

[image: cover]




Praise for


[image: line]


MANOLOGY


[image: line]


“It has often been said that it takes a man to raise a man. With MANOLOGY, Tyrese and Rev Run are proving another point: it takes men to tell women the truth about men. As a woman, I’m grateful for the insight. What a blessing!”


—Iyanla Vanzant, New York Times bestselling author and host of OWN’s Fix My Life


“The age-old discussion of roles and expectations in the new world of relationships has a new blueprint: it’s called MANOLOGY.”


—Vin Diesel


“Ladies, if you want to get to the bottom of what men are really thinking and feeling, then you need to check out MANOLOGY!”


—Sanaa Lathan, Tony Award–nominated actress


“The streets are talking, MANOLOGY is a funny, engaging, and honest look at how we move as men that could have only come from Tyrese and Rev Run’s bond.”


—Chris “Ludacris” Bridges


“This is not an ordinary book. The relationship insight in these MANOLOGY pages can’t be compared to anything out there. It is a true masterpiece.”


—La La and Carmelo Anthony


“Secret truths about men: seek here and ye shall find! Read this triumph of a book and watch your relationship change!”


—Bishop Kenneth C. Ulmer, DMin, PhD, Faithful Central Bible Church, Los Angeles


“Just make sure you’re ready. MANOLOGY will shed light on many uncomfortable things in your relationship.”


—Quincy Jones


“MANOLOGY is a true story of insight, bold honesty, and redemption. Thank you to Rev Run and Tyrese for sharing it with us.”


—Bernice King
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Rev Run:


I’d like to dedicate this book to my wife, Justine; and to all my children, whose unconditional love continues to inspire me to be the best husband and father I can be every day.


Tyrese:


I want to dedicate this book to both of my beautiful grandparents, who recently transitioned into heaven. Bobbi Gibson, the original Gibson; and my grandfather Rev Ellis. I hope I continue to make you both proud and honor you both by carrying the family name. May God rest your souls in heaven. We as a family love you and miss you dearly!





A JOINT PRAYER FROM REV RUN AND TYRESE GIBSON


Father God, we pray that this book will touch lives and relationships of men and women who are seeking to be healed and restored. We know in order for this to take place, fears will have to be shed and a boldness obtained. Understanding with boldness lies an undertaking of courage, risk, and bravery. Lord, we pray that you would put the anointing of inspiration on the words that have come forth from us.


Our prayer is that women that are hurting and disillusioned are able to find beauty in self. We pray that you heal those broken hearts one piece at a time and re-spark the healthy relationships that they’re looking for.


As it is written in Corinthians 13:4–7, “Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres.”


In reading this book, we thank God that you have decided to put your pride and ego to the side. You have chosen to explore growth, new concepts, ideas, perspectives, views, and new understandings. For that, we are grateful. As you embark on this journey, we hope that you walk away feeling like every page was worth your time.


We thank God in advance for any clarity this book might provide. We have learned over the years that you cannot be frustrated, sad, depressed, and miserable walking around this earth in a state of confusion over things that you have clarity over. We ask that you use us as a conduit to deliver a message.


God, may your love go before us to lead us, beside us to protect us, behind us, to push and encourage us, above us to cover us, beneath us to sustain us, and may your love be in us, to fill us with your joy, and your power that our lives might bring glory and honor to you. This we pray in the matchless name of Jesus the Christ. Amen.





INTRODUCTION


TYRESE



As I write this, my daughter Shayla is five years old. She’s a beautiful, intelligent, inquisitive, and vivacious little girl, full of life and love. Without a doubt, she is, and always will be, the love of my life.


When I put her to bed, I have her say the following affirmations with me:


“Who’s the greatest little girl in the whole world?”


“Shayla,” she responds.


“Who can be anything they want to be when they grow up?”


“Shayla.”


“Who loves you unconditionally more than anything in the world?”


“My daddy!”


I have Shayla repeat those words not only because she is beautiful, and she is the greatest (at least in my admittedly biased eyes), and she can be anything she wants to be when she grows up, and I do love her more than anything, but also because I know that if I don’t reenforce those facts in her mind, eventually certain people she meets or certain things that she may be exposed to or experience in the world might trick her into thinking otherwise.


Or more specifically, men will.


I believe that almost all little girls start off believing that they are smart and beautiful and can accomplish anything, but far too many have much of that beauty, confidence, and optimism stolen by some of the men they encounter.


Maybe it’s a daddy who leaves one day and then never comes back. Maybe it’s an uncle or preacher who steals not only their innocence but much, much more. Maybe it’s a teenage lover who whispers sweet nothings in her ear but then steps out behind her back. Maybe later on it’s a boyfriend who’ll never commit, or a husband who does but then still doesn’t want to stay at home.


