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He hadn’t been on a date in a long time. 

Feeling the urge to get laid he logged on to the LETS GET NAUGHTY NAUGHTY site, created a profile and off he went into the wild blue yonder of hot sex and naughty good times.

The site banner says ...

EVERYBODY GETS LUCKY

God, it has been such a long time.

Just what he needed. Reduce stress. A good night to take the edge off.

It wasn’t long until he got one of interest.

Thin. At least, according to her profile, she looked thin. Long blonde hair. 

Perfect. He couldn’t wait to meet her.

He clicked accept.

She engaged.

Wow.

Loving this site already. The others he tried were trash and a waste of time.

A friend told him he wasn’t getting any clicks on the other sites because he was too honest.

You can’t be yourself. He told him he needed to lie, create a fake profile. 

It worked.

He was now only one click away from ecstasy. Love. A relationship that if things went well could hopefully end up with something long term.

They shared several conversations on line, each sharing their stories and decided to meet at a restaurant.

Two days later. Friday night.

Turned out she didn’t look anything like the picture she posted online. No surprise there really considering his photo didn’t look anything like him. None of this came up in their conversations though. 

She was obscenely fat. 

Disgusting.

He wondered.

Who was the picture of the thin blonde on her profile?

Sister? Friend?

Some random pictures. Like his.  He’d been cat fished for sure.

A trap. Set up.

She shoved large bites in her mouth. Red juices trickling down the corners of her lip. 

Lips smacking. Her jaw twisting and churning. Like a cow chewing its cud.

Hmmm. Doesn’t even have the courtesy to wipe her mouth.

Aside from her physical appearance she seemed nice. Delicate on the inside. You know the saying, if you want to be happy for the rest of your life never make a pretty woman your wife.

Get a fat woman to marry you.

He thought perhaps there was some truth to that.

After a few more drinks he thought what the hell, fat women need love too.

One thing for certain. This woman wanted to be loved. Kissed. Sucked on.

“You haven’t touched your steak,” she said. Her mouth full.

“I’m sorry. I should’ve said something. I’m a vegetarian.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. I would’ve picked another place if I....”

“It’s okay.”

“No. I’m soooo sorry.” She put her fork down. “Maybe we should just go.”

“No no. You finish. This is a nice place. I don’t want it to go to waste. A bit on the fancy side from what I’m used to. So it’s a nice change. Especially with the white tablecloths and I’ve got to admit the place is clean.”

“Yes. It is. This is one of my favorite places.”

He could see chewed bits of steak rolling around in her mouth.

“I think I’ll have some desert though.”

“Ohhh, sweetie. You’re going to love the desserts here. They have the best. They make a strawberry shortcake to die for.”

“Sounds good.”

He took a bite of the dessert, and she was right. It was the absolute best he ever tasted.

The waiter smiled. “Everything is homemade here, sir. We have a sweet eighty-year-old lady that comes in every morning at 5:00 and makes our desserts.”

He shoved another large bite in his mouth. “Well, this is the best I ever tasted.”

“I told you, “She said. 

The strawberries were thick, juicy as if they were picked out of the garden this morning.

He ordered another drink.

She ate.

She stopped chewing for a second. “I’m so sorry. You must think I’m a pig. This is embarrassing.”

“No no. Not at all.” He lied. Of course, he thought she was a pig.

He would never tell her that.

He did have feelings.

Then again, he was going to get laid and that’s what Naughty Naughty was all about. 

He was also going to go home and cancel his membership with NAUGHTY NAUGHTY. COM

He didn’t know what that sites definition of true love was but this creature sitting before him wasn’t exactly what he had in mind.

He found it very off putting with the way she winked at him every time she took a bite.

She chewed vigorously. He heard the gristle crunching. The rhythmic sound of her chewing never missing a beat.

At first, he was willing to say the hell with it and was willing to screw the living daylights out of her.

But now...

He glanced at his smart watch.

8:00 P: M.

Yikes. Still early.

He hoped to turn this into an early evening.

She stopped momentarily to wipe her mouth. “I’m sorry. Look at me just stuffing my face. So rude of me.”

“No. Not at all. You must eat.” He ordered another drink. Seven and Seven.

“I haven’t eaten all day. Sometimes we just get too busy. Ever have any of those days.”

“All the time.”

She polished off the rest of the steak and the last of the loaded potato. “While we’re out I know this perfect dessert place that makes the best cupcakes.”

He shrugged. Inhaled deeply and scratched the back of his neck. “That sounds good but I have an early day tomorrow and I should get going soon.”

“Ohhh, no. You don’t want to miss this place.”

He found the drop of sour cream on her chin annoying. His heartbeat quickened as this date seemed to drag on.

An old man sitting at the table next to him with what looked to be his wife kept looking at him then he would glance at her. He was probably thinking what a whale. What’s this young nice looking skinny fella doing with such a large woman?

He was thinking that himself.

Another woman looked at her with a disgust. 

A kid that looked to be five years old pointed at her as to get her his mother’s attention as the kid said. “Look at the big fat woman, mom.”

He wanted another menu to hide behind and carry out with him on the way out and never show his face around here again.

“So, how many dates have you been on since you’ve been on the NAUGHTY NAUGHTY site?”

“This is my first time.”

“Awesome. Yeah, I’m a lucky gal then.”

He raised his hand at the passing waiter. “I’ll take another drink if I may.”

“Wow. You like to put’m away, don’t ya? I used to be a drinker back in the day. I found I like eating better. Drinking ruined my appetite too much.”

“I find Seven and Sevens soothing. Not too hard.”

“The key is to find the perfect balance. It’s all about the balance. Except, as you can tell, I’ve gone a little overboard on the other. Not exactly proud of it but that’s the way it is.”

He felt her foot touch his.

“We all have our demons,” he said.

“Yes, we do. You’ll have to excuse me. I have to go to the restroom. Would you mind ordering me
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