you may minimize them. However, I don’t think people are inclined to delve deeply into their psyche; it’s too frightening and too much work.
I had to build my self-esteem but didn’t know how. Finally, I figured it out, or I thought I figured it out. One way was to be pretty and sexy and attract attention from men. That’s what I did. I was physically transformed into a totally new woman. I lost weight, wore my hair long and learned how to flirt. Many men were attracted to me and dated me, but less than a handful were well adjusted and worthwhile.

Meanwhile I was working on my issues, but it was difficult. Men were a distraction and temporarily fun to be with but most of my relationships lasted only a few months. The reality was that most of them weren’t relationships. They were just dates.
After what I went through with my ex-husband. I knew I would never remarry. But I wasn’t even ready to get into the single scene. I didn’t like being a twosome. Being a twin had a lot to do with that. I was a twosome from birth to going away to college and I wanted to be my own boss. 
I would have to find someone who wanted the same thing; two independent people who fight the world together; who are committed to one another, but who don’t put exaggerated expectations on the other.
The first man I dated after my divorce was a young lawyer. His career was just getting started. I was very attracted to him and loved being with him. We soon started a sexual relationship which I equated with love; what a mistake! He lived with his parents so we found privacy in his office. It was new and exciting to me.

The relationship seemed to be going well when suddenly he stopped calling.  I found out from a mutual friend that his parents had arranged for him to meet a daughter of one of their friends. It worked out which is surprising in this modern day. That was the end of us, but I guess there never was an “us.”
My self-esteem sank to a new low because I thought the breakup was my fault, and I missed the sex. Sex was a power trip for me. Of course, after working on my issues for what seemed a very long time, that changed. Thank goodness!

Why didn’t I realize that it hadn’t been my fault? He was to blame. He found someone that he liked better than me.
 It would have made it easier for me if he had the decency to call to end the relationship. Most men can’t seem to do that but eventually the rejected woman figures it out.

I was living for men. I felt powerful when they told me I was pretty and when they wanted to have sex with me. That was sad because it was the only arsenal I had to fight off low self-esteem. If I continued to choose men that didn’t appreciate me, I would be alone forever. Fortunately, I found the man for me, but it was a tough journey to get there. I think it was a miracle.
The Boyfriend Who Couldn’t Commit
I was alone for a couple of years after the last breakup. I dated occasionally but wasn’t interested in finding a boyfriend.
 I was driving into the city every weekend to go to single bars and dances. It was exciting to meet a man and work at getting him interested in me. I knew just the right things to say and I was an expert at flirting. A had my special sexy look to drive a man crazy. And the way I crossed my legs with my skirt slightly raised was very seductive. I didn’t miss being controlled by a man. I was in control now.
I’m lucky nothing bad happened to me during those excursions into New York. I don’t think I realized how dangerous it was to meet a stranger and later go out for coffee with him or go back to his place. I was stupid to be so trusting. I blamed loneliness for my trusting ways. But as I already mentioned, loneliness was just part of the problem.
I met a slew of men and I always drove into the city to meet them. Some of them took advantage of me, but I allowed it. I needed a kind mentor to show me the ways of the world and to help me with my problems. But the world doesn’t work that way. I had to do it on my own.
One Saturday afternoon I was to meet a date at his apartment in the city. When I got there, he said “I’m not taking you out unless you sleep with me first.” I left, feeling hurt and angry. He let me drive into the city knowing what he planned to do. That was such a waste of time and effort. He was meaner than mean.

 Most men would take the woman out for dinner, flatter them, then put the moves on them. This man didn’t even try to seduce me. 
 It was obvious that had he had been hurt by a woman and he took it out on me. It was displaced anger. He was like a spoiled child who couldn’t get his way so he decided to have a temper tantrum. I was the innocent victim. What a child he was!

Another man that I began to date was nice to me for a while. I always met him at his apartment. We would go out to dinner often and he seemed nice. He stopped calling but a year later called and said he wanted to see me. I said, “if you come out here.” He agreed.  Why would I even do that? Again, I blamed loneliness.
 I found out I was no longer interested in him. When we got back to my apartment, I said good night to him while we were in his car. He said, “I’ll be a gentleman and walk you to your door.” I said ‘that won’t be necessary. But he insisted. When we got to my door, he pushed his way in and forced me to have sex with him. 
That was frightening. I didn’t want to be in the dating scene any more.  I had enough.