No matter what the situation, it seems like in a blink a beautiful, confident young girl can be transformed into a self-doubting and despairing woman, not because there is anything inherently wrong with her but because she could never figure out the men in her life.


That’s why this book is about stopping that slide and helping women regain that confidence and positive outlook.


Not because all men are cheaters, manipulators, or pimps. No, as Reverend Run and I hope to show you, there are plenty of good men out there.


Instead, the truth is that no matter what heights your relationships have soared to, or depths they’ve sunk to, there is always more you can learn about the men in your life. Unfortunately, in this society we tend to stunt that growth by not confronting some very basic, and sometimes raw, truths about men and their relationship to women.


As you’ll see, I happen to love confronting truth. When I pray at night, the number one thing I ask to be blessed with is clarity, no matter what it reveals. As was mentioned in the opening prayer, it’s impossible to be stressed or depressed about situations and relationships that you have clarity on. Having grown up around people who hid from the truth and spent their lives confused and unclear, I never want to live like that.


I grew up in the Watts section of Los Angeles, in a house dominated by dysfunction. Where there was no father. Where when a man did show up, violence usually wasn’t far behind. Where addiction, depression, and, sadly, even abuse became the norm. The adults in the house never really confronted or challenged the situation, and as a result, nothing ever really changed. In a house where truths were under the rug, I wanted to take that rug out to the front yard, shake it up and down and beat it with a broom until every one of the nasty, dirty little realities came falling out and scurried away from me.


I’m blessed to have experienced a level of success I never even dreamed of coming up in the ghetto. Two movies I was featured in, Transformers: Dark of the Moon and Fast Five, broke box office records worldwide and collectively went on to gross $1.7 billion. Several years ago I decided I was “done” with the music industry, but at my fans’ urging last year I released an album called Open Invitation-Reloaded, which was number one for two weeks and featured a single, “Stay,” that itself was number one for eleven weeks. Every day I think, “Thank God I listened to my fans!”


I also wrote a New York Times bestselling book called How to Get Out of Your Own Way, and one of the biggest thrills of my life was standing onstage with Oprah Winfrey and Stevie Wonder in Chicago during the taping of Oprah’s final show and having her tell me, “Tyrese, oh my God, I read your book and it was powerful.”


But the only reason that child who never imagined a life beyond the streets was able to make his way to the big screen and stand onstage with Oprah was that I wasn’t afraid to look past my circumstances and address the unfamiliar. I know how hard it can be to change your perspective and attitude. I also know just how rewarding those changes can be when you finally do make them.


In Manology I want to encourage you to look past what you think you know about men and consider some of the insights Reverend Run and I are going to share in this book. It isn’t always easy to share some of the less flattering aspects of your past, but if this book can bring clarity to even one woman, then it will all be not only worthwhile but perhaps even the most important thing I’ve ever done.


I know I can make a difference because men are one subject I happen to be extremely knowledgeable about—specifically, what’s going on in our minds. Having made that journey from the hood to Hollywood, I’ve witnessed the full range of the male spectrum. I’ve seen what men do and think when it seems like they don’t have any future beyond their block, and I’ve seen what they do and think when suddenly there aren’t any barriers between themselves and their fantasies—when the true depths of their desires, for better or worse, are not only tolerated but celebrated.


And those truths that I’m going to share with you will often be raw, and parts may even make you uncomfortable. But that’s how I give it to my friends, and if you’re reading this, then I consider you a friend too.


Each time you start to pick up this book you should hesitate just a little, because what I’m saying is hitting so close to home. If I’m not striking that nerve, then I’m not being a good friend. Because in these pages I’m peeling back all the layers and revealing MY complete truth. Unapologetically.


I’m OK with not everyone appreciating my perspective or my honesty. My goal for this book is to promote a dialogue in which we can really talk about what’s going on with your relationships and expectations. When you’re finished reading, hopefully there will be some fundamental shifts in how you view men.


Instead of basing your life on how you’ve been taught things ought to be, you can make rational, controlled decisions on how we actually ARE. For better or worse.


Obviously every time we say, “Men do this” or “Men think that” there are going to be exceptions to those rules. You don’t need to look any further than Rev and me to see that not all of us are alike.


Also, I need to stress that just because I have insight into the behavior and motivations of men, I am still very much a work in progress as a man myself. I’ll tell you right now that I’m in therapy for some of the things I experienced and witnessed during my childhood, and while I’m making great progress, I don’t consider myself all the way home yet.


