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This book is dedicated to my mother, Momma Love, for her guidance and wit, and for always steering me in the right direction.


And to my fans: the married women, single girls, baby mommas, and chicks on the side (because, hey, they need advice too).




[image: star]


INTRODUCTION


I first felt the thrill of entertaining back in 1972, when I was crowned Little Miss Detroit. At the pageant, I hit the stage in patent leather shoes and a starched pink dress, but I had so many braids in my hair that my tiara slid right off my head! When I bent down to pick it up, I slipped and landed on my behind. Everyone burst out laughing. But instead of feeling embarrassed I jumped up with a huge smile on my face. I realized that day that making people laugh makes me happy. In fact, it’s the very reason I left my job as an engineer to become an entertainer. Most people don’t know I used to be an engineer. But I was the worst engineer in America. In fact, I’d like to extend a personal apology to anyone driving a 1992 Cutlass (that was one of the projects I worked on before leaving the field to pursue my dream of being a comic). There’s only one thing I love as much as making people laugh, and it’s giving advice. Ask anyone who’s received one of my Love Lessons and they’ll tell you I have a special gift.


I’ve always had a good head on my shoulders. I grew up in the Brewster-Douglass Housing Projects in Detroit during the height of the crack epidemic. The streets were filled with drug dealers and prostitutes. Coming up in such a rough environment, a girl had to be tough and street-smart to survive. I saw firsthand what happens to women who are foolish in love, or just plain foolish.


When I was a teenager, Peaches was one of my very best friends. Peaches had a smile that lit up her face, and she could do some hair! When we were seniors in high school, Peaches started dating a new guy from the neighborhood. Peaches would brag that her boyfriend was a “businessman.” I tried to tell her the truth, that her 16-year-old boo was slinging crack. But Peaches didn’t care. Living in the projects could be depressing, and her boyfriend gave her a taste of the glamorous life, buying her clothes, taking her to fancy restaurants in downtown Detroit, and driving her around in a snow white Mercedes-Benz. I didn’t want any part of what Peaches’s boyfriend was into, so I began to distance myself from my friend. This was a big sacrifice for me because Peaches would do my Jheri curl for free.


One night, I was doing my homework at about eleven o’clock when I heard the blast of gunfire. It was common to hear shots fired in the projects, but that night was different. This sound sent a chill through my veins. A few hours later there was a knock at my door with a neighbor bringing the news—my best friend Peaches was dead. She’d been sitting outside with her boyfriend when she was hit with a bullet that I’m sure was meant for him. For all those occasions she’d done my hair, I did hers one last time, for her funeral. She was only seventeen.


Peaches’s death taught me an important life lesson: too many women make sacrifices to be with men. I’ve seen friends compromise their safety, dignity, money, and even happiness for the sake of a relationship. But I’ve seen enough. Now I’ve made it my personal mission to remind women that we need to put ourselves first. I learned this lesson, up close and personal, watching my single mother manage her dating life. After her divorce, my mother, Momma Love, had plenty of boyfriends, but she refused to take crap from anyone. I remember one time, one of her boyfriends, Mr. Herbert, was living with us, and Momma Love found out he’d cheated on her with Miss Bernice, the Bible study teacher. The next day his clothes and his Bible were out in the trash. Her philosophy was: no woman has to put up with second-rate treatment; someone better will always come along. “Never be a side dish,” Momma Love would say. “Always be the main course.” It’s a lesson I took to heart.


I remember the year my friends and I were all set to graduate from high school. All the girls in my class were losing their minds worrying about who was going to take them to the prom. They were getting together in the rec center after school for powwows and conferences like, “If Jimmy doesn’t ask me by end-of-day Wednesday, I’m moving on to plan B and getting with the cousin of the friend of his brother, who’s not as cute but has a nicer car.” There were schedules, deadlines, backup plans, and emergency ditch plans should the night not go as planned. It was totally ridiculous. I told my friends, “You need to worry about yourselves. Focus on your priorities, like how you’re gonna pay for that prom dress.”