But I soon met a nice man who lived in Manhattan. We had a relationship for two years. He loved the big bands, so we would go all over New York to hear the big bands play and dance to the music.
He eventually gave me the key to his apartment, and one day during the week I missed him, and decided to drive to his apartment while he was at work. I found cards and notes on his desk from other girls.
  I thought out relationship had been exclusive. I was disappointed in him but I wasn’t surprised. Men cheat and so do women. Next time I spoke to him, I told him that I wanted to see him during the week in addition to the weekends. He said “no.” I broke up with him and told him off.
Years later he called me. He was still single but he had had a few serious relationships that lasted for years. He was terrified of making a commitment. I don’t find that sad. He had a choice. Near the end of our conversation he said, “hopefully someday I’ll get married.” He didn’t have a clue that he was to blame for being alone.
He was cute, intelligent and had money. He was also nice to me when we were together. I feel he ruined his life by refusing to work on his issues. issues. 
The Selfish Boyfriend
I had given up roommates and had been living in a studio apartment when I met the selfish boyfriend. He had just been divorced, had his own business, had money and was living in a luxurious apartment (I mean luxurious).

Those were the positive things about him. He shared a business with his in-laws. His wife’s father started the business. They wanted to buy him out, and they bought him out of three plants but had to give him one.
 During the entire time I was with him, which was a total of five years, he was in a lawsuit. He spent a fortune on lawyers. 
I had previously told him that I didn’t like living in cities and if he was to own that plant, could he live outside the city. His answer was “no.” When he said that, I knew our relationship was doomed.

The other negative thing he brought to the relationship was his four children; two of which were still living at home with their mother. All four were always calling or coming over.
 They were very upset with their parents’ divorce and were acting out. During the entire five years I was with him, I had intense anxiety and I couldn’t pinpoint what was causing it. Either I was stupid or just didn’t want to know the reason.  I didn’t leave because I had no place to go and I thought being with him was better that being alone, but it wasn’t. 
Some men don’t show their true colors until you’re so involved with them, that it’s almost too late to get out. I had gotten myself into a bind. I learned that you can’t be dependent on your boyfriend. Dependence makes you powerless.
And he was also anxious. Initially, he didn’t know if he was going to get the plant out of town so he decided to apply for jobs. How could he focus on me? And I wasn’t number one on his list. He came first, then his children, his job, money and lastly me.

 At one point, he asked me to type his resume. I was angry at him and told him I didn’t want to, to which he replied, “then you can leave.” I was stunned by that remark.”

He continued to make that remark if I didn’t do what he wanted. One evening I told him I didn’t want to go with him when he took his youngest daughter out to dinner. She needed her father, not me. And it was boring to listen to them discuss her problems. That’s a father’s job; to help his child adjust. 
 He was angry and repeated, “then leave.” When people are hurt and frightened, they’ll lash out at anyone especially someone that can’t fight back. I think that’s human nature. And that’s what that  man did to me during the five years I lived with him.
When he finally got the plane, he told me he was moving and didn’t want me to come with him. Furthermore, he said “you have four days to get your things out of here.”
 He had the nerve to call me a few weeks later to say hello. And I was nice to him. What a fool I was. I didn’t know how to relate to a controlling, selfish man.
Soon after he moved, I learned that he was getting married to a wealthy woman.  Money was his first love. He found money in his first marriage and now in his second one. I never heard from him again. And that was fine.

I was jealous. He was settled again, had money and I was still poor, alone and frightened, and relying on my mother to offer me the love I needed, but she couldn’t help me. I felt no one could.

He had been unempathetic, controlling, bad in bed, and incapable of love. Both his wives had to suffer with his love making, if you could call it love making.
He was in my past. I was looking forward to the future.
The Handsome Boyfriend

I lived at a hotel for two years before I decided to find a roommate. There were a lot of singles living there because it was cheap and you could rent a room by the month without a security deposit.

The selfish boyfriend had just broken up with me and I needed a place to stay. Initially, I couldn’t find a roommate situation so that had to wait.

The hotel catered all kinds of events there, mostly weddings, and had a large staff. The handsome boyfriend was on the staff, and he was also living there.
I was sitting in the lobby when I first saw him, I couldn’t believe how handsome he was. He had dark hair, prominent cheekbones, great features, and a nice build. I stared at him for a while but didn’t want to make a fool of myself, so I left the lobby.

I guess he noticed me too and one thing lead to another and we began to date. 
He was a lot of fun and was very protective of me. The problem was that he was much younger. After my last experience, I stayed away from older men. He had been eleven years older than me.
The handsome boyfriend was from Yugoslavia, which I believe is now Croatia. He could speak five languages so I knew he was intelligent, but he didn’t have an education.
When he first came to the United States, he worked on an oil rig in the gulf. He had a close childhood friend who had moved to the United States with his family. He moved to be closer to them. That was lucky for me, or was it?

We stayed together for a year. I was his mentor and he was my student. I enjoyed helping him because he didn’t know much about anything.
Our age difference was the fly in the ointment. He was much younger than me, and I shouldn’t have been with him, but I couldn’t resist him. I can’t blame that totally on loneliness, only partially. I was too frightened to have a permanent relationship. 