I’m honored to be sharing these pages with Rev Run, but I want to stress to you that there’s no “Reverend” before my name. I’m still just plain old Tyrese Gibson, and trust me, Rev and I have very different views and perspectives, not to mention different types of language we use to express our views.


Respectfully agreeing to disagree is one of the foundations of Rev’s and my friendship. In fact, our friendship was actually born out of a disagreement!


THE CONFLICT THAT SPARKED A DIALOGUE


It all started several years ago after I received one of Rev’s “Words of Wisdom” emails: You know! Those inspirational emails you saw him writing while he sat in that bubble bath at the end of every Run’s House.


At that time, my perception of Rev was probably the same as most people’s. I knew that he was one of the greatest rappers of all time and that his group, the legendary RUN DMC, was perhaps the most influential in the history of hip-hop. But I also knew him as the star of Run’s House, as a man who managed to navigate the turbulent seas of celebrity through finding God and then used that faith as a foundation on which to build a beautiful family. Like a lot of men, especially African-American men, I was extremely inspired by what Run had created. When the show finally ended, I was still searching for that inspiration, which is why I ended up subscribing to his “Words of Wisdom” emails.


While I loved receiving those emails, one day I got one that I just couldn’t cosign. I can’t remember exactly how it was worded, but essentially Rev was saying that once you’re married, there’s zero room for infidelity or misbehaving. Not because you don’t want to anger your wife but because you don’t want to anger God.


I respected what he was saying, but I also felt that even after invoking God’s name in their marriage vows, most men will refuse to stay faithful if the sex is bad. Just on impulse, I sent him a short note explaining my views, assuming that would be the end of it. In my mind, there was no way that Run was actually sending these messages out from his own email account. I was content just to float my thought out into the universe and never expected it to go any further than that.


So imagine my surprise when several minutes later I got a reply back saying, “Is this really Tyrese? The singer? If so, call me back at this number. Rev.”


Huh? I was shocked, but I collected myself and called Rev immediately. After a little bit of small talk, we got into it and started arguing about cheating. And arguing. And arguing. We ended up staying on the phone for several hours until we finally decided that we’d just have to “agree to disagree.” But despite our differences, the conversation had been stimulating and inspiring. We could both tell that a great new friendship had emerged.


Some people might call it a mentor/protégé thing or a “bromance,” but we started saying that Rev was my “MAN-tor,” which, as we’ll explain, is a term we coined for a man who teaches another man how to mature and evolve. However you want to label it, it was clear to me after a few more conversations that Rev had quickly emerged as one of the major forces in my life. Any man who not only talks but also “walks” the word of God is my hero.


Soon we began talking almost daily, chopping it up about everything under the sun—the music industry, films, our kids, fame—but particularly relationships, a subject I really respect his opinion on. It’s been said before, but I really felt like Rev was a hip-hop Bill Cosby. So when he talked about what it took to be a man of God and raise a family with respect, spirituality and integrity, I had to listen.


Whenever we spoke, I would try to get his opinion on not only what was holding me back but also what was holding men and women back in general. Because everyone—at least everyone I know—wants something similar to Run’s House in their own lives. Maybe not down to the last detail, but a similar mix of regality and ghetto love.


As Run will share, those conversations were incredibly healthy and motivating for him too. While he’s evolved so much over the years, he still has room to grow and speak. Speaking with me gave him the energy to keep pushing in that direction. When I would press him to go deeper into his truths, it forced him to reexamine his own life.


We started calling this process “iron sharpening iron.” Because just as only iron can sharpen iron, often it takes two intelligent, inquisitive, strong-willed individuals to sharpen each other. If you just sit back and become comfortable with what you’ve got, you’re never going to stay sharp. But if you have someone else who’s always pushing and challenging you, then the growth in your life and career will always be that much greater!


We both live our lives in the spirit of “People who know better should do better.” Our hope is that by learning the inner workings on your man’s mind, you’re going to know what you’re really dealing with in a relationship. And armed with that knowledge, you’re going to do so much better at finding the happiness and fulfillment you deserve in your relationships.


OK, I’ve said my piece. So now I want to let my partner Rev Run have his chance to speak.



REV RUN



Since Tyrese just said that this book should be about raw, honest truth, let me start by sharing some of my own:


I wasn’t a big fan of Ty the first time I met him.


The story (and it’s one that I didn’t even share with Tyrese until we started working on this book) of how our relationship started off on the wrong foot is this:


Back in the early 2000s, RUN DMC agreed to perform at Watts Day, a charity event Tyrese was throwing in his old hood. I didn’t know him personally; we only did it because Jam Master Jay liked Tyrese and wanted to help him out.