I don’t mean to suggest I didn’t have my own share of boy trouble. Back then my boyfriend Mack was the love of my life. But I decided we weren’t going to have sex because I was saving myself for marriage. (Of course, that was before I realized I would be living in a coed dorm at college.) Even though I wasn’t giving it up, Mack promised me he would take me to the prom, and I believed him. Well, a few weeks before the dance, Mack hooked up with my neighbor Tisha. Of course, I immediately dumped his cheating ass. But then I found myself with no date and a beautiful hoop dress that made me look like an extra from a production of Gone with the Wind. After a few days of being down in the dumps, I picked myself up and decided that me and my hoop dress would go to the prom alone. That’s when the phone rang. It was Mack’s best friend, Albert. He’d heard that Mack and I had broken up and was wondering if I would be his date for the prom. I can still remember the shocked look on Mack’s face when his friend Albert and I walked into the dance looking like a black Rhett Butler and his date, Hattie McDaniel. It was a perfect night and the moment when I first realized my mother was right: if you refuse to accept being treated poorly, something better will come along. There is no need to compromise who you are just to be with a man.


Because of my attitude and my confidence, I quickly became the girl who all the other girls went to for advice. I was the one who would listen to their problems and tell them what to do when they had nowhere else to turn. “Love him or leave him,” I’d always say. “But don’t get stuck with the tab,” meaning, respect and protect yourself so you don’t end up with an STD, a broken heart, or a two-year friends-and-family data plan you can’t get out of.


Twenty years later I’m still spreading that same message to my fans. People see me on television, or they come out to my comedy shows, and they feel like they know me. People approach me in airports, in ladies’ rooms, and in the street, talking to me like we’re old friends. Like I’m their long-lost sister. Like I’m the one with the answers to all of their problems, even though we’ve never met.


One time a woman came up to me after a show, introduced herself as Alison, and said, “Can I ask you something?” I thought Alison wanted me to elaborate on my why-I-hate-anal-sex joke. I get that question a lot. Instead, she was seeking advice about her relationship with her husband. The two of them hadn’t been intimate for five years. “You seem like a really grounded person,” she said. “I really want your opinion.” Although I was only half sober, I listened, considered her problem, and gave her the best advice I could: I suggested she try to spark the flame by trying some great sex tips I’d picked up from my friend Lisa, who used to work in the “business” as a “dancer,” if you know what I mean. And if that didn’t work, I suggested she try a sex therapist (I knew plenty of professionals to recommend, thanks to my friendship with Dr. Drew). And if that didn’t work, I suggested Alison think about ending the marriage because she and her husband sounded more like friends than lovers and, I pointed out, her kitty cat wasn’t getting any younger. After our talk, I could see the relief on Alison’s face. It was as though all she really wanted was to hear someone tell her that her needs were important. As a thank-you she bought me a shot of Hennessy, and we’ve been friends ever since.


I have hundreds of thousands of fans on Facebook and Twitter, and sometimes it feels as though each one of them is asking for advice. People have consulted me about their sex lives, their health, their kids, and their spouses. A few women have asked how I got to be so confident. But most of all, I get questions about relationships. How do I meet a man? How do I know if I’m ready for marriage? When can I sleep with my ex’s best friend? I love my fans, but some of ya’ll got some issues!


Well, listen to Loni: you can love him or you can leave him, but always remember that putting yourself first is the most important step in finding love. That’s the foundation for all the advice I give, because it’s a message so many women need to hear, over and over, like multiple orgasms.


Now, in the following chapters you’ll find some of the most popular, crazy, and dumb-ass questions I’ve ever been asked. Plus some I made up just for fun, because while I was drinking my Hennessy one night, it occurred to me that someone should be asking if it’s okay to date your mother’s ex. For the record, I don’t care how fine a man is, once he’s had your momma, he’s off-limits. My own mother taught me that. As soon as I started dating, Momma Love explained her loyalty hierarchy: family comes first, then friends, and then, rounding up third place, are men. I learned just how important it is to put your family first after watching two sisters duke it out during a Thanksgiving dinner fiasco. What were they fighting over? A man, of course. You can read all about the sister-on-sister throw down in chapter 9. And family love triangles aren’t the only topics I address. In chapter 5, you’ll find words of Loni Wisdom for the woman who thinks her boyfriend is picking fights just to have makeup sex, and in chapter 6 I give tips to the wife who is wondering if she should confess to her husband exactly how much “fun” she had on her Caribbean girlfriends’ getaway.