 He wanted to find out my age, but I wouldn’t tell him. He would say, “I’m going to find your driver’s license.” Then he would look for my pocketbook, but I always hid it. If he knew my age, he would have broken up with me, but he broke up with me anyway,
His salary was low but every month he sent money to his parents who were in Yugoslavia. I found that admirable. He had no money for me and I had none to offer him. But l loved him or was it lust? I’ll figure it out someday.
The bubble burst when the owner’s sister and niece, who were from Poland, came to work at the hotel. They were supposed to stay for a year. I’m not sure why; perhaps it had to do with finances.

As soon as the handsome boyfriend caught a glimpse of the owner’s niece, it was over for us. They were the same age and both spoke Polish. He was smitten by her and couldn’t stay away from her much to her mother’s dismay.
 She was promised to a boy back home so nothing could come from their relationship. That didn’t stop them. They were always together. He had forgotten about me and never said another word to me.

I was depressed because I depended on him for companionship and love. I needed his attention. And he was fun. I couldn’t take seeing him with that cute, young blond Polish girl, so I moved out of the hotel.
One of the guys who worked with him told me  that he had given instructions to his friend, who had a van, to follow me every time I went out.  And he did. Once when I was stopped at a red light, his van moved adjacent to my car. He had a newspaper in his hand and asked, “would you like to read this? You can have it.”
 I guess the handsome boyfriend felt he owned me or he still had some interest in me. Who knows? I’ll never know.
 Even when I moved back home temporarily, he had his friend sit outside the house keeping an eye on me. His other friend knew that I always went in the side door of the house. How else would he know that? I was amazed and flattered but also a bit scared because I didn’t think that was normal behavior. Maybe he’s still having me followed. 
The Guy Who Smoked Pot
The guy who smoked pot lived in the same hotel. I dated him briefly (if you could call it dating) after the handsome boyfriend broke up with me.

He was cute, very intelligent but lazy and a pot head. He smoked pot every day. He was a realtor and was making good money, but he stayed there. He told me he didn’t want any responsibilities. All his friends who got married were now getting divorced.

He felt he was smart because he had avoided that trap. But he was avoiding everything: a good relationship, a nice home to live in, friends, and so on. I had no money so I had to make that place my home temporarily. What was his excuse? He was just a frightened little boy.
I gave up on him because every time I went to his room, he was in his bathrobe. It could be three in the afternoon and there he was, lying on his bed in his bathrobe smoking pot. His behavior was passive aggressive. Who had hurt him, I wondered; maybe his parents, maybe a woman. I never did find out.
He seemed to be always waiting for sex. I slept with him once. Afterwards, I was angry with myself. When I left the room, he was lounging in his bathrobe. 
I hope he’s grown up and solved some of his problems. He can’t be in that same room doing what he always did way back then because the hotel was torn down.

The Post Office Guy

 I had a post office box and every day I would go and five days a week I would go there to get my mail. I usually arrived early and waited for the mail to come in.

One day I noticed a cute guy working behind the counter. He noticed me too and started talking to me. That was the beginning of a fun relationship.

I know what he wanted. It was sex. He was very attracted to me even though I was old enough to be his mother. That’s a horrible thought! I gave him my number and he called me when I was renting the house with the judgmental roommate.
 He asked me numerous times to go out with him and I would respond, “you’re too young for me. To which he answered, “age is just a number.” 

I was flattered by his persistence so I finally gave in. He had a great personality and we had a lot of fun. Eventually we were intimate.

He was a good lover and he thought I was amazing. What else could a mature woman want; how about love and money?
Our relationship lasted about a year with long intervals between dates. One day he told me he was moving into his sister’s house to help her with her mortgage and we would go out when he got an apartment. What did that have to do with dating? Nothing, but it did have to do with not having privacy. 
 If I hadn’t had so much experience with men, I would have been blown away by his attitude, but I wasn’t surprised. At this point, not much that men did or said could surprise me.
 A few months later when I went to the post office to get my mail as usual, I started to talk to him and I noticed something different about him. Something was shining on his right hand. It was a gold wedding band.
 He had gotten married and never told me. I asked him, “why didn’t you tell me? I would have told you that I was happy for you.” Once again, a man couldn’t be honest.
A few months later the post office guy was delivering mail at my apartment complex when I was walking from my car to my apartment. He was nice but he gave me one of the most common, disgusting lines a man could give you, “my wife doesn’t want sex lately.” I said, “that’s not my business. Hope you work it out with her.” I wanted to say, “too bad,” but I was a lady.  He still wanted to use me for sex. I suddenly disliked him.
His wife made the money so he stayed home to take care of their new baby. I would never have to see him at the post office again.

There were other men that I dated briefly but they’re too insignificant to mention. I’ve been with my current boyfriend for twenty years. And I don’t miss dating one bit.
Afterthought
Everyone goes through difficult times in their lives. Compared to most people, I think my experiences weren’t too bad. I was in a panic at times trying to find a decent place to live, but I always managed to find one; it was the roommates that weren’t decent. It was a learning experience.
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