When we arrived to perform, Tyrese was nowhere to be found. Still, we took the stage and launched into a set of some of our greatest hits: “Rock Box,” “Sucker MCs,” “Peter Piper,” and “Jam Master Jay.” Songs that never failed to get a crowd hyped.


Just as we launched into “Run’s House,” Tyrese pulled up in a tricked-out truck. He jumped out, and immediately the crowd gravitated to him.


But as soon as “Run’s House” was over, Tyrese gave everyone a wave, hopped back in his truck and drove off. He had listened to all of one of our songs and then broken out. This little punk is going to leave during the middle of a RUN DMC set? I thought to myself. When we’re playing for free at HIS charity event. Oh, hell naw!


From then on, whenever I’d see Tyrese on the TV, or hear one of his songs on the radio, I’d get a little annoyed. “Little Tyson Beckford pretty boy wannabe,” I’d say under my breath. As much as I’d like to think I was above that sort of behavior, the truth is I had let my insecurities get the best of me.


So when he suddenly emailed me out of the blue that morning, I was shocked. But as I reread his message, I could tell he probably didn’t even remember the incident at Watts Day. (Not only did he claim not to remember it when I finally brought it up but he claimed it didn’t even happen. Trust me, it happened.)


Even though he was writing to challenge something I had said, there was a tone of respect in his email. Rather than hold on to an old grudge, I thought to myself, Wow, dude actually reached out to me. Let me hit him back and see what he’s about. And as he just related to you, we immediately launched into a heated debate over what I’d written.


“I can’t believe you want to tell women that cheating is inevitable,” I told him after he explained his position. “You can’t tell a woman that. It’s not right. Man, you just want to run amok on the earth, but still have a woman in some sexy Victoria’s Secret thing waiting to rub your feet when you get home at night. Sorry, it doesn’t work like that. You better go take out the trash and tell your woman you love her on your way out to the garage.”


Though that was just the first of many disagreements we would have, I could see that Tyrese had some important ideas to share, with both me and the world. We’ve been best friends since that first conversation and talk on the phone at least once, if not more, every day.


Looking back, Tyrese reached out to me at the perfect time in my life. His friendship was like a breath of fresh air being blown into my home. Though I was incredibly grateful for the success of Run’s House, I noticed afterward that my friends didn’t want to hang out with me quite as much. It was as if my life looked too shiny, too perfect to them. I was feeling more like a monument to a certain ideal than a living, breathing man.


The irony was that even though I don’t drink, smoke, or chase women anymore, I wasn’t looking to separate myself from people who still did have a little bit of that wildness in them. What would be the point of me having gained some wisdom if I wasn’t willing to share it with people who could use it? As you’ll read, I believe the best way to help a man change for the better is actually through a type of relationship I call “MAN-torship”—where one man can lead his friend through example, rather than just preaching down from that mountaintop at him. That’s the kind of relationship that helped turn my life around, and it’s the type of relationship I was looking to share with someone else who might be in need of some direction.


Thankfully, rather than being intimidated by my reputation, Tyrese was receptive to being MAN-tored. And truthfully, he was not only eager to find out what sort of wisdom I could share with him but he helped push me in a new direction too.


If our conversations have helped sharpen him up, they definitely helped loosen me up. Tyrese reminds me not to take myself so seriously as “Rev Run” and instead to have fun with my marriage and my reputation. He’s brought a lot of new energy into my life and helped me begin to have a much greater appreciation for my blessings.


One of our primary hopes for this book is that it can help sharpen you up too. If you keep falling for the same type of guy without ever finding true love or happiness, we’re going to show you how to avoid falling into that trap and start meeting men who are actually better suited for you. Or if you keep having men walk all over you, we’re going to teach you how to establish a bottom line when it comes to your relationship and actually enforce it. You know how countries impose “no fly” zones over certain territories? Well, we’re going to show you how to enforce “no walk” zones over yours.


For others, Manology will help loosen them up when it comes to the men in their lives. For instance, if you’re obsessed about changing your man into something “better,” we’re going to teach you to let go of that energy and instead become a facilitator of his evolution, an approach that will earn his appreciation and respect instead of his resentment.


If you’ve been having trouble communicating with your man, we’re going to teach you when are the best times to talk to him.


If you’re having a difficult time getting your man to see what a great thing he already has right in front of his face, we’re going to teach you how to correct the condition that plagues too many relationships: Male pattern blindness.


Ultimately, while Manology will help demystify the men in your life, the most fundamental message to be found in this book ain’t even about them. No, at its core this Manology is about helping women feel good about themselves.