Most of my advice comes from personal experience. There’s the time I went on a double date with my friend Lisa, who talked so much she scared off our dates, or the night my wig blew off right in the middle of a romantic dinner cruise. You’ll even hear plenty about my cousin Skillet. Everyone has a “cousin Skillet” in the family. He’s the relative who never seems to have the kind of job that can be discussed in front of children or law enforcement. Cousin Skillet might not be everyone’s idea of a great catch, but as far as I’m concerned, everybody can teach you something about love and life, even if the lesson is “Don’t do what I’m doing unless you want to end up on TMZ.”


So curl up with your fuzzy slippers and a cup of tea (or, if you’re like me, a stiff nightcap and a Heineken chaser) and enjoy Love Him or Leave Him, but Don’t Get Stuck with the Tab. Great love advice, hilarious stories, and plenty of laughter await! And if you still want more, I’d be happy to fix you up with my cousin Skillet.
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MEETING UP


One of the things I love about the single life is that you get to go on a lot of first dates. I know many women dread going out with a new guy for the first time. The nerves, the awkward conversation, the not knowing if you should order the lobster because he might be a cheap-ass and expect you to go Dutch. It’s true some first dates can be awful. Like those times you go to a fancy restaurant and your date spends more time asking the cocktail waitress about her inner-thigh tattoo than talking to you. Or you tell him you admire the relationship he has with his mother and he says, “Great, because I’ve invited her to join us.” But instead of facing first dates with dread, consider each and every one a great opportunity to gather information while getting a free meal. On a first date a man will tell you almost everything you need to know about what kind of person he is. You just need to stay sober enough to remember the next day.


The next time you’re on a first date, look around the room. If you’re in a restaurant and notice that every woman there—from the coat-check girl to the manager—is giving your date dirty looks, then consider yourself warned. He probably owes them money, a phone call, or both.


When I want to know what kind of man I’m dealing with, I look at his shoes. If he’s wearing some nice hard-soled shoes, I know he’s solid, dependable, and is probably the type of man to carry a condom in his wallet. If he’s wearing sneakers, that’s okay, as long as they’re clean and have laces. I don’t trust a man who wears shoes that close with Velcro. That’s just lazy. Now, if he shows up for dinner wearing flip-flops, you better run for the hills. A man who wears flip-flops to dinner doesn’t take anything seriously. He’s the kind of man who will make fart jokes when you’re trying to tell him about your horrible day at work or laugh at you if you trip and fall on your ass before he checks to see if you’re okay. Trust me, even if you have a cushiony ass like mine, falling on your behind hurts. The last thing you need is your man laughing at you like he’s a five-year-old at the circus. You want a man who treats you like a prize, not a clown.


The other great thing about first dates is they give you a chance to refine your First Date Look—that’s the outfit and hairstyle that makes you feel most comfortable, beautiful, and confident. Even if you think your date might be a dud, it’s still a great opportunity to try out a new look, get a new weave, or buy yourself a dress that exposes, er . . . I mean shows off your best assets. For example, you might not know this about me, but I have exquisite knees, so whenever I’m on a date I always wear a skirt that shows them off. When I was growing up, Momma Love always used to tell me, “Don’t hide your light under a bushel.” Well, the same can be said about dating: don’t hide your best features under a tent dress. Got good cans? Show the girls! Well-toned arms? Wear a tube top! You’re going on a date, not to Bible study.


Most important of all, on a first date, pay attention to the way the man treats you. Does he give you his undivided attention, or does he check his cell phone every ten minutes? Does he order his meal before you or patiently wait until you’ve asked the waiter to list all the ingredients of every dish? Does he seem interested in what you have to say, or does he constantly change the topic to sex and when he’s going to get some? Even the way he walks down the street with you says a lot. A man who walks side by side with a woman sees her as his equal. A man who walks ahead expects to run the show. And a man who lags behind? Why, that’s an ass man! But if you’re built like Sofía Vergara, then congratulations, girl! You may just have met your Mr. Right.
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“How many times can I call him before he thinks I’m crazy?”