Tyrese and I might disagree on a lot of topics—in fact, our original title for this book was I Beg to Differ—but there’s one goal that we’re in rock-solid agreement on: we want to help women stop getting tripped up by the men in their lives and start empowering themselves.


As fathers ourselves, Tyrese and I have a vested interest in creating a more leveled playing field between men and women. Remember, Tyrese has a daughter, and I’ve got three of them: Vanessa, who’s approaching thirty; Angela, who’s in her midtwenties; and five-year-old Miley. It would break our hearts to see a daughter of ours get tangled up with a man who didn’t treat her with respect or have her best interest at heart. Just as we would never want to watch one of our daughters become joyless just because she was boyless (a condition I’ll speak on later).


If I could venture a guess, some of what Tyrese has to say in this book will strike you as pure craziness. Don’t worry, ladies, I will be here to put a foot on his tail when he goes overboard or gets too far out of bounds on a particular subject. But even if we don’t always agree with what Tyrese is saying in these pages, we can’t tune him out. To do that would just be a dance around the truth. To truly change your life, you’ve got to dance with the truth. Because without the truth you’re always going to be living a lie.


Frankly, at times it’s going to seem like both of us are promoting or defending the self-centered, egotistical stuff that men do. So let me say one thing to all the women reading this book: the core of Manology is sharing the secret thoughts of men. Not justifying their actions.


Again, with emphasis:


This book is about sharing men’s secrets.


Not justifying their actions.


That means that even though we might ask you to try to understand some of the sexist, selfish, inconsiderate, annoying, thoughtless and misogynistic things that men do, we’re not suggesting it’s right for men to do them.


We’re simply trying to help you identify the needs, desires, concerns, and insecurities that those actions arise from so you can figure out how to deal—or not deal—with them. So that when you look at your man, your lenses won’t be clouded by fear, insecurity, confusion or even love. You’ll be able to look at him clearly and say, “He’s the one for me” or “I loved him, but it’s never going to work the way I need it to. It’s time to say good-bye.”


Finally, I want to address the role that God plays in both my life and this book. Obviously, as a reverend, my relationship with God is the most important one in my life. It was God who helped me evolve from the swaggering rapper who “meet this little girl/hair was kinda curly/went to her house/to bust her out/I had to leave early” to the husband who tells his wife, “I never want to leave your side.”


Just as it was God who made me not only a better husband to my wife but a much better father to my children as well. Yes, it’s been God who pulled me out of the darkness that had enveloped my life and helped me see just how beautiful life can be. It’s a role God can play in your life too. In fact, one of my favorite Tweets to send out is this quote from Max Lucado: “A woman’s heart should be so hidden in God that a man has to seek Him just to find her.”


While I really do believe a woman should hide her heart with God, I don’t ever want it to feel like I’m being too rough or strict with my interpretation of His word. If anything, I’m actually pretty lenient in how I try to translate my understanding of God’s teachings into everyday realities.


No, I envision this book being applicable to everyone’s lives, whether they’re Christian or not. The blueprints for success that I’m going to lay out are the ones that I’ve learned through the Bible, but they can be applied to any life or situation.


The reason I’m not so strict is that if there’s one thing I’ve learned over the years about relationships, it’s that they’re rarely ever perfect, but they’re always precious. Try to move through life understanding that no matter how hard you work, or no matter how closely you follow the blueprint, you’re probably never going to experience a “perfect” man.


And that’s OK.


What isn’t OK is wasting your time with a man who not only isn’t “perfect” but doesn’t treat you as precious either. Manology will help you find the clarity to make the right choices in your relationship and move closer to the happiness that you deserve.
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CHAPTER 1
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THE MAN-IPULATOR


TYRESE



It was 1999 and I was performing onstage at the House of Blues in Houston, Texas. She was standing in the front row, her thick body poured into her tightest dress, reaching out to me and screaming my name.


Staring back at her, I began singing my hit that was burning up the airwaves.


Sweet lady, would you be my


Sweet love for a lifetime?


I’ll be there when you need me


Just call and receive me.


That’s what I was saying to her.


Now what I was thinking was a little different.


Stop screaming and save your energy, baby girl. Just let me focus on these lyrics, these dance steps and the mark; I’m supposed to be on when the fireworks go off. And when I’m done with all that, me and you gonna get together in a different kind of way.


And true to my word, I did stay focused for the rest of the show. I sang my heart out, danced my butt off and hit every last one of my marks.


Just before the final song, she felt a light tug on her arm from a big dude who had suddenly materialized beside her. “Excuse me, miss, I’m Tyrese’s security,” he explained. “Tyrese sent me out here to invite you and your girls to meet him backstage after the show.”


She accepted the invitation. Backstage we exchanged some small talk, and she ended up coming back to my hotel with me. Then well, you know things got real interesting. . . .


Now, was that a special night? A once-in-a-lifetime moment.


Nah.


For me, that scene played out so many times. It was almost like living in a world within a world, where there were no rules, just you and whoever you want to do it with, wherever you want to do it.


Now before some of y’all start thinking, “It’s only the first chapter and already it seems like Tyrese’s ego is out of control,” let me also say this.


As much as that ego might have liked to believe it, in my heart I knew those women weren’t buying tickets, jockeying for position, and screaming their lungs out just for me.


They were also screaming for their dream.


The dream of having a man stare into their eyes and ask, “Would you be my sweet love of a lifetime?”


The dream of having a lover call them out of the blue just to ask, “Have I told you lately that I love you?”


The dream of a man taking them by the hand and saying, “Girl, I want to take the time and thank you for putting up with me. . . . Even though I made you cry, I want to make it right.”


But since women rarely, if ever, hear those words from their own man, they make sure that they’re going to get close up to that stage and hear them from me.


The irony, of course, is that even though I’ve always delivered those songs from the bottom of my heart, for many years my actions were constantly singing a different tune.


Even though I knew most women were searching for that “love of a lifetime,” I wasn’t thinking much past the “love of a nighttime.”


Today, I’m so grateful that I’ve graduated from that season of my life and moved on to a much healthier place. Back then, I was living a lifestyle that could have easily spiraled out of control. Sometimes, when I reflect back on those days, I’m so thankful that I never drank or did drugs, because if I had, there’s no question that my life would be a lot different than it is now.


Today, I’m in a place where I can finally be honest about what I want out of a relationship. A place when I can tell my woman, “Just give me some time to make it right; I’m being completely sincere.”


Not that I didn’t mean it before, because I did. It’s just that for a man, often there’s a gap between saying something and actually having that confidence that he can live that way too.


But if you are going to truly understand how a man thinks, how he’s constantly looking for ways to defer your dream of a healthy relationship, then I need to take you back to those early days, even though I’m not proud of how I was living back then.


In fact, when Rev and I initially started discussing this chapter, I was resistant to the idea of pulling back the curtain on my old ways and exposing them to the world.


I knew that some women would be turned off by my behavior, even if it was in the past. I understood that my mind-set would sound arrogant at best and downright exploitive at worst.


I can live with that perception, provided that it helps women gain some clarity about the men in their lives.


My biggest fear was that I didn’t want to make it sound like I was glorifying that old behavior. I wouldn’t want a man to read about those days and say, “Ah, so that’s how a real boss puts it down.”


My pimpin’ past is not one that I would endorse to other men. It would have a negative effect on the women in their lives, and, as Rev will break down later in the chapter, it would also hurt those would-be pimps.


Which is why despite my initial reservations, I ultimately decided that you do need to meet the old Tyrese. Because unless I share my raw truth, there’s no way that I can truly help people.


Specifically, I need to address just how deceitful and conniving men can be when dealing with women. Or, as Rev and I like to call it, MAN-ipulative.


We celebrate men who demonstrate Machiavellian tendencies when it comes to politics or business, but we still like to pretend that they’re the ones getting strung along when it comes to personal relationships. We need to face facts on just how MAN-ipulative men can be in their relationships. We need to own up to and address the fact that men can be just as calculating, controlling, and cunning in the bedroom as they are in the office or hustlin’ out on the streets.


Back in my old days, my MAN-ipulation game was serious. I had been dealt the fame and wealth cards quick and fast, and I was not shy about playing them. At all.


Granted, most men don’t have that advantage when dealing with women. But I believe that my playing from such a strong hand makes my story even more relevant.


I want you to get inside the mind state of a man when he thinks anything is possible, when he’s simply following his ego instead of the so-called rules.


I want to expose you to the standards of trickin’ that I saw set in Hollywood. So that no matter what level you encounter it in your own life, whether it’s Hollywood or the hood, Sunset Strip or the suburbs, you’ll be prepared.



THE MAN-GICIAN


I see similarities between what professional magicians and professional MAN-ipulators do. Magic is all about creating distractions. For instance, notice the way a magician speaks when he’s onstage. It’s always very theatrical, with a lot of hand movements. That’s to create a distraction. He might wear a bright red handkerchief, or be assisted by beautiful women, for the same reason. To create a distraction. Everything a magician says and does is intended to distract you from what he’s really doing. He wants you to get so caught up in the loud voice, hand motions, colors and smoke that you never notice him pulling that card out of his sleeve.