(Everything you need to know about first impressions, first dates, and the a-hole who never called you back.)
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Dear Loni,


I’m a teacher. I go to school, come home, go to bed, and start the whole thing all over again. I feel like life is passing me by. Any advice for how I can get back into the swing of things?


Signed,


Getting an “F” in Fun
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Dear Fun,


Honey, life is too short to spend it grading papers. But I understand how easy it is to get caught up with work. I’m a road comic. Every week—Thursday through Sunday—I perform at night, do press during the day, and try to catch some sleep. Then I do it all over again the next week, in a different city. It got to a point where I was on the road so much that even my good friends stopped calling. In fact, the only time my phone rang was when telemarketers called. One time it was a saleswoman trying to sell me a sex aid. I didn’t need a fake penis, but the saleslady and I struck up a great conversation. I had no idea dildos came in so many different shapes, colors, and sizes! As nice as Sally the Salesperson was, when I got off the phone I realized it was time to make some changes. I needed to find time for a social life and to meet a man with a real penis.


Now when I travel to another city, I make a point of meeting a friend who lives there for lunch. And when I come home, I schedule dinner dates, brunches, and get-togethers. These small steps have really improved my quality of life. It feels good to know that when the phone rings it’s a friend and not someone trying to give me a two-for-one deal on pleasure sticks.
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“I’m up for dinner, movies, or skydiving.”


LONI LOVE’S THREE-STEP PLAN FOR HAVING FUN


Step One


Write a list of ten activities you can do alone that make you feel good (List A). Here are a few examples from my list:


• Fantasize about George Clooney


• Fantasize about Denzel Washington


• Eat chicken and waffles


• Try a new recipe


• Walk in the park sober


• Walk in the park drunk


• Cook some bacon


• Get a free makeover at the expensive makeup counter


• Study Albert Einstein’s Theory of Relativity (hey, I’m a former engineer)


• Break-dance


Step Two


Write a list of five fun activities that involve other people (List B). Here’s my list:


• Going to the basketball court to watch fine-ass men play


• Roller-skating (there is nothing like a big girl on wheels)


• Going to church when the men’s choir is singing


• Going to brunch with my gay friends (they have the best gossip)


• Doing the Harlem shake with the neighborhood kids


Step Three


Each week pick two things from List A and one thing from List B and put them together for a fun-filled plan of action. Here’s what I did this month:


Week One: Walked in the park sober while fantasizing about George Clooney, then went to the basketball court to watch fine-ass men play ball.


Week Two: Walked in the park drunk after eating chicken and waffles, then went roller-skating.


Week Three: Got a free makeover and ate some bacon, then did the Harlem shake with the neighborhood kids.


Week Four: Fantasized about Denzel Washington while break-dancing, then went to brunch with my gay friends and discussed the Theory of Relativity.
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Dear Loni,


Every day I ride the train to work and almost every day I see this same good-looking man on the platform. Recently, he’s begun to say “hello.” How do I send him the message that I’d like to get to know him better?


Signed,


Lonely on the Train
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Dear Lonely,


Let me get this straight: you’re hot for a guy you see on the train every morning, but after several months you’ve only managed to get to “hello”? Honey, you’re wasting valuable time. The first thing you need to do is strike up a conversation. The easiest way to do this is by observing your man for clues about things he might like to discuss. (Notice how I’ve already claimed him as yours!) For instance, if he’s reading the sports section, ask him what he thought of the game last night. Even if you don’t know much about sports, just smile and nod like you understand everything he’s saying. But whatever you do, don’t comment if you don’t know what you’re talking about. I once heard a desperate girl at a sports bar say to a dude, “I can’t wait to see Venus Williams play her sister at the Super Bowl this year!”


It’s also a good idea to ask a guy a question he might not have heard before. Don’t be afraid to get creative. Ask him if he believes in Bigfoot or if he’s ever made his own granola or how long he can hold his breath. The point is to get the man talking. Sometimes when I meet a guy I’ll look him straight in the eye and ask, “So, where do you think I need plastic surgery?”