How I went about dealing with women was no different. I was a MAN-gician who had mastered the art of distraction. But while a magician tries to distract his audience from something that’s intentionally concealed, I was a MAN-gician trying to distract women from the truth that was hidden in plain sight:


And that truth was that they weren’t happy in their relationships with me.


Now just so you don’t get the wrong idea, they weren’t unhappy because I was a bad guy, treated them poorly, wasn’t fun to be with or didn’t know how to love them right.


No, I was a good dude who treated them well, showed them an incredible time and always put it down in the bedroom (if I may say so myself).


Yet despite all that, they were often unhappy being with me. Despite all the incredible things happening on the surface of our relationship, deep down they could sense that I’d never be as committed to it as they were.


And they were right, of course. Yet rather than address my lack of commitment, I’d try to buy time with distractions.


The first things I’d pull out of my MAN-gician’s bag of tricks (hey, why do you think they call it trickin’?) were simple diversions like money or gifts. In other words, if I sensed that a woman was getting hip to my runaround, I might surprise her with a new handbag. Or perhaps I’d let her hold one of my credit cards (only the ones with a set limit, of course) and send her off to the mall. Or if I was going to be “busy in the studio” (my old euphemism for seeing another woman) that weekend, then I’d give her a couple of airline tickets so she could go visit her friends in Miami.


All those gestures were made under the guise of love, but in reality they were just so many clouds of smoke meant to distract her from the fact that our relationship wasn’t really going anywhere.


Eventually she’d start to see through the smoke. Instead of saying, “Thanks, Boo” and running off to the mall or jetting down to Miami, she’d shake her head and say, “No, Rese, we need to talk. We need to figure out where this thing is going.”


When those moments came, do you think I surrendered and said, “OK, baby, let’s talk about this”? Of course not.


Instead, when it was time to face the music, I’d just turn up the distractions instead. And the loudest distractions that I had at my disposal were elaborate romantic gestures. That’s right, whenever plain old trickin’ just wasn’t getting the job done anymore, I would go out of my way to stage something extremely elaborate and sexy.


One of my favorites would be to tell my girl to be ready to go out at eight, but then insist on keeping the rest of the night a surprise. At eight o’clock on the dot a white limousine would pull up to her house and take her to a five-star hotel, where a bellhop would be waiting for her at the entrance. He would escort her up to the penthouse suite, where I’d be waiting for her. His and hers massage tables would already be set up, and we’d spend the next two hours getting mind-blowing massages together. After that, I’d have a full-course meal delivered to our room, which we’d eat while lounging in our bathrobes. After that . . . well, you know the rest. I don’t even have to say it. Not only did we enjoy an incredible night together but I’d also just MAN-ipulated my way into several more months of not having to address my lack of commitment.


Believe it or not, there were some cases where I had to step my game up even higher than that. There’s a rumor on Twitter, which I can neither confirm nor deny, that me and a young lady once made love with a live violinist and Spanish guitar player serenading us in the bedroom.


I can’t lie, there were some women who seemed immune to my trickin’, even when I brought it on at that all-star level. I remember I met a beautiful, supersmart attorney just as she was coming off a bad breakup. She decided she was going to be celibate until she got her head together, and despite the connection we both felt, she told me in no uncertain terms that sex was not going to be on the table anytime in the near future. She didn’t say it in a snide or threatening way but rather made it clear that she was going through a tough time and would appreciate my respect and patience.


I know women think all men are always in a rush for sex, but the patience part was actually easy for me. Respecting her wishes was a different story.


Even though I did care about this woman and appreciated what she was going through, I still tried to flip it on her. After she told me about her celibacy, I told her, “Hey, you’re not going to believe me, but I’ve been thinking about laying off sex for a while myself.” I explained my rationale: after years of moving around, I just needed a break. I understood where her head was at, and it was actually a relief for me to not have to worry about sex. I was happy to just spend time with her.


True to those words, for several months I never made even the slightest move toward sex when we got together. At first she was skeptical, but after a while she was impressed and decided I had in fact been telling the truth.


My boys used to ask me, “How the hell do you hang out with such a sexy lady without trying to go there?” I told them, “Hey, it’s easy to turn down a slice of really good cake when you’ve been snacking on potato chips all day. It’s only hard when you’re hungry.”


And I definitely wasn’t hungry. Anytime I wasn’t with my attorney I’d be creepin’ with someone else who was more than willing to satisfy my sexual desires. It feels foul to admit this today, but I can even remember calling her from a hotel room with another woman in the bed with me. I put on my sleepy voice and told her, “Hi, baby, I’m about to go call it a night, I’m sooo beat from this tour. I just wanted to hear your voice before I went to bed.” All the while I’m giving this other woman the “Shhh, don’t say nothin’” signal as she lay next to me naked.


It’s sad to say, but when a man is in that MAN-ipulative mind state, you can’t even rest easy knowing that he just said, “Good night, I love you, baby,” over the phone. Unless you’re lying right there next to him, you can never assume that someone else isn’t. Sorry, but that’s just how so many of us get down.


After a few months of alleged good behavior on my part, the attorney finally started to let her guard down just a tiny bit. We started going on little weekend trips together, even sharing the same bed. But even then, I still wouldn’t make a move. Which just made her fall harder and harder for me.


She was a beautiful, intelligent, successful woman that guys were constantly trying to seduce. The fact that I was content simply spending time with her got her mind twisted. She found herself in uncharted territory and started to question herself. When I first met her, she was unwavering about her decision. Now her plan was coming apart at the seams. She had always been supremely confident, but now she began to worry that she might lose me if she didn’t give all of herself to me.


One night we were sitting in my car outside her house, having one of those magical conversations about our lives, our pasts, our dreams and our fears. After hours of intense conversation, I finally said good-bye. Not even a peck on the cheek. But before I could even unbuckle my seat belt, suddenly she was on top of me, insisting that I take all of her. Forget about having to convince her—I didn’t even have a say in the matter. I had MAN-ipulated her so thoroughly that she threw all her plans and principles out the window in a passionate moment. I had MAN-ipulated her right into my bed (or in this case, my backseat).


The only problem was that once I had her, I didn’t want to keep her. As men, we’ll go to incredible lengths—even feigning celibacy for months—if we think it will aid our pursuit of a woman. Once we catch them, however, all that interest and intensity start to rush out of us like air out of a popped balloon.


Now before I break down why men are much more interested in catching than keeping women, I need to address what some of you might still be thinking right now: Please, the type of MAN-ipulation or whateva you talkin’ about, that’s a game that only somebody famous can run. Ain’t no way in hell that an Average Joe can get away with that type of mess.


Even Rev has told me, “I don’t think you understand that most people don’t live like that. I’m in the business, and I’ve only heard of two or three other dudes who are running the same kind of games that you do. What you’re doing is on a whole other level.”


But I believe that no matter where you are, you are going to encounter plenty of men who have the same issue. It could be on a college campus, in a housing project, in a trailer park, hell, even a nursing home (don’t sleep, Viagra has got those places poppin’). It really doesn’t matter.


So while my situation might not have been exactly the same as your man’s, understand that those dudes still have that MAN-ipulator in them. As I said earlier, my lifestyle back then represented a man’s natural tendencies taken to their most extreme level. If I had the opportunity to MAN-ipulate four or five different women a day, I wouldn’t hesitate to take advantage of that opportunity. Some men might have to wait six months for one opportunity, but they’re still going to pounce on it.


I might have been creating smoke with the type of elaborate pyrotechnics you’d see in a Hollywood movie, while a dude from the hood might have to sit there and rub two sticks together like a caveman to create his smoke. But no matter how hard he has to work, he’s still going to do what it takes to create distractions.


So rather than worry about whether every man can run the same games that I did, the bigger question is, why do men in general spend so much time trying to MAN-ipulate rather than just be up-front about their intentions?


Wouldn’t it be easier for me to just tell a woman that I’m not ready to settle down than to spend so much time, brainpower and money cooking up elaborate ways to stall?


Of course it would. But our insistence on concealing our true feelings is one of the great ironies of the male mind state.



SO BOLD


In almost every aspect of their lives, men have very little trouble articulating how they’re feeling. In fact, we take pride in being very bold, very forthright and aggressive with our truth. We like to fancy ourselves generals marching at the front of an army. We want everyone to know where we’re at and what we’re planning to do. Except for when it comes to our relationships. Then, instead of that general, we tend to act more like thieves in the night.


I used to be a classic example of this kind of Jekyll and Hyde behavior. In my professional life I’ve never been shy about articulating my truth. If I think a promoter is jerking me, I’m going to get right up in his face and let him know that he’d better correct the situation ASAP. I’m not going to sulk or wait for the “right moment” to discuss the issue. No, the situation is going to get addressed immediately.


If I think a director needs to cast me in his new film, I’m going to get on the phone and make my pitch to him directly. Forget about hoping my agent can seal the deal. If I can get his number, that director is going to hear from me about why I would be great in his film!


Or let’s say I think I deserve the cover of a magazine. Then I’m going to get on Twitter and make my case as loudly as I possibly can. I’m even going to ask my fans to write to that magazine and tell them that they want to see me on the cover too.
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