The last time I did this the guy looked thrilled. “Excellent question!” he said. Then he told me I should consider a nose job, liposuction, and a chin implant . . . for starters. I cussed him out and he explained it wasn’t personal; he’s a plastic surgeon. After he finished sharing his professional opinion, he handed me a flyer for a two-for-one buffet at the restaurant near his office and asked me if I’d like to go out sometime. I turned him down and slid the coupon in my purse. It just goes to show you, ask a man a good question and sooner or later you’re gonna get a free meal.
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“Is that a pork sausage in your pocket?”


LONI LOVE’S CONVERSATION STARTERS


• Are those your real teeth?


• What do I have to do to get you to change my oil . . . and oil me down?


• Do you think I need a bra with this dress?


• Is there any good porn for old people? I want to surprise my grandma.


• I usually drink my wine out of plastic cups. Do you think I should switch to paper for the environment?


• How many strawberry wine coolers until you’re drunk enough for me to take advantage of you?


• Do you think I can fit this entire banana in my mouth?
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Dear Loni,


I went out to dinner with a man who left a five-dollar tip on a seventy-dollar bill. I’ve never gone out with a bad tipper before. What do you think this means?


Signed,


Stunned
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Dear Stunned,


This means your date’s a cheap-ass. As far as I’m concerned, this is a clear signal that this man is not good boyfriend material. And I’m speaking from experience.


I once dated a cheap-ass. On our first date, he stiffed the waitress. I thought it was a mistake, but soon enough his cheap-ass-ness had him treating me like his personal Walmart. He would drop by just to “borrow” my household supplies. He’d take a little Tupperware container and fill it with laundry detergent. Then he’d pull off half a roll of paper towels. Then he’d take a kitchen knife and slice himself a piece of my soap. I tried to ignore it, but it only got worse. One day I caught him backing up his car and loading the trunk with boxes of laundry detergent and my economy packs of toilet paper. Then he went into my garage, took the garden hose, and siphoned gas right out of my gas tank . . . while I was still in my car! Looking back, I think he only dated me so he could shop at my house.


The bottom line is, don’t date a cheap-ass if you’re looking for love. As Momma Love always says, a man who doesn’t tip well doesn’t appreciate other people’s hard work. That kind of man sure won’t appreciate you.
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“He’s a perfect boyfriend . . . if your name is Chad.”


LONI LOVE’S GUIDE TO YOUR MAN’S TRUE NATURE










	If he . . .


	Then he . . .







	yells at his mother


	is a jerk







	yells at his baby’s momma


	is a broke jerk







	opens the door and walks in before you


	will not satisfy you in bed, and won’t even notice there’s a problem







	is rude to the waiter


	has a small penis







	calls you “dude”


	is too young for you







	is constantly buying you lingerie


	wears it when you’re not at home







	always asks what you’re wearing so he can coordinate his outfit to yours


	wishes he were your gay best friend







	yells at the dry cleaner


	only owns one suit







	is rude to his child’s teacher


	may not be able to read







	forgets your birthday


	considers you a side piece. I don’t know about you, but the only sides I like are beans and rice. I’m a main course, baby! You should be too.
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Dear Loni,


I reconnected with an old elementary-school friend on Facebook and we’ve begun dating. He seems to have led a pretty normal life in the twenty years since we last saw each other. I, on the other hand, ran away from home at fifteen and did a lot of crazy things of which I’m sure my new man wouldn’t approve. How do I tell him about my checkered past without scaring him off?


Signed,


Wild Child
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Dear Wild Child,


This reminds me of the time I went on a blind double date with my friend Lisa. Lisa is a former exotic dancer who is now a successful lawyer (with no student loans to pay off, I might add, thanks to her skills on the pole). The evening started with cocktails. But after Lisa told a story that ended with her exclaiming, “And now the doctor says I’m totally not contagious!” Lisa’s date excused himself to use the restroom. Shortly after, his friend, with whom I had made elaborate imaginary plans for later that evening, received an “emergency” phone call that he had to take outside. Neither of them ever came back to the table. They also left us with the bill, which really pissed me off. I wouldn’t have ordered a third shot of Patrón if I knew I had to pay for it.